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ADVERTISEMENT. 

'TpHE  liberality  and  candour  with  which  this 

Comedy  was  received  on  its  reprefentation, 

flatters  the  Author  with  the  hope  that  the  fame 

indulgence  may  attend  it  to  the  clofet. To 

the  performers,  he  is  no£  a  little  gratified  by 
this  opportunity  of  returning  his  warmeft 
thanks.  On  thefe  occafions  great  obliga- 
tion is  generally  due,  not  only  to  them,  but 
to  the  manager  j  and  when  an  author  has 
found,  as  in  the  prefent  inftance,  a  nice  dis- 
criminating judgment,  exerted  with  the  moft 
friendly  zeal  in  his  favour,  he  cannot  but  feel 
moft  fenfibly,  how  far  acknowledgments  fall 
fhort,  in  exprefling  his  fentiments  of  Mr.  ' 
Kemble,  as  a  fcholar,  and  a  gentleman. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Written  by  Chabj.es  Morris,  Etq. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  'Wrodchtom. 

CTO  paint  dramatic  fcribblerS  hopes  and  fears. 

Has  beta  the  Prologue's  heavy  tajkfor  years  i 
To-night,  a  kind  reception  is  our  aim, 
For  one  who  on  M  Falfe  Colour/'  builds  bis  fame. 
In  times  like  tbefe,  when  high  on  ev'ryfide, 
Britain's  True  Colours  fioat  in  martial  pride, 
Awhile  left  drop  the  cuftomary  lay. 
And  to  our  eountr^ s  worth  due  tribute  pay  : 
Where  foetal  compaS  binds  inftlken  chains 
True  Freedom's  fans,  and  Britons'  rights  maintains. 
At  home  fecure,  her  prince  tn  foreign  lands 
Leads  on  to  glorious  deeds  her  valiant  bands ; 
At  honors  call  the  dearefl  objeBs  yield,  •% 

He  Braves  the  dangers  of  the  boflile  field,  > 

And  round  a  nation  fpreads  Britannia's  fev*nf old fbield.    f 
TofaSious  Caul  the  Mufe  indignant  turns  ,- 

With  loyal  pride  her  prof er'd  mifchief fpurns 

There,  gloomy  Difcord  dims  fair  Freedom's  ray. 
And  Defotation  maris  her  tronfway  i 
Peace  flics  the  bated fpot ;  aghaftjbe flood; 

Her  garment  crimfon'd  with  a  monarch's  blood 

S^uickfalt  the  veil— let  comic fcenes  appear. 

To  chafe  from  honefi  cheeks  the  gen'rous  tear. 

Our  bard,  three  winters  f  nee,  tried  critic  feas  ; 

His  bark,  Th'  Adventurers,  gaittd  afav'ring  breeze, 

Fann'd  by  the  genial  breath,  it  reacUd  the  coaft, 

Where  many  a ft outer  vtjfel  bos  been  loft. 

Buoy'd  up  by  hope,  again  he  trufts  to  fate 

Another  launch,  and  rifles  a  deeper  freight. 

Let  no  rudefiorms  her  tender  frame  affail, 

But  candor  gently  raife  a  profp'rous  gale  i 

With  approbation  crown  his  beft  endeavour. 

And  grant  the  wjfb'dfbr  pafport-  Public  Fa*  our. 
9 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONS 


MEN. 

Lord  Visage,    -----  Mr.  Suett. 

Sir  Paul  Panick,       -     -      -      -,    -  Mr.  King. 

Sir  Harry  Cecil,        -         -        -     -  Mr.  Wroughtan. 

Captain  Montague,        -  Mr.  Barrymore. 

Grotesque,         -----  tAr.J.Bannifter, 

Subtle,  Servant  to  Lord Vifage,     -      -  Mr.  R.  Painter. 
Tont,  Servant  to  Sir  Paul,      -  -       -  Mr.  Wevihztr. 

Robert,  the  Butler,  ...  Mr.  Modox. 

Cook,        -         -----  Mr.  Alfred. 

First  Servant. 
Second  Servant. 

WOMEN. 

LlDT  Panick,  Wife  to  Sir  Paul,  -  -  Mifa  Pope. 

Constance  Evelyn,  her  Ward,  -  -  Mif3  Barren. 

Harriet,  her  Niece,        -  Mrs.  Goodall. 

Lucy,  Maid  to  Conftance,       -  -  -  Mifs  Heard. 

SCENE.     At  or  fear  "Sir  PaulV  Seat  in  Cumberland, 
TIME.     Of  Reprefentation. 
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—  A    C    T      I. 

SCENE.     A  Hall— (a  ringing  at  the  Ant.) 
Enter  Tony,  with  a  tankard  in  his  hand* 

Tony. 

WHY,  Jonathan  Geoffreys-are  none  of  you  up 
yet  ?  Will  nobody  go  to  the  door  ? — Was  there 
ever  fuch  a  lazy  pack  of  drunken  fcoundrels  (he  drinks- 
bell  rings  again  J — aye,  now  this  19  what  one  gets  fay  be- 
ing induftrioua  and  rifing  early — inftead  of  a  cool  com- 
fortable tankard,  I  muft  be  pacing  to  the  door  here  be- 
fore eight  in  the  morning — (bell  rings  again),  Ecod  I 
have  a  great  mind  to  go  to  bed  again.  No,  as  I  am  here* 
for  once  I'll  do  a  good-natured  aft — and— (opens  the 
door.) 

Enter  Subtle. 
Eh,  Mailer  Subtle,  is  it  you  fo  early  ?     Where  is  my 
lord? 

Subtle.  On  the  road,  my  boy  j  but  he  fent  me  forward : . 
with  a  letter  for  her  hdyffiip.     Is  flic  up  yet  i 

B  Tony. 
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a  FALSE    COLOURS. 

Tony.  Up  ?  Lord  help  you— not  a  foul  ftirring  in  the 
houfe  !  To  tell  you  the  truth,  w*  had  a  grand  rehearfal 
of  one  of  our  Comedies  laft  night,  and,  fomehow,  that 
always  makes  the  family  pure  fleepy  in  the  morn- 
ing. 

Subtle.  What  ?  my  lady  dailies  as  ufual — eh  ! 

Tony.  Dalhes— why,  we  have  a  private  Theatre  you 
know-  Ecod,  I  am  a  gentleman  performer,— hi,  hi,-— 
and  there's  Mifs  Conftancc  acts  as  well  as  thof  flie  was 
paid  for  it— then  we  have  our  dilatory  concerts. 

Subtle.  But  what  does  Sir  Paul  fay  ?  "Where  are  his 
fears  and  caution  I  Why  he  never  dared  (hew  his  nofe  at 
night ;  and  the  bare  idea  of  a  hot  room  ufed  to  throw 
him  into  a  cold  fwcaL  c^. 

Tony.  Aye,  aye,  he  is  at  his  old  pranks  Hill— Natrumt 
to  give  appetite  in  a  morning,  and  noftrums  to  help 
digeffiion  in  the  afternoon.  Why,  all  the  fen-ants  arc 
but  juit  out  of  their  fpring  phy  lie — to  cool  the  blood,  as 
he  fays.  Then  we  are  regularly  dofed  with  drugs*once  a 
month  to  prevent  fevers.  Here,  pull  away  my  boy— 
(gives  the  tankardj—»nd  tell  us,  is  my  lord  as  great  a 
phyzzionomite  as  he  ufed  to  be — eh ! 

Subtle.  As  great  ?  Why  man,  he  hai  had  the  whole 
houfehold  (haved  bald  as  coots,  to  fiiew  the  fhape  of  their 
foreheads,  and  wears  his  wig  full  two  inches  in  arrcar  to 
difplay  his  own.  You  fee  I  am  obliged  to  wear  my  ears 
at  frefev.  Such  a  fet  as  we  have  at  home— not  a  vulgar 
face  among  us.  The  quart  eK-feffions  indeed  makes  fad 
havoc—carried  off  a  brace  of  heroes  laft  week  that  were 
perfect, 

Tony.  Eh  I  Jrow  ?  perfect. 

Subtle.  Aye,  nofe  and  chin  ;  but  I  told  my  lord  at  the 
time,  their  necks  had  a  very  fufpicious  turn  j  and  indeed, 
they  were  a  little  confufed  in  their  ideas,  of  property. 
-  Tony.  But_you  don't  drink — may  be,  you  like  wine  bet- 
ter. I  can  fmug  you  a  play-houfc  bottle  irom  our  pro- 
perty man.  {Bell  rings. 
Subtle. 
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Subtle.  Eh !  no — there  is  the  bell— have  a  care  when 
his  lordfliip  comes,  or  egad  he  may  detect  you. 

Tony.  Eh!  what!  oh  dear— you  don't  fay  To — how? 

Subtle.  By  your  face,  to  be  fure.  Why  man,  the  fea- 
tures are  his  alphabet,  and  he  reads  characters  at  fight. 
Now  and  then  indeed  he  meets  with  a  crabbed  fort  of 
print.  You  now  for  inftance — that  nofe  of  your's  is  fo 
plaguily  ilMpelt — that  he'll  hardly  be  able  to  determine, 
whether  of  the  two  you  are  molt  given  to— women  or 
wine— 'though  oh  a  nearer  infpeftion  the  wine  feems  to 
have  got  into  your  nofe,  and  the  women  into  your  head- 
but  oome  along. 

Tony.  Ah,  Mailer  Subtle,  you  are  a  wag  ;  not  that  I 
like  drinking  for  drinking  fake,  only  a  bottle  is  company, 
and  one  hates  to  be  alone.  As  for  the  vomen,  why  fomc- 
how  they  do  get  into  a  btdy'g  head. 

Subtle.  Never  mind,  Tony,  keep  your  own  counfel  [ 
yours  feems  to  be  made  of  fuch  good  impenetrable  ftufF, 
that  whatever  nay  be  in,  I  don't  lee  any  thing  come  out 
pf  it.     { Bell  rings,  again. )  [Exeunt  in  abttrry. 

S  C  EN  E— The  Garden, 
finfer  Harriet,  followed  by  Montague. 

Montague.  Nay,  but  my  dear  Harriet,  give  me  up  the 
promife  of  marriage.  Why  keep  a  equity  parchment, 
every  word  of  which  is  obfolete. 

Harriet.  But  it's  validity  is  not  obfolete.  I  know  'twas 
given  three  years  Gnce  to  Harriet,  the  daughter  of. an 
opulent  merchant,  which  Harriet  now  finds  herfelf,  by 
his  death  and  insolvency,  a  poor  dependant  on  the  bounty 
of  her  aunt  Lady  Patrick — but  for  all  .that,  the  piomife  is 
valid. 

Mont.  True  woman — Ihe  J»as  me— and  no  power  on 
earth  could  make  her  quit  her  hold — (a/id'ej—'idea.ih 
have  I  not  laid  Sir  Harry  Cecil,  a  young  Baronet,  and 
£oool.  a  year,  at  your  feet. 

fiar.  Not  altogether  that. 

B  2  Mont. 
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Merit.  I  tell  yoa— it  is  but  playing  on  his  ridiculous 
caprice,  and  you  are  Cure  of  him.  Is  it  not  the  very  end 
of  his  plot  ?  Has  he  not  changed  charaftera  with  me  for 
this  fole  purpofe  ?  To  find  a  girl  that  would  love  him  for 
himfelf  forfooth— without  the  aid  of  title,  fortune,  or  any 
fuch  grofs  attraction — the  conceited  mongrel*— and  while 
every  one  elfc  in  the  family  is  a  ftranger  to  the  truth, 
have  I  not  revealed  it  to  you — fliewn  you  how  to  lay  the 
net?  • 

liar.  Fair  and  foftly,  my  good  fir ;  there  is  a  delicate 
fenfibility  about  his  mind,  of  which  you  have  no  concep- 
tion, I  miift  have  time — yielding  too  foon,  inftead  of 
winning,  would  difguft  him. 

Mont.  Pfliaw— let  it  feem  from  excefs  of  affeflionj 
then  'twill  the  more  flatter  his  vanity,  and  judgment  is 
too  prudent  to  fhew  its  face  aguinft  fuch  an  antagonift ; 
be  fides,  not  a  moment 's  to  be  loll— he  begins  to  fee  his 
folly,  and  a  premature  difcovery  of  his  real  character 
would  ftrip  me  of  my  title,  difclofe  the  difintcreftednefs  of 
your  attachment,  and  ruin  both  our  pTofpe&s— ifo,  pry- 
thee,  my  good  Harriet,  away  with  delicacy — you  have 
never  yet  troubled  her  much,  and  {he  is  a  coy  prude,  that 
does  not  take  kindly  to  new  acquaintance.  What  have  you 
done  for  me  with  Conftance  ? 

Har.  All  that  inuendoes  can  effijfl  has  been  tried — 
your  name  emblazoned  with  every  virrue — and  one  thing 
is  certain. 

Mont.  What,  my  fweet  girl,  what  ? 
Har.  Why,  young  Vifage  turns  out  a  confirmed  liber- 
tine. 

Mont.  I  knew  it,  but  what  of  that?  Spare  my  impa- 
tience. 

Har.  She  is  certainly  averfe  to  the  match. 
:    Mont,  This  is  news  indeed— I  am  tranfported,  thou 
dear  delicious  girl— why  I  could  almoft  kneel  and  wor- 
ship thee.     (Going  to  kneel.) 
Hot.  Confufion — here  is  fir  Harry. 

Mont, 
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Mont.  The  devil  he  ii. 
Har.  Stay,  ftay— don't  move. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Cecil,  who  Jlopi  at  the  batk  of  the  Stage  on 
Jeeing  them. 
Mont.  (In  a  low  voice.)     Curfcs  on  my  heroics. 
Har.  (Pretending  not  to  fee  Sir  Harry.  ^     Believe  mef 
Sir,  I  am  far  from  infenfible  to  your  merit ;  but  no  con- 
fideration  (hall  tempt  my  hand,  where  I  cannot  give  my 
heart.     That-rffieing  Sir  Harry  J— Captain   Montague, 
here.     I  am  really  fo  confufed —  £Exitt 

Mont.  (Pretending  not  Jo  fie  Sir  Harry^— That  in  the 
whole  female  world  my  curfed  liar  fliould  point  to  a  wo- 
man, who  is  as  blind  to  the  gifts  of  fortune  as  the  god- 
defs  in  giving  them '.     Eh  I  are  you  there  I   (fieing  Sir 
Harry ),-*-you  heard  her  then  ?  Did  you  think,  Ceciij  there 
exifted  or)  the  face  of  the  earth  a  woman  who  would  re- 
fufe  an  eftate  of  5000I.  a  year,  with  ho  other  incum- 
brance than  a  young  baronetof  twenty-five. 
Sir  Hanry,  Had  you  no  quarrel  ? 
Mont.  Oh  dear  no.     She  offered  me  her  friendihip. 
No  woman  ever  refutes  a  man  without  offering  him  her 
friendihip.     It's  the  rule  of  the  fex. 
Sir  Harry.  What  was  her  reafon  ?  - 
Mont.  No.     I  will  not  betray  her.     Could  fhe  have 
one  ?     She  did  indeed  oonfefs.  '. 

Sir  Harry.  Prithee  let  us  change  the  fubjeft.  No 
more  of  Harriet. 

Mont.  What  fhould  we.  talk  about,  but  thefe  rural  di- 
vinities ;  and  I  am  fure  fhe  is  a  thoufand  times  a  finer  girl 
than  her  friend  Conusance-. 

Sir  Harry.  Conftance— an  angel— I  met  her  within 
this  half  hour.  She  had  been  relieving'  the  family  of  a 
poor  peafant — her  eye  yet  wet.  Oh,  Montague,  the  tear 
of  fenfibility  on  the  cheek  of  a  beautiful  woman,  like  the 
dew-drop  of  heaven  on  its  favourite  rofe,  fheds  new 
fweetnefs  where  all  was  fweet  before. 

Mont, 
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Mont.  Eh !  fits  the  wind  in  that  corner*— it  mull  flirft, 
and  fpeedily  too— [Afide.]  Why,  zounds,  your  morality 
hat  not  Humbled  on  a  married  woman  to  flirt  with  ? 

Sir  Harry.  A  married  woman  I 

Mont.  Not  quite  indeed  as  to  forms ;— but  Lord  Vifagc 
and  his  Nephew  are  expefled  every  hour; — and  the 
knot  will  then  be  tied  without  further  delay. 

S/r  Harry.  Do  you  know  any  thing  of  this  young 
Vifage?- 

Mont.  Not  I ! — but  they  fay  he  is  one  of  the  finefl: 
fellows  breathing. 

Sir  Harry.  Conftance  likes  the  match  then. 

Menu  Did  you  never  hear  her  fpeak  of  it  ? — Tis  the 
very  delirium  of  paffion. 

Sir  Harry.  Why,  Die  never  faw  him. 

Mont.  That  is  (rue, — no  •  —She  never  faw  him ;— but 
his  picture  (he  has,— and  then  his  reputation.— 

Sir  Harry.  You  feem  to  dwell  on  it  with  peculiar  fatif- 
faction. — Fool  that  I  was,  to  hazard  a  declaration  under 
fuch  circumftances ;  if  I  thought  me  had  not  feen  the 
yerfes, — perhaps  they  areyeton  her  harp. — \Afidt.'] — Do 
you  know,  Six,  I  begin  to  be  weary  of  this  your  name  of 
^Montagu. 

Mont.  That  is  mere  than  I  am  of  your  title  of  Sir 
Harry.— I  wouTd  not  pay  the  name  of  Cecil  fo  bad  a  com- 
pliment. 

Sir  Harry.  Why  Sir,— why  was  I  betrayed  into  this 
fcheme .' 

Mont.  Nay,  it  was  your  own. ' 

Sir  Harry.  Where  then  was  your  fricndlhip  i  youfliould 
have  check'd  my  wild,  fantaftic  humour — not  urged 
me  on. 

Mont.  Nay,  fcrtoufly— I  fee  no  reafon  for  regret — in 
compliance  with  a  pleafant  romantic  whim  of  the  mo-, 
ment — we  have  changed  names  and  characters. — Tou 
have  taken  mine  of  Montague— I  yours  of  Sir  Harry ;— a 
deception  indeed  it  is i— but  furely  a  molt  innocent  one. 
I  Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  I  fear,  Sir,  no  deception  can  be  innocent : — 
hare  we  not  impofed  on  a  whole  family  ?  they  received  us 
with  hofpitality,  and  we  return  it  with  a  lie. 

Mmt .  You  (peak  of  us,  as  of  common  adventurers  ;— 
if  you  were  not  really  the  Baronet,  whofe  perfon  and 
character  I  reprefent,  we  might  hold  this  language  ; — but 
fince  'tis  merely  a  change,  between  us— excentric,  as  the 
refinement  may  be,  that  tempted  you  to  take  my  name  of 
Montague  j — the  prefent  wifh  to  difcoyer  us,  is  {till  more 
fo — jult  at  the  moment  of  fuccefs. 

Sir  Harry.  Succcfs  f 

Mont.  The  very  child  of  your  with, — a  girl  that  doate 
on  you,  even  in  this  your  poverty, — that  has  rejected  me 
«nd  5000 1.  a-yejir,  for  you  and  a  knapfack  j  the  lovely  ac- 
complished Harriet — fince  it  muft  out— flie  confefled  it  to 
me— with  ftreaming  eyes,  and— a  candor,  which,  in  fpite 
of  the  mortification,  (no  trifling  one,  let  me  tell  you,) 
won  my  efteem — that—  "•■  ,  ■    ' 

Sir  Harry.  Hold,  hold !  —How cruelly  have  i  involved; 
myfelf — enamoured  to  diftrafiion  of  a  woman  that  views 
me  with  indifference — A  few  common  attentions  have 
entangled  me  with  another  I  can  only  citeem. — [Afidc] 
Harriet  is  au  amiable  girl ; — and  if  I  were  convinced— (Sir 
Paul  and  Lady  Panick  wrangling  behind  tkefeenes). 

Mont.  Here  are  Sir  Paul  and  Lady  Panick— you  Ihatl 
hear  more. — Did  you  obferve  her  look  when  you  came 
in? 

Sir  Harry.  I  muft  own  I  did. 

Mont.  Enviable  Cecil — that  look  would  have  made  me 
the  happieft  of  men.—  [£*/>. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Lady  Panick. 

Sir  Paul.  Don't  tell  me,  my  Lady— paint  the  houfe  — 
contaminate  the  very  air  I -breathe; 

Lady  Panick.  Nay— you  need  not  come  near  it,  Sir 
Paul.      . 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


fr  FALSE    COLOURS, 

Sir  Paul.  Zounds,  I  mould  drink  it  in  at  every  port-* 
fwallow  poifon  by  quarts — I  am  bloated  at  the  thought ! 

Lady  Panick.  Muft  not  I  tare-  my  theatre  fitted  up  fof 
the  winter  months?— is  not  that  reafon ?— Would  you 
have  me  play  tragedies  in  warm  weather— Or  figh  fenti- 
ment  in  the  dog-days  ?— Befides— Lord  Wage  expedts  it 
in  compliment  to  his  Nephew's  marriage  with  Conftance — 
were  not  the  preparations  left  to  me — have  I  not  his 
proxy  I 

Sir  Paul.  Yes,  yes— his  Lordfhip  will  poifon  by  proxy* 
— no  doubt; — but  hefliall  not  play  off  his  privileged  tricks 
on  me. — I'll  not  be  prevailed  on  to  quaff  down  columns 
of  perihernial  vapour, 

Lady  Panick.  I  tell  you — *tis  abfolutrfy  filthy — have 
you  no  ideas  of  cleanlinefs.  Sir  Paul? 

Sir  Paul.  Cleanlinefs  [—Zounds,  my  houfe  my  Lady 
—is  uot  an  Augean  liable,  to  have  a  river  turn'd  through 
it  twice  a  week— do  you  think  I  anj  amphibious  as  a  Dutch- 
man—or that  I  have  the  conftitution  of  a  water-rat  ? 

Lady  Panick.  Sir  Paul,  Sir  Paull— you  are  a  mere  drudge 
to  the  falfe  nations  of  a  mock  prudence,  and  take  infinitely 
more  pains  to  prevent  an  evil— than  the  curing  it  would 
require. 

Sir  Paul.  Do  I  not  fucceed  1 — Have  I  ever  a  moment's 
IBnefs? 

Lady  Penitk.  Have  you  ever  a  moment's  health  ?  Dd 
you  not  vifit  every  empiric  in  town  ? — Does  not  the  prefs, 
groan  with  certificates  of  your  restoration,  and  your  name 
is  as  conffantly  found  at  the  bottom  of  their  bills,  as  the 
blue  lamp  over  the  door— you  facrifice  every  thing  to  your 
ridiculous  fears»— was  J  not  obliged  to  give  up  vifiting  the 
dowager  duchefs,  becaufe  you  would  not  fuller  her  to 
bring  Httle  Pompey? 

Sir  Paul.  And,zounds— my  Lady— did  not  little  Pom- 
pey go  off  in-  a  fit  of  the  hydrophobia  i 

Lady  Panick.  And  what  then,  Sir  Paul?  as  it  was,  you 
infilled 
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Infifted  my  whole  eltablifhment  fliould  go  through  a  courfe 
bf  the  Ormlkirk : — betides,  fome  trifles muft  be  overlook'*], 
if  you  wifh  for  ari  intercourfe  with  people  of  fatoion.— I 
could  Have  introduced  you  into  the  firit  caft  of  characters  j 
i— and  you  would  hardly  fuScr  yourfelf  to  be  propofed  at 
the  club. 

Sir  Paul.  And  was  I  not  blaclc-ball'd  at  the  club  ? 

Lady  Patrick  How  could  it  be  otherwifc?— you  would 
not  canvafs,  Sir  Paul ;  do  you  think  peopie  get  into  the 
Chit-Chat  as  they  would  get  into  a  rotten  borough  ? — but 
the  little  flights  of  falhion  you  call  fatigue — nay  you 
call  every  thing  fatigue.— I  wonder  what  you  married  me 
for? 

Sir  Paul.  Really,  my  Lady;  I  am  not  cafuift  enough 
to  determine. — Is  my  peace  to  be  cooftantly  facrificcd  to 
your  caprice— all  my  caution  given  up? 
■    Lady  Patrick.  Pretty  caution  indeed  !— fummer  furs— * 
and  a  dozen  magnets  dangling  at  your  neck. 

Sir  Paul,  Fads  are  ftubborn,  my  Lady,  fads  are  ftub- 
born)  was  not  every  body  with  muffled  throats  and  knock" 
ers,  while  I  had  not  even  a  tickling  ? 

Lady  Panick.  No,  but  you  poifonM  all  the  rooms  with 
the  fames  of  tobacco,  and  I  know  not  what— made  every 
vifitor'  perforin  Quarantine— and  forbade  Dr.  Diet  the 
houfe,  for  fear  he  fliould  bring  contagion  in  the  plaits  of 
his  holpital  fuit — nay,  you  broke  off  all  connection  with 
our  good  neighbour  the  Alderman. 

Sir  Paul.  Good  neighbour  ! — aye,  that  is  one  of  your 
civil  importunate  families—  driving  theif  good  things  down 
your  throat. — Zounds!  I  never  enter'd  their  den— that  I 
did  not  eat  myfelf  into  a  Plethora  to  fatisfy  the  wife— 
and  drink  myfelf  almoft  diopfical  to  oblige  the  hufband, 

'    Enter  Subtle  with  a  letter,  introduced  by  Tony. 
Tony.  Mr.  Subtle,  Lord  Vifage's  man,  my  Lady. 
Lady  Panick.  What !  is  Lord  Vifage  arrived  ? 
Subt.  Your  Ladyfhip  will  find  by  that  letter. 

C  Lad? 

J.gil  zed  by  GOOgle 


io  FALSE    COLOURS. 

Lady  Pa/iUi.  How  !  You  need  not  wait.  [£#iV  Subtle 
and  Tony.     Reads  aloud.]     "  I  (hall  follow  this  in  a  few 

*'  infants  myfelf but  what  I  have  to  communicate 

"  does  not  admit  even  of  that  delay.  The  marriage  of 
"  Conftance  and  my  Nephew  cannot  take  place ;  he  is 
"  unworthy  of  her.  I  have  now  difcoverM  what  a  long 
"  abfence  had  kept  from  my  knowledge,  that  his  perfon 
"  and  fortune  are  the  victims  of  diffipation.  I  have  paid 
"  his  debts,  and  fent  him  abroad.     Till  we  meet,"  &c. 

Sir  Paul.    Ay,  there 1  always  expected  as  much, 

and  recommended  that  Sir  Harry  Ihould  not  have  received 
fo  pofitive  a  rejection ;  but  that  you  laughed  at,  as  one  of 
my  ridiculous  precautions. 

Lady  Patrick.  "Why,  do  you  fuppofe  he  will 'not  renew 
his  addrefies  ?  Will  you  feek  him  ?— With  your  cautious 
management,  my  dear,  we  could  not  fail. 

Sir  Paul.  Why  really,  my  Lady— I  made  fo  defperate 
a  plunge  myfelf,  that,  whatever  may  be  my  opinion  od 
this  fubjefl — upon  my  foul  I  have  not  the  face  to  offer  a 
word.  (Going.) 

Lady  Panici.  Was  there  ever  circumftance  fo  provok- 
ing ?  Juft  as  my  preparations  were  completed,  and  I  was 
ready  to  blaze  forth  in  all  thcluftre  of  fplendid  ele- 
gance.  Then  my  Epithalamium  too,  which  every  body 

laid  was  the  prettied  thing  I  ever  wrote— to  have  it — a 
mere  dead  letter,  after  all !    .  [Exit. 

Sir  Paul,  (calling  after  her.)  No,  no,  my  dear,  as  you 
took  care  to  fliew  it  in  confidence  to  every  creature  with 
whom  you  had  the  mod  diftant  acquaintance,  I  don't 
think  its  publicity  will  be  at  all  affected.  [&tif.. 

SCENE.     A  Drejfmg-room,  with  a  Harp,  tte. 
Enter  Conftance,  followed  hy  Lucy. 

CofiJI.  Heigh-ho What  a  world  of  perplexity  have 

I  to  encounter !    the  hufband  deftined  for  me  by  my 
guardians  expected  every  hour — —and  the  man  I  love» 
unconfeious  of  the  paffion  he  has  infpired  1     Dame  Na- 
ture 
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Mre  treats  her  children  but  forrily  after  all ;  did  (he  pof- 
fefa  half  her  boafted  intelligence,  would  flic  not  have 
whifpcr'tl  him  the  fecret  ? Ah,  Montague — ■  (goes  to- 
wards her  table) — Eh,  what  is  this !  — a  copy  of  verfes  as 
I  live— and  on  my  harp.     (Reads.)  "  Antonio"— Lucy, 

Lucy,  how  long  have  you  left  the  room has  any  one 

been  here have  you  feen  any  one  loitering  about  ?— 

Quick,  anfwer. 

Lucy.  Not  a  creature,  ma'am,  as  I  hope  for— 

Conft.  Who  then  do  you  fuppofc  is  Antonio  ? 

Lucy.  Young  Mr.  Vifage,  ma'am  j  it  muil  be  a  com- 
pliment from  him. 

Confi.  Pihaw,  how  could  he  leave  it  here  ? 

Lucy.  That  is  true-— then  it  mufl  j  yes,  it  mull  be  Sir 
Harry  Cecil  I 

Conft.  Was  ever  any  thing  fo  dull Why,  why  Sir 

Harry  Cecil  ? 

Lucy.  It  cannot  furely,  ma'am,  be  Captain  Montague  ? 

Conft.  Now  I  am  fure  it  can  only  be  Captain  Montague. 
Tou  (hall  hear.     (Reads.) 

Soft  mujic,  let  my' humble  (ay 

Thy  fweeteft  accent  J  move, 
While  in  Mufive  hope  I  fir  ay t 

To  Julia,  and  to  love. 

That  when  to  court  the  wilting  Hraint 

She  tries  her  graceful  art, 
Each  trembling  tone  may  breathe  again 

Thefigh  that  rends  my  heart. 

Anijhould  thy  plaintive  murmurs  Jltal 

A  fytnpathetic  tear, 
In  fond  emotion  then  reveal, 

Antonio  fent  thee  here. 

Antonio. 

Lucy,  did  you  ever  hear  any  thing  fo  exquifite? 

C  a  Lucy. 
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Lacy.  Never,  ma'am — Old  Robin  Grey  is  nothing  to  it.- 
Confl.  I  fee  you  have  a  tafte  for  poetry it  is  indeed 

delightful. I-'muft  poGtively  try  it — . (Sing*  fh* 

words  fo  an  air.) 

Enter  Harriet,  -who  fops  at  the  ft4e-ftene. 

Confl.  But,  Julia — Julia !  if  it  fhould  not  be  meant  for 
me  ? 

Lucy.  Aye,  madam,  that  plaguy  Julia — do  ypu  know 
I  have  been  turning  and  turning  Conusance  every  way- 
arid  for  the  life  of  me,  I  cannot  make  Julia  of  it. 

Confl.  Ah,  Lucy,  but  I  have  fomething  here  (touching 
her  heart)  which  can r  J   I       \ ,  ■_ 

Har.  So,  fo,  is  it  there  with  you,  my  good  madam  ? 
(ofide.)  Conftance,  my  aunt  waits  breakfait  for  you  in 
the  parlour.     Have  you  feen  a  fonnet  hereabouts  ? 

Confl.  A  fonnet  ? 

Har.  Yes— where  can  it  be  ? 1  was  trying  it  this 

morning,  and  left  it  fomewhere  here. 

Confl.  Are  you  fure  it  was  for  you  ? 

Har.  As  fure  as  that  I  am  Julia. 

Enter  Sir  Harry. 

Sir  Harry.  ConfuGon  !  they  are  here.        [Slays  iehmc\ 

Confl.  Here  is  one  I  was  endeavouring  to  make  fome- 
thing of- but  it  was  quite  impoffible. 

Sir  Harry.  A  pretty  ridiculous  figure  I  make  here. 

\Afldu 

Confl.  A  mere  jingle  of  rhime. 

Har.  Nay,  nay,  you  cannot  think  fo. 

Sir  Harry.  Now  cannot  I  advance  or  retreat  for  the 
foul  of  me,  though  to  (lay  here  is  the  devil. 

Confl.  I  was  telling  Lucy  fo,  when  you  came  in— was 
I  not,  Lucy?  (She  turns  ana \jttt  Sir  Harry.)  Eh!  Captain 
Montague  here  • 

Sir  Harry.  Yes,  ma'am— Lady  Panick— Lady  Panick, 
J  fay — requefted  me — to  tell  you— the   breakfaft  was— 
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pn  the  tabic — but  as — I  faw — you  were  particularly 
engaged — I  did  not  feel  myfelf  authorized  to  interrupt— • 
anjl  with  your  permijlion  will  take  my  leave,         [Cuing. 

Con/}.  No,  no,  we  are  much  obliged  to  you and 

as  gallantry  is  fo  rare  in  [hefe  days fuppofe,  Harriet, 

in  return,  you  was  to  (hew  the  Captain  this  fonnet,  if 
jhat  is  what  you  call  it—let  us  hate  his  opinion. 

Sir  Harry.  Mine — by  no  means. Indeed  you  rnuft 

e*cufe  me. 

Har.  Oh  fie!  Conftance-r-fie,— — I  fhall  have  her  dif- 
«over  the  truth,  \Afsdi. 

Sir  Harry.  Upon  my  foul,  I  am  the  dulleft  dog  alive — 
and  have  not,  unluckily,  the  leaft  taBe  for  poetry. 

Cenfl.  Tafte— nay,  nay,  there  is  no  great  necefflty  for 
tafte — it  is  but  the  old  ftory — fighs,  fympathies,  emo- 
tions, and  fo  forth — Ha,  ha  1 

Sir  Harry.  Ha,  ha— If  ever  I  fet  pea  to  paper  again— 

{Jfide. 

Har.  This  may  be  entertaining  te  you,  Conftancc — — 

but,  believe  me,  it  has  all  the  fpleen  of  wit  without  its 

point. 

Conji.  Kay,  my  dear,  if  the  thing  has  no  wit  in  itfelf— 
don't  be  angry  that  it  is  the  caufe  of  wit  in  others— -Ton 

fhall  write  dozens  fuch  in  a  fecond 111  give  you  the 

receipt. 

Sir  Harry.  Any  other  time  I ,  mould  be  too  happy—* 

but  at  prefe'nt 

Har.  The  breakfaft  waits  j  confider  my  aunt. 

Cenfl.  Liflen  now.     Receipt  for  a  fonnet— Take  of 

fighs  and  tears  a  quantity  at  difcretion Then,  if  you 

mean  to  be  very  pathetic— and  I  would  always  recom- 
mend it — your  fighs  may  add  p  Iain  five  nefs  to  thefouthem 

breeze,  and  your  tears  fwell  the  ftream  of  the  brook 

At  any  rate,  mix  them  well  with  fympathy Oh,  fym- 

pathy  is  a  marvellous  ingredient  ;  for,  as  nobody  knows 
*yhat  it  is,  every  body  has  it— —And,  fliould  the  fit  be 

very 
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vcrjr  ilrong,  the  rofe  may  turn  pale  at  her  complexion, 
and  the  lily  be  put  to  the  blufli,  or 

Sir  Harrys  (interrupting  her.)  I  can  hold  no  longer. 
That  I  (hould  be  rejected,  madam,  perhaps  a  fenfe  of  my 
own  unworthinefs  might  have  taught  me  to  expect— — 
But  you  mull  allow  me  to  tell  you, — in  the  anguilh  of  my 
heart  to  tell  you,  I  know  not  where  I  could  have  learnt 
that  Mil's  Evelyn  would  return  contempt  for  confidence, 
or  aggravate  misfortune  by  infult.  [Exit, 

Conft.  "What  can  he  mean  ? 

Har.  Why that  I  have  rejected  and  betrayed  him 

to  you  to  be  fure,  and  join'd  in  (porting  with  his  paflion. 
Thefe  are  the  effects  of  your  raillery,  the  return  for  my 

confidence  as  he  fays but  I   fly  to   undeceive    hhn. 

They  muft  be  kept  apart,  or  we  are  ruin'd.  (Aftde.)  £Exiti 

Con/}.  I  know  not  what  to  think- There  was  a  ten-, 

der  eaineftnefs  in  his  manner,  a  foftnefs  in  his  addrefs 

to  rne,  that  ill  accords Harriet  cannot  fure impof- 

fible— —  it  muft  be  as  the  fays.     Alas,  alas  !   how  wake- 
ful is  the  heart  to  bewilder  and  raifiead  the  judgment  ! 

lExitt 


A    G    T      II. 

SCENE.    An  Anti-Room. 


Enter  Subtle  with  Robert,  the  Ceoi,  and  two  or  three  more 
Servants. 


H 


Subtle. 
AVE   a    care,   my  boys,   here    comes    his   lord- 
fiiip.     Now,  as  I   know  you  are  all  of  you  given 
lo  lying,  drinking,  wenching,  and  fuch  elegant  accom- 
'    plilhments, 
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plifliments,  I  would  have  you  keep  in  the  back  ground— 
and,  above  all,  put  on  your  belt  looks,  or  you  are  Un- 
done ;  his  lordttiip,  you  know,  reads  faces,  and  within 
this  laft  month,  on  the  bare  evidence  of  their  nofes  and 
chins,  he  has  detected  five  felons,  a  brace  of  highway- 
men, fix  {hcep-ftealers,  and  pickpockets  out  of  number. 
To  tell  you  the  truth,  the  fcrvants  in  our  country  would 
almoft  as  foon  fee  the  devil ;  and,  between  ourfelves, 
they  are  perfuaded  he  is  in  habits  of  familiarity  with  that 
gentleman,  or  how  can  he  make  fuch  difcoverics ! 
'  Rob .  I  wiih  I  was  well  out  of  his  way.  [Aftdt. 

ift  it  2d  Serv.  Oh,  Lord !  (fluffing  Robert  before  than.) 
Robert,  you  know  you  muft  ftand  firft. 
■  Rob.  To  be  Aire,  to  be  fure  ;  what  are  you  afraid  of— 

eh  i What  noife  is  that  ?  her,  ladyihip's  bell Did 

you  not  hear  it  ? 

Sub.&  l  Ser.  No,  not  I. 

Rob.  Very  likely ;  but  I  muft  find  heels,  though  you 
can't  ears.  [At  he  is  going  out,  he  meets  Lord  Vifage. 

Lord  Vif.  Eh,  eh !  how !  what  is  that  about  ears  ? 
Subtle,  I  don't  like  that  fellow's  ears ;  there  is  a  want 
of  (irmnefs  about  them  that  is  ominous. 

Rob.  I  beg  your  lordfhip's  pardon,  but  I  was  running 
to  anfwer  my  lady's  bell.     I  muft  invent  fome  excufe  to 

get  away.  (Afide.J  There  it  isagain Coming,  my  Lady* 

coming Happy  to  fee  your  lordlhip  at  our  houfe 

Though  I  wifh  you  were  at  your  .friend  the  devil's,  from 
my  foul.    (Ajide  ashegm.ef:) 

Lord  Vif.  Sly  thief  5  but  I  markM  him,  nature  has 
mark'd  him,  and  the  police  will  mark  him ;— his  face  is 
an  overt  aft.     "Where  is  Sir  Paul  i 

Svb.  This  way,  my  lord. 

\fi  ts*  id  Ser.  Come,  cook,  let  us  fneak  off. 

Cook.  What,  do  you  think  I'll  budge.     If  I  do,  damme. 

Lord  Vif.  Eh !  what  an  oath  ! 1  thought  fo  ;  that 

fellow's  face  is  all  oaths  j  it's  in  a  ftate  of  ebullition  at 
this  moment.    Oh,  he  is  a  defperate  dog  I 

6  ,  Cool, 
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Cook.  Why,  my  lord,  do  you  fee,  we  underftand  j&t 
are  come  here  upon  a  fort  of  an  inquijitive  fcheme,  as  a* 
hody  may  fay ;  now  we  are  true-born  Britons',  and  will 
only  be  tried  by  a  Jury.  :* 

Lord  Vif.  Why,  rafcal,  your  features  are  a  jury  that 
have  found  you  guilty  j  that  nofe  is  of  itfelf  a  verdicl> 
and  your  voice  would  pronounce  fentence  againft  you  ifi 
any  court  of  Chriftendom.— -If  that  fellow  dies  a  natural 
death,  I'll  give  up  Phyfio'griomy  and  burn  Lavatcr.  k&rffc 

S  C  E  N  t.     A  Room. 
Enter  Sir1  Paul  Pamck  and  Lord  Vifage; 

Sir  Paul.  Yes,  yes,  I  tell  yo<i ;  Sir  Harry  Cecil — he 
had  propofed  for*  Conftanee  before,  and  has  renewed  Jus 
addrefles.     Do  you  know  him  ?  ^*  . 

Lord  Vif.  The  family,  his  father  intimately  j  but  not 
the  prefent  baronet.  He  came  to  the  title  not  long  fince, 
by  the  death  of  his  elder  brother.  Whe  introduced  him 
to  you  f 

Sir  Pout.  He  and  Captain  Montague  brought  letters 
from  a  friend  of  my  wife's ;  and  as  they  came  to  fee  the 
lakes,  ihe  afle'd  them  to  the  houfe.  Poor  Vifaget  I 
knew  how  'twould  end,  I  always  told  you  fo ;  and  now 
you  have  fent  him  abroad,  worfe  and  wbrfe.  Tou  may 
graft  exotics  on  the  oak,  but  take  my  word  it  is  but 
Wafting  the  generous  fap  of  the  tree. 

Lord  Vif.  It  would  indeed  be  wafted  in  your  city  at* 
inofp'here,  where  your  pafiions,  aftectioiiSj  all  bldw  with 
the  trade-winds; 

Sir  Paul.  Winds  that  are  fair  for  every  corner  of  the 
globe;  but  no  argument,  it's  a  mere  heated  vehicle  for 
pride,  prejudice,  and  invective,  and  irritates  the  fyftem. 
My  lady's  hot  fits  at  breakfaft  throw  me  into  a  fever  the 
rCft  of  the  day,  and  in  her  ft  age-pitch,  as  ihe  calls  it*  . 
'gad  it  has  almoft  crack'd  my  tympanum. 
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Lord  Vif.  Sir  Paul,  fhe  is  right ;  you  are  the  mere 
drudge  of  a  diftemper'd  imagination. 

Sir  Paul,  I  am  not  diftemper'd  with  phyfioguomy  like 
you,  at  leaft,  my  lord:  I  don't  trot  about,  picking  up 
hooknos'd  Csefars,  wry-necked  Alexanders,  and  pick- 
pockets for  peripatetics. 

Lord  Vif.   Grofs  mifreprefentation  ! 
■    Sir  Paul.  Why,  the  very  cut  of  your  wig  betrays  you : 
expofing  your  ears,   you'll  certainly  lofe  them  the  next 
hard  froft. 

Lord  Vif,  Ridiculous ! 

Sir  Paul.    Nay,  did  not  I  dete£t  one  of  your  houfe- 

maids- a  face,   you  faid,   innocent  and  fpotlefs  as  a 

veftal did  not  I  detect  her  breaking  her  vow  with 

one  of  the  poftillions  ?  Did  you  not  marry  your  wife  for 
her  phyfiognomy  ?  Was  not  that  a  trick  of  your  favourite 
fcience  ? 

'  Lord  Vif.  A  trick  indeed ;  but  I  was  then  a  novice, 
and  have  long  fince  forgiven  it. 

Sir  Paul.  Aye,  becaufe  Ihe  is  gone.  I  truft  I  have  » 
due  portion  of  the  milk  of  human  nature;  but  I  own 
I  feel  myfelf  unequal  to  fuch  an  exertion. 

Lord  Vif.  Why,  I  fuppofe  now  you'll  hardly  believe 
there  is  a  confpiracy  in  agitation  againft  you  at -this 
moment  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Eh  !  how  !  a  confpiracy  againft  me  ? 

Lord  Vif.  Yes,  by  your  own  fervants ;  cook,  coach- 
man, and  butler.  You  have  certainly  fome  fecretenemy; 
do  you  recolle£r  ? 

Sir  Paul.  Not  I;  except,  indeed,  3  curfed  contefted 
election  my  lady  would  thruft  me  into. 

Lord  Vif.  That  mult  be  it  certainly. 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  but  pray,  for  heaven's  fake,  proceed. 

Lord  Vif.    I   am   as  yet  wavering,  between  the   chin 

•f  the   coachman,    the  brow  of   the   butler,    and   the 

nofe  of  the   cook ;    whether  the  coachman  is  to  break 
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your  neck  by  overturning  the  carriage:  a  good  way 
that  enough. 

Sir  Paul.  A  good  way,  do-  you  call  it. 

Lard  Vif.  Or  the  butler  poifon  you  hi  your  wine. 

Did  yoitnever  obferve  what  a  treacherous  ghaftly  grin  he 

has  ? That,  you  fee,  would  be  better,,  as  it  might  be 

managed  fo  as  to  efcape  detection. 

Sir  Paul.  Zounds  \  I  never  put  wine  to  my  lips  but  of 
my  own  brewing  for  fear  of  the  merchants,  and  this  fel- 
low will  make  me  an  accelfary  to  my  own  deftruftion. 

Lord  Vif-  But  the  cook. 

Sir  Paul-  Aye,  the  cock:  what  an  infernal  combina- 
tion. 

Lord  Vif.  He  has  a  luminous  nofe  that  cook. 

Sir  Paul.  Luminous !  the  drunken  fcoundrel  fired  the 
houfe  not  a  month  fmce. 

Lord  Vif.  Fired  your  hoafe  !  There,  now,  there. 

Will  you  deny  phyfiognomy  now  ?   "Will  you  not  read 

Lavater  now  ? 1  faw  the  fire  in  the  fellow's  nofe  ;  a 

*e*y  Jitna  of  combuftion. 

Enter  Tony. 

Tony.  Mtfs  Evelyn  is  in  the  parlaur,  my  lord.  (T* 
Lord  Vifage.) 

Lord  Vif.  I'll  go  to  her  immediately.     (Going.) 

Tony.  "What's  the  matter,  your  honour?  (To  Sir- 
Paul.) 

Sir  Paul.  A  confpiracy's  the  matter !  Every  foul  in  the 
family  "is  in  a  confpiracy  !  all  nature  is  in  a  coofpiracy  I— 
Stay,  ftay,  my  lord;  what  the  devil  am  I  to  do? — — 
Zounds !  don't  leave  rne. 

Lord  Vif.  "Why,  for  the  prefcnt,  Sir  Paul,  I  know  not 
how  to  advife-,  but  in  future— 

Sir  Paul.  Eh,  how !  well,  what  ? 

Lord  Vif.  You  had  their  cha»acre  from  fqme  reputable 
houfe-kecper,  no  doubt  ? 

Sir  Paul.  To  be  fure. 
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LordVif.  Now  I  look  for  chara&er  in  the  counte- 
nance  Read  Lavater,— Sir  Paul,— read  Lavater;  —  I 

fhould  never  fleep  peaceably  in  my  bed,  if  I  had  not  read 
Lavater. [Exit. 

Tony.  Are  you  unwell,  — Sir  ? 

SirPauL  UnwelU-why,  do  I  loot  unwell  ?  Gad,  I 
may  be  poifoned  already! — Zounds,  I  lhall  never  fleep 
again — Tony — I  begin  to  fufpeft  him  harkee,  tell  the 
coachman  I  lhall  not  want  the  carriage  thcfe  fix  months;— 
the  butler,  I  drink  no  more  wine;  — and  the  cook,  don't 
forget  to  tell  the  cook— that  I  have  fent  for  a  fire-efcape 
from  the  man  in  Mortimer-ftrcet — and,  from  henceforth, 
[  conftitute  you  my  tafter. [Exit. 

SCENE a  Drawing  Sjam. 

Lady  Panick— and  Montague — (feated.) 

Mont.  I  may  flatter  myfelf  then,  your  L.idvfhip  will 
intereft  yourfclf  with  Mift  Evelyn  in  my  favour  ? 

Lady  Panki.  Moft  amiredly,  Sir  Harry  j  is  your  family 
inform'd  of  your  intentions  ? 

Mont.  Not  yet,— and  unlefs  your  better  judgment 
thinks  otherwise— I  do  not  mean  they  fhould;  I  muft 
own  myfelf  a  little  eccentric— the  tumult  and  diforder  of 
a  public  marriage  is,  in  my  humble  opinion,  ill  fulted  to 
the  folemnity  of  the  occalion. 

Lady  Panick.  Blefs  me,  Sir  Harry, -you  have  furely 
read  my  laft  new  novel— my  fentiment,  as  I  live ! 

Mont.  I  mould  never  forgive  myfelf  if  I  had  delayM 
it  an  initant — my  Lady. 

Lady  Panick.  I  thought  fo  *  well,  one  likes  to  be  quoted 
fay  people  of  difcernment— that  19  a  vanity  I  confers  my- 
felf open  to  j  the  thought  (truck  you. 

Mont.  Then  fo  flciifully  introduced. 

Lady  Panick.  Indeed  you  delight  me  - 1  don't  recollect. 

Mont.  Nor  I,  upon  my  foul — (Aftie.)  \ 

Lady  Panick.  Do  you  ? 
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Mont.  To  be  fure — oh  yes — hems— the  firft  volume; 
let  me  fee — no — (lay — yea;  really  fomany  beauties  force 
themfelves  on  my  recollection,  —  that  I  can  give  utterance 
to  none. 

Lady  Panick.  I  have  it  to  develop  the  character  of  the 
heroine,  whofe  exquifite  feelings  cannot  be  brought  to 
comprehend— how  any  woman  of  common  delicacy  can 
fubmit  to  the  indecorum  of  premeditated  marriage ; — and 
fo  I  make  her  elope  with  her  father's  footman;  — then  fol- 
lows a  defcription  of  the  family  in  all  the  eloquence  of 
woe }  the  filent  defpair  of  the  Mother ;— the  impetuous 
ravings  of  the  Father;  the  Uncle  forgetting  his  gout ; 
— no,  (lay — the  Father— the  Uncle— I  proteft,  Sir  Harry, 
I  don't  recollect  which  has  the  gout. 

Mont.  It  is  very  odd — that  I  cannot  recollect  which  has 
the  gout  either. 

Lady  Panici.  Never  mind, — you  mull  know  I  am  an 
humble  votary  of  Thalia's  too— and  have  projected  a 
Comedy  and  Fete — and  fent  for  Grotefque  to  Superintend 
it ;  do  you  know  him  1 

Mont.  The  Caricaturift  ? — by  reputation. 

.Lady  Panick,  Now,  if  you  would  condefcend  to  take 
a  part. 

Mont.  Highly  flattered,  my  dear  madam. 

Lady  Panick.  You  have  probably  been  in  the  habit  of 
perfonating  different  characters. 
'     Mont.   (Coughs.)  Without  vanity,  I  may  fay  I  have. 

Lady  Panick.  And  without  a  compliment,  no  one  feemi 
better  qualified  j  as  one  only  writes  now  for  the  performer ; 
—  have  you  a  preference  for  any  ludicrous  fituation,  or 
particular  caft  ? 

Mont.  By  no  means ; — there  is  one  indeed  I  fhould  be 
loath  to  undertake,  I  mean  that  defigning  fpecious  char 
rafter  -which  I  am  at  a  lofs  to  conceive  how  any  man  of 
tolerable  fentiment  can  reconcile  himfdf  to  perfonate  for 
an  inftant. 

Lady  Panick.  Such  a  character,  with  common  difecrn- 
meat,  I  could  never  have  thought  of  for  you ;  —but  as  there 
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we  thefe  wretches  in  the  world — why,wemuft  have  them 
on  the  ftage ;  -  your  friend  Captain  Montague  now  might 
not  feel  the  objection. 

Mont.  I  dare  fay  not ;  he  is  the  belt  fellow  in  the 
world— and  happily  not  teazed  with  thefe  refinements— 
which  are  indeed  ridiculous  and  inconvenient. 

Lady  Panicle.  Might  be  fo  in  him,  perhaps— without 
any  difparagement,  for  you  know  we  mull  have  good  fort 
of  people  in  the  world,  and  I  am  fnre  I  think  them 
extremely  resectable  in  their  way. 

Mont.  Indeed,  I  muft  particularly  requeft— my  pro. 
pofals  for  Mifs  Evelyn  may  be  kept  fecret  from  him— . 
fuch  fort  of  people  have  an  officioufnefs  on  thefe  occasions, 
which  they  qualify  with  fome  fpecious  name— and  I  hayc 
other  reafons. 

Lady  Panici.  Ah — I  can  eafily  conceive  them. 

Mont.  I  hope  not!— (Aftde.) 

Enter  Tony. 

Tony.  Mr.  Grotefque  is  arrived,  my  Lady. 

Mont.  I  beg  he  may  be  (hewn  up, — [Exit  Tony.] — Has 
your  Ladyfhip  opened  the  fubjeft  to  Mifs  Evelyn  ? 

Lady  Panici.  Not  yet— but  I  have  no  doubt  of  her 
confent;— Oh,  here  is  Grotefque. 

Enter  Grotefque. 
Grot.  Tour  Ladyfhip's  rooft  devoted.— Sir— yours— 
fomething  wanted  m  my  way — may  natter  myfelf,  Gro- 
tefque is  your  man,  from  the  broad  high-road  of  Carica- 
ture, to  the  delicate  paths  of  modeft  Mezzotint. — Has 
your  Ladyfhip  any  particular  friend  whom  one  conftantly 
endeavours  to  render  completely  ridiculous. — Privilege  of 
friendlhip  that  you  know— or  you,  Sir— the  outline  will 
do;— fet  but  our  heads  to  work— a  bare  hint,  and  we 
have  him- pen  or  pencil— all  one  to  me ;— write  him 
llp5tti — or  do  him  up — never  known  to  flinch. 
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Mont.  You  have,  no  doubt,  fome  arrangements  to 
make — give  me  leave  to  retire.— I  (hall  not  apologize  for 
my  precipitation  in  this  affair,  fince  it  flatters  me  with 
the  profpeft  of  being  allied  to  your  Ladyfhip. 
•  J.ady  Pamck.  You  know,  Sir  Harry,  I  am  all  yours.—* 
(Exit  Montague.)— And  now,  Grotefque,  what  have  you 
brought  me  in  my  way  ?— I  am  all  impatience. 

Grot.  Are  we  fnug  ?  Your  Ladyfhip,  you  know,  in  the 
true  pride  of  genius  ftrikes  at  univerfality — from  her 
lofty  flights  to  her  faint  (ketches — here  they  are — hero 
they  are:— the  fkcleton  of  an  epic  poem— fublimity  and 
expanfion  ;— fix  aero  ft  ics— quaint  and  pretty ; — a  fet  of 
impromptus— written  with  fuch exquifite  judgment-  and 
admirable  pliancy — that  they  may  be  thrown  in  ad  libitum 
—and  laft,  not  leaft,  the  Comedy. 

LadyPonick.  But,  are  wefureof  our  man  ? — He  will  not 
peach  j— my  dear  Grotefque,  what  would  become  of  me 
if  he  was  to  peach  ? — indeed,  the  materials  were  mine — 
you  know — though  I  would  not  fubmit  to  the  drudgery 
of  putting  them  together. 

Grot.  Peach !  Why,  he  is  my  head-hack ; — to  fay  the 
truth,  the  dog  is  troublefomc  enough  at  times; — your 
Foct  is  an  animal,  wants  a  plaguy  deal  of  training,  before 
he  is  fit  for  work.— I  was  obliged  to  keep  him  on  ftrict 
regimen,  and  fhort  allowance— till  thefe  were  done j— if 
your  men  of  genius  were  not  troubled  with  the  phylical 
incumbrances  of  hunger  and  third,— there  would  be  no 
taming  them  to  anfwer  the  fober  purpofes  of  life  ;— but  as 
they  mult  eat — though  now  and  then  a  little  reitive  ;— 
upon  the  whole,  they  take  to  the  harnefs  kindly  enough  -, 
—this  is  a  prime  fellow ;  —  and  as  much  given  to  eating 
and  drinking  as  we  could  with  him. 

Lady  Panicle.  Yes,  but  unluckily  his  wife  is  prolific  as 
his  mufe  ',  and  I  am  obliged  to  anfwer  for  the  labours  of 
both  ;— really,  it  is  a  fad  blot  in  the  animal  ceconomy, — 
fuch  offices  mould  be  left  to  thofe  who  are  fit  for  nothing 
clfej-have  you  no  others? 

.     Grot. 
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•  Grit,  A  dozen  in  full  pay,  befidcs  valets  and  kept  mif- 
trefles  to  funiifti  materials.  They  are  the  channels  for  a 
choice  hit  or  fecret  anecdote— not  a  houfe  in  town  but 
by  the  help  of  rny  correfpondence  I  could  tell  a  tale — 
moft  of  my  practice  lies  in  that  line,  though  I  mult  own 
eur  beft  hits  flow  chiefly  from  themfelves.  You  are  ne- 
ver in  a  family  party  half  an  hour,  before  you  have  all 
their  faults  iir  the  choice-colouring  of  their  own  pencils— 
who  would  have  thought  his  Grace  more  than  round- 
fhouldered— but  for  the  Duche&'s  intemperate  raillery 
againil  humps— the  baldnefs  of  Lord  Scratch  could  no 
ver  be  fufpeded,  but  for  his  Lady's  Philippics  againft 
wigs — and  Sir  Jerry's  gout  would  efcape  the  nice  ft 
ohferver,  but  for  the  good  wife's  crufhing  moft  arfec- 
tionately  the  afflicted  toe,  and  hoping  the  trod  on  the 
found  foot. 

Enter  Sir  J?ml     ■ 

Sir  Paul.  A  dcvilifti  flirewd  obfervation  that,  Gro- 
tefejue. 

Grot.  I  am  glad  you  like  it,  Sir  Paul.  I  have  your 
{hiking  trait— fome  thoughts  of  hitching  you  into  my 
next  groupe. 

Sir  Paul.  Hitch  me  into  a  groupe  ! 

Lady  Panici.  Indeed,  my  dear,  I  really  think  if  Gro- 
tefquc  was  to  manage  it  properly,  I  ihould  have  no  ob- 
jection; and  I  dare  fay  you  might  depend  on  him— 
Might  he  not,  Grotefque  ? 

Grot.  Certainly,  my  Lady— the  heft  creature  breath- 
ing, though  I  fay  it.  T'other  day,  Pearl  the  Dentift> 
who  had  been  regularly  overturned,  plundered,  fired  at  in 
every  daily  paper,  quitted  the  hackneyed  beaten  track, 
applied  to  me,. and  I  caricatured  him  into  full  practice 
before  the  end  of  the  month— nothing  done  without  it— 
the  fure  road  to  notoriety. 

Sir  Paul.  Zounds,  firrah,  notoriety !    it's  the  bufinefi 

of  my  life  to  avoid  it ;  and  do  you  hear,  the  pictures — 
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(Enter  Lord  Vifage)— would  you  believe  it,  my  Ltfrtf, 
this  fellow  had  the  infolenoe  to  order  away  all  the  family 
pidures  ? 

Grot.  Troublefome  legacies,  Sir  Paul— fcarce  know 
what  they  are  fit  for— fpoil  furniture  in  a  drawing-room, 
and  digeftion  in  an  eating- parlour.  Laft  week  one  of  the 
aew  knights  gave  a  ball— Ruft  of  the  old  fchool— not 
yet  polilhed  to  the  elegant  refinements  of  our's— the 
wainfcots  were  lined  with  family  lumber.  "When  in  the 
middle  of  a  dance,  after  making  their  rnufty  frames  in 
snifon  for  a  full  hour,  down  from  their  perches  plump' d 
the  whole  groupe,  and  old  aunts,  great-uncles,  and 
coortefy-coufins,  figured  in  with  their  difcomfited  poftc- 
rity.  Next  morning  I  was  fent,  for. 
■    Lady  Patrick.  And  how  did  you  difpofe  of  them  ? 

Grot.  I  furniflied  the  pantry  with  common-council- 
men,  generals  did  duty  in  the  hall,  and  the  genius's  of 
the  familj  I  configned  to  the  congenial  fublimity  of  the 
garret. 

Lord  Vif.  I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  that  fellow. 
He  has  as  many  faces  as  profi-'fTions  —  (qfde.) — I  have  left 
Sir  Harry  with  Conftance,  ('Grotefque  retires  to  the  back 
gf  the  fiagt,)  but  muft  own  there  was  a  referve  in  her 
manner. 

Sir  Paul.  £o  I  told  my  Lady. 

Lady  Pankk.  Pfliaw-'tis  precifely  as  I  play  Juliet  in 
the  garden  fcene  — a  new  reading. 

Lord  Vif.  Aye,  there  it  is ;  why  the  devil  fliould  you 
flay  Juliet? 

Lodj  Panicle.  Why? 

Sir  Paul.  Aye  why,  my  Lady? 

Lord  Vif.  When  you  was  born  for  bur]efc>ue. 

Lady  Panich.  fch  !  how  ?  I  born  for  burlefque. 

Lord  Vif.  Read  La vater  -  every  feature  is  ludicrous  — 
there  is  rifibic  rotundity  in  your  nofe— a  whimGcal  leer  in 
your  eye. 
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Lady  Paniei.  I  tell  you,  my  Lord,  there  is  nothing  ri- 
fible  or  whimfical  about  me. 

Lord  If  if.  And  I  tell  you,  there  is  the  whole  vis  eemica 
pourtrayed  in  your  countenance — Mom  us  prefided  at 
your  birth— and  if  the  truth  was  known,  I  have  not  a 
doubt  but  you  came  into  the  world  in  a  broad  grin. 
Then  there  is  Sir  Paul — he  mult  play  Comedy  for- 
footh. 

Lady  Paniei.  Aye,  fo  I  have  told  him ;  thofe  croaking 
tones  of  his  are  in  nice  unifon  with  the  fprightful  levity  of 
Comedy. 

Lord  Vif.  There  is  indeed  a  tragical  expreffion  in  his 
countenance. 

Lady  Paniei.  Yes ;  he  has  a  fine  choleric  compac- 
tion. 

Lord  Vif  Read  Lavarer,  Sir  Paul ;  read  Lavatcr. 
Grot.  I  have  juil  publilhed  a  new  edition,  pared  down 
to  a  brace  of  quarto's. 

Lord  Vif.  Eh  !  what  ?  I  perceived  fomething  fcientinc 
floating  in  your  eye,  though  I  could  not  exactly  tell  what. 
Where  is  it  ?  Have  you  a  copy  with  you  ? 
Grot.  Never  travel  without  one,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Vif.  Bring  it  to  my  ftudy  inftantly — a  new  edi- 
tion, and  I  not  fee  it !     Why,  I  have  a  Scale  of  Propor- 
tion, from  Genius  to  Idiotifm,  juil  ready  for  the  prefs 
myfelf : — and  have  all  my  tenants'  children  in  training ;  for 
as  intellect  depends  folely  on  the  due  expanlion  of  the 
forehead,  were  the  parts  fkilfully  braced  as  they  unfold 
themfelves  in  infancy,  I  have  not  a  doubt  but  the  fkutl  of 
an  Efquimaux  might  be  compreffed  into  the  head  of  a  New- 
•     ton.     Come  along.  [Exit. 

Grot.  You  had  better  be  advifed,  Sir  Paul.     I  have  a 
fnug  nich  between  a  new  Peer  and  a  fuperannuated  Ba- 
ronet, which  as  a  friend  I  have  kept  for  you.     Bendes, 
you  cannot  efcape— you  are  a  marked  man. 
Sir  Paul.  A  marked  man  1 
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Grot,  Yes,  Sir,  half  the  Caricaturifts  in  town  have 
{worn  to  have  you— your  time  is  come— you're  a  marked 
Man,  you  are  indeed— remember,  I  tell  you,  you  are  what 
we  call  a  marked  man.  [Exit. 

(Lady  Panick  laughs  very  loud  at  Sir  Paul.) 

Sir  Paul.  The  fellow  is  right.  Whenever  a  man  is 
laughed  at,  his  family  are  fure  to  take  the  lead  in  a  horfe- 
roar.     Ha!  ha!  (mimicking her.) 

Lady  Panick.  Blefs  me,  Sit  Paul ;  Grotefque,  you 
know,  is  one  of  thofe  people  who  are  allowed  to  fay  any 
thing ;  and  is  it  not  all  in  friendfliip  I 

Sir  Paul.  'Gad,  I  believe  you  fent  for  him  on  purpofe. 
To  be  fure  I  have  no  right  to  complain-- -as  when  your 
Ladyfliip's  Comedy  was  damned,  I  took  care  to  be  the 
firft  to  bring  you  the  news.  (Lady  Panick  walti  off.) 
A  marked  man  ?  Zounds!  I  (hall  be  common  food  for 
public  ridicule — fliced  and  dilhed  out  for  every  gaper's 
palate.— The  rafcal — Fll  turn  him  out  of  the  houfe  ;,— no— 
I'll  after  and  buy  him  off  initantly.  [Exit. 


ACT      III, 

SCENE.    A  Drawing  Room, 
Enter  Lady  Panick,  following  Conibuicc 

Lady  Panick. 

REFUSE  Sir  Harry  Cecil !     Was  ever  any  thing  fo 
ftrange— I  tell  you  he  has  every  rcquifite  for  a  good 
hufbaod. 

Confi. 
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Con/1.  A  good  hufkmd,  my  dear  Madam,  is- the  moft 
awkward  animal  alive  ;  and  nothing  but  the  rarity  of  the 
creature  prevents  his  being  hunted  from  the  higher  clafs 
of  focial  beings. 

Lady  Panick.  What  then,  good  qualities  are  no  recom- 
mendation ? 

Conft.  Faults  would  be  a  much  pleafanter;  for  if  we 
mult  go  affray,  we  are  obliged  to  the  man  who  fwerves 
ftrft,  and  civilly  furnifhes  us  an  excufe ;  but  Perfection 
is  an  impertinent  unnatural  monfter,  rearing  its  lofty  in- 
folent  creft  above 'the  crowd,  and  making  pigmies  of  us 
fimple  mortals.  I  have  no  tafte  for  the  fublime  in  a  huf- 
band— give  me  the  Man  with  a  few  foibles,  which,  like 
Moles  in  a  beautiful  Countenance,  fcrve  but  to  heighten 
it's  charms. 

Lady  Panick.  Sir  Harry  is  indeed  fentimental,  but 

Conft.  Sentimental,  my  Lady,  and  is  not  that  enough  ? 
While  I  am  flirting  with  a  few  harmlefs  infects  of  the 
hour  abroad,  he  would  expect  to  be  indulged  with  a  fo- 
lemn  tete-a-tete  at  home.  I  mould  ficken  on  his  fenti- 
ment — my  gaiety  would  give  him  the  fpleen— indiffe- 
rence, perhaps  difguft,  fucceeds  to  paflion— the  mafk  is 
foon  thrown  off— he  flies  to  Newmarket — I  to  Pharo — 'till 
ftopped  in  our  career,  we  awake,  bankrupt  in  fortune, 
friends,  and  fame — But  to  be  ferious— I  am  yet  trem- 
bling at  my  late  efcape  from  Mr.  Vifage,  and  begin  to 
think  all  marriages  more  or  lefs  unhappy.  If  you,  Ma- 
dam, for  in  ft  a  nee,  with  your  refined  tafte  and  elegant  ac- 
complifhments,  cannot  command  happinefs,  what  am  I 
to  expect  ? 

Lady  Pan'tch.  Why  now,  Conftancc,  you  are  rational 
again.  But  Sir  Paul,  my  dear,  fees  not  with  your  eyes— ■ 
nor  indeed  thofe  of  the  world. 

Conjl.  No,  my  Lady,  he  fees  with  thofe  of  a  hufband — 
ptecifely  the  fcrutiny  I  wifh  to  avoid. 

E  z  Ladi 
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Lady  Panich.  But  we  arc  very  far  from  living  unhappily 
together ;  'twas  but  the  other  day  how  vaftly  well  we 

agreed let  me  fee,  I  do  not  recollect but  here 

comes  Sir  Paul,  I  will  alk  him ;  I  cannot  exactly  fpecify 
when— — 

Enttr  Sir  Paul. 

Conjf.  On  my  life,  nor  he  either. 

Lady  Pan.  I  have  been  combating,  my  dear  Sir  Paul,  tWs 
ftrange  whim  of  Oonf lance's.  Can  any  thing  be  fo  unac- 
countable as  her  taking  an  averfion  to  matrimony  ?  an  eye- 
witnefi  to  our  happinefs. 

Sir  Paul,  ( afttr  a  paufe. )  An  eye-witnefs  to  our  happi- 
nefs ! Oh,  your  ladyfhip  is  at  »  rehearfal.  (Going.) 

Lady  Pan,  At  a  rehearfal  indeed!  I  am  f peaking  of 
eurfelves,  that  fweet  union  foftered  by  the  numberlefs  little 
attentions  which  flow  from  the  heart,  and  are  only  felt  by 
3  kindred  foul. 

Conft .  That  foft  delicious  calm,  far  more  fweetly  footh- 
ing  than  the  tumult  of  pleafure,  or 

Sir  Paul.  Upon  my  foul,  ladies,  I  want  my  cue. 

Bath.  How! 

Sir  Paul.  I  tell  you  I  never  read  the  piece— You 
cannot  expect  me  to  reply  from  the  book. 

Lady  Pan.  I  tell  you,  Sir  Paul,  Conftance  has  promifed 
to  give  her  hand  to  Sir  Harry  Cecil,  if 

Conft.  Nay,  not  quite  that ;  but  I  believe  I  may  ven- 
ture if  you,  Sir  Paul,  and  you,  my  lady,  wilt  pronounce 
audibly  and  diftinftly,  as  when,  "  I  Paul  take  thee,  &c." 
■that  you  have  lived,  and  do  live  happily  together. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh !  that  is  quite  a  different  cafe.  With  all 
my  heart. 

Ladt  Pan.  There — I  knew  he  would  mgft  readily 

Why,  my  dear,  {he  has  objected  to  their  diversity  of 
temper. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh  fie,  child!  why,  diverfity  of  temper  in 

the  married  ftate,  like  difcords  in  tnuGc,  completes  the 

harmony  1 
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iiarmony ;  or,  as  different  fhades  in  the  fame  picture,  re- 
lieve each  other  with  mutual  advantage ;  or  as ■ 

Conft.  Stay,  flay,  I  mfift  on  the  proper  forma,  and  pub- 
lifhing  the  banns  myfelf — you  muft  Tepeat  after  me— 
(joining  ibtir  bands,  and  placing  her/elf '  between  them )  1  do 
declare — (they  repeat  after  Conftance.) 

Sir  Paul.       1    I  do  declare 

Lady  Paniri.  J    I  do  declare  — — 

Conft.  That  Sir  Paul  and  I— (to  IWv  Panick.) 

LadyPanich,  (repeats.)  That  Sir  Paul  and  I— 

Conft.  That  my  lady  and  I— (toSirVml.) 
-   Sir  Paul,  (repeaU.)  That  my  lady  and  I— 

Conft.  Have  lived  and  do  live — 

Both.  Have  lived  and  do  live Go  on,  Conftance. 

Conft.  Mod  happily  together— (TheyJJep—afterapaufi, 
Jbe  taps  Sir  Paul.)  Come,  Sir  Paul— (She  taps  Lady  Pa- 
nick)  Come,  my  lady— (Then  Sir  Paul  again.)  Come,  my 
dear  guardian,  out  with  it. 

Lady  Panici,  (with  vehemence.)  Why  don't  you  fpeak, 
Sir  Paul? 

Sir  Paul.  A  plague  of  fuperlatives !  at  that  *<  moft," 
the  tongue  cleaved  to  the  roof  of  my  mouth,  and  for  the 
foul  of  me 

LadyPankh  Oh)  no  apologies the  bare  attempt  at 

uttering  it  almoft  throttled  me. 

Sir  Paul.  BeGdes,  there  was  fo  much  folemmty  in  the 
bufinefs,  it  opprefied  me  with  the  recollection  of  a  certain 
ceremony. 

Lady  Paniri.  Opprefied!  the  girl  is  right the  groff- 

nefs  of  your  behaviour — —(waits  about.) 

Conft.  Thefe  are,  I  fuppofe,  fome  of  the  numberiefs 
little  attentions  which  flow  from  the  heart,  and  are  only 
felt  by  a  kindred  foul. 

Sir  Paul.  Tis  not,  to  be  fure,  that  fweet  delicious  calm— 

Conft.  No,  my  dear  fir,  'tis  only  that  diverfity  of  temper, 

which, .  as  you  have  juft  been  faying,  in  the  marriage 

ftate,  like  djfeords  in  muGc,  completes  the  harmony  }  (Sir 

,  Paul 
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Paul  walks  about)  or  as  different  fhades  in  the  fame  pic- 
ti)K>  relieve  each  other  to  mutual  advantage.  Ha, ha !  [Exit. 

LadyPanieh.  Nay,  faVe  me  from  the  horrors  of  a  tete-a-  ' 
tcte  with  Sir  Paul.  [Running  after  her. 

Sir  Paul.  Chirping  to  me  of  a  union  of  hearts  and  do- 
meftic  happinefs,  is  as  great  a  treat  as  the  ordinary's  fer- 
Bion  to  a  condemn':!  convict.  [Exit. 

SCENE.     A  Library. 

Enter  Grotefque  introduced  by  Tony. 

Grot.  Certainly  fome  pretty  picking  here  j  this  my  lady 
is  finely  ridiculous,  her  hufband  as  mifcrable  as  one  could 
wifh,  my  lord  bit  by  Phyliognomy,  and  the  whole  family 
comfortably  confuted — if  I  could  but  fqueeze  out  fome- 
thing,  they  would  tell  well  on  canvas :  ch  !  there  is  the 
country  booby  s  Tony,  Tony !  hilt  !  hilt !  you  are  an, 
honeft  fellow>  Tony,  I  like  that  face  of  your's. 

Tony.  Yes,  its  likely  enough' ;  hij  hi ! 

Grot.  Stange  family  this  !  queer  doings,  eh  ? 

Tony.  The  grey  mare ;  hi,  hi ! 

Grot.  Ha,  ha  I  you  fliall  drink  to  her  reformation. 

[Gives  money. 

Tony.  With  all  my  heart,  I  will  drink  to  any  body's 
reformation,  as  a  good  chriftian  ought,  thof  I  fay  it— 
poor  Sir  Paul—  [Taps  Hi  forehead. 

Grot.  Has  it  there.  Take  a  chair,'  my  dear  Tony,  here, 
take  a  chair.  (Sits  btfide  him.)  I  fee  you  have  a  proper 
fenfe  of  thofe  things  ;  I  thought  fo.  She  is  domeftic  in 
her  attachments  perhaps — fafliionably  domejlic—  you  take 
me.  I  met  a  glorious  fellow  on  the  ftaiis,  full  fix  foot 
without  his  (hoes. 

Tony.  Aye,  he'll  go  through  his  paces  in  a  proceflion,  like 
any  player-man  j  then  to  be  fure  my  lady  taught  him,  they 
have  rehearfed  together. 

Grot.  Rehearfed  together,  ha  !  ha  ! 

Tony.  Hat  ha!  but  he  got  fo  terrible  tipfey  with  a  bowl 

of 
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of  our  tragical  poifon  tht  other  night,  that  {he  was  for 
turning  him  out  direflly. 

Grot.  You  are  fure  it  was  my  lady  (Tony  nods)  ;  how 
curfedly  unlucky ;  the  fineft  figure  for  a  back  ground  i 
fuch  capability,  I  could  not  delire  a  better  ;  but  proceed. 

Tony.  Why,  what  do  you  think  ? 

Grot.  Well! 

Tony.  They  have  not  feen  the  infide  of  a  church  thef* 
fix  months. 

Gnt.  Plhaw !   that  a  peculiarity you  have  fome 

tight  clever  hint. 

Tony.  What,  of  my  lady  ?  Yes,  yes. 

Grot.  Out  with  it. 

Tony'.-  You  will  hardly  believe  me. 

Grot.  What,  it's  rich,  is  ir!  choice,  eh  !  Tony. 

Tony.  I  am  not  quite  fure,  but  I  would  fwear  it. 
,     Grot.  Bofitive  evidence,  eh  }  demonflration.     Now  be 
particular,  my  dear  boy,  be  particular. 

Tony,  Why,  to  be  fure  my  lady  is  what  you  call  a  prodi- 
gious illiterate  character,  but  for  all  that,  I  really  believe — 

Grot.  Out  with  it,  out  with  it. 

Tony.  I  don't  think  flie  could  fay  her  catechiz,  for— 

Grot.  Pihaw  !  ftuptd,  illiterate  fcoundrel.  Come, 
come,  you  have  fome  choice  (luff  in  (lore,  let  us  have  it, 
we  are  all  on  honor — fixed  prices  on  the  molt  liberal  fcale. 

Enter  Lord  Vifage,  with  a  ton. 

Lord  Vif.  Scale !  aye  here  it  is  (Shewing  the  Box)  > 
fome  men  will  be  difpofed  to  fneer  at  this,  call  it  credu- 
lity— Pitiful  refource !  let  them  read,  let  them  read. 

Grot.  It  is  always  fo  at  firft,  my  lord,  the  Science  is  yet 
in  infancy j  but  iniiead  of  youth  boarded  and  educated,  we 
frail  fee  patted  up  in  capitals,  Skulls  trained  to  any  capa- 
city ;  have  licenfed  profeflbrs,  and  courts  of  eafe  to  our 
two  univerfities.  la  the  mean  time^  fuppofe  we  try  it  oo 
him. 

Ltrd  Vtf.  With  all  my  heart. 

Grot. 
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..Grot.  Sit  down,  Tony,  fit  down;  keep  that  attitude} 
for  your  life,  don't  (hake  a  muffle. 

Lvrd  Vif.  You  fee, Tony,  Ihavediftinguifhedyouasafit 

fubject  for  philofophical  refearch To  deftroy  one  or 

two  prominent  features  in  a  countenance,  then  to  compare, 
its  expreffion  iu,  that  mangled  ftate,  with  what  it  was  in  the 
natural,  would  be  a  fine  experiment. 

Grot.  Fine  indeed !  what  fay  you,  Tony  ?  the  deed  is 
leferved  for  you. 

Lord  Vif.  Democritusputout  his  eyes  for  the  advance- 
ment of  fcience. 

Tony.  Yes,  my  lord,  but  fomehow  I  don't  think  I 
Could  do  fo  well  without  mine. 

Grot.  Pr'ythee  throw  away  thefe  vulgar  prejudices ; 
what  are  eyes  to  the  light  of  philofophy.  [Lord  Vifage 
taking  Grotefque  to  tht  front  of  thtfage,  Tony  Jieah  off.) 

Lord  Vif.  Did  you  obferve  what  a  judicious  hind-head  ? 
very  extraordinary,  as  he  is  certainly  a  fad  ftupid  dog,  and. 
has  fcatcely  a  grain  of  common  fenfe. 

Grot.  Yes  he  may,  my  lord,  yes  he  may;  but  it's  lodged, 
in  the  hind-head  you  know ; .  and  I  have  known  many  a 
great  man's  that  no  doubt  has  Iain  there  too— very  clpfe 
and  ihug,  for  it  has  never  been  brought  forward— eh  t  is 
he  gone  ?  I  fhall  be  proud  to  notice  it,  my  lord,  in  my 
next  edition. 

Lord  Vif,  You  (hall,  you  fhall,  and  fet  my  name  dowa 
for  a  dozen  copies ;  or  if  you  want  a  fpecJmen,  my  head 
is  at  your  fervice  whenever  you  pleafe,  or  command  me  in 
any  way. 

Grot.  Your  lordfhip  is  fo  good !  if  I  might  prefume 
to— —I  have  a  little  bill  here  drawn  on  your  nephew,  and 
return'd  protefled.  [Giving  it  from  his  pocktt-hook. 

Lord  Vif.  Eh !  there  is  no  end  of  his  extravagance! 
how  came  you  by  it  ? 

Grot.  In  the  way  of  bufmefs,  my  lord,  had  it  of  lord. 
Crack. 

Lord  Vif  "Why,  it  is  drawn  by  one  Montague >.  . 

—Grot. 
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Grot.  Yes,  a  Captain  Montague;  but  Lis  company  is  in  a 
Very  ncwly-rais'd  regiment  I  believe,  for  I  have  never  been 
able  to  rind  him. 

Lord  Vif.  He  U  In  the  houfe  now,  nay,  he  is  hero }  ftay, 
lft  tat  inquire. 

/ 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Cecil. 
Pray,  fir,  do  you  know  my  nephew  ? 

Sir  Harry.  I  hare  not  that  honor  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Ltrd  Vif.  I  tell  you,  Sir,  you  have ;  what  do  you  mean 
by  denying  it  ?  here  it  it  in  proof  againft  you,  black  and 
white. 

Sir  Harry.  *Sdcath !  here  »  feme  infernal  fcrape  of 
Montague's  now.  [Jfde. 

LonlVff.  Why,  you  look  Confuted ;  here  it  is,  drawn 
by  Montague— will  you  deny  your  own  band-writing  ?  or 
*  your  name?  You  arc  not  Captain  Montague  perhaps— I 
dare  fay  he  will  deny  his  name. 

Grot.  A  common  trick  with  thefe  fellows,  (AfitU  Lord 
Vrfage.) 

Sir  Harry.  I  may  have  drawn  it,  hut  indeed  it  had 
efcaped  my  memory  ;  however,  if  the  bill  is  prottfted,  I 
am  ready  to  pay  it.— What  a  curfed fituation  !  .(Afide.j 

Grot.  I  beg  ten  tltbufand  pardons,  'tis  only  for  fifty- 
pounds}  Pll  write  a  receipt  inftantly;  always  ft  amps  about 
me'.  (Goes  to  the  table  to  write.) 

Lord  Vif.  What  was  it  for,  Sir  ?  can  you  charge  your 
memory  with  that  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Not  the  mod  diftant  recollection  indeed, 
my  Lord. 

Lord  Vif.  m  tell  you,  Sir— 'twas  a  gambling  tranfa-fiioii, 
1  know  k  was ;  'tis  you  who  have^edWd  my  nephew  {  I 
Can  read  gambler  in  your  Countenance. 

Sir  Harry.  It  is  a  CnnVreading  then,  my  Lord,  I  aflure 
yon. 

'-    Lord  Vif,  You  fmile,  Ski  youare  witty,  Sir  j  but  I  have 

dett&ed  and  will  expofc  you  to  the  whole  family}  you 

F  foall 
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fhall  not  (lay  in  the  tioufe  another  hour— don't  think'  M 
he£tor  me,  Captain  Montague. 

Sir  Harry.  Hold,  my  Lord — — 
■  Grot.  Here,  here,  Sir,  is  the  receipt. 

Lord  Vif,  No,  I  mail  keep  the  bill  in  evidence  again  il 
him ;  there  is  knavery  in  the  hand-writing. 

Grot.  Tou  may  let  him  pay  it,  and  do  that  too,  my  Lord. 
Lord  Vif.   What  a  treacherous  bkveknefs  between  the 
eyes !  as  Lavater  &ys (hat  difturbed  walk — that  twirl- 
ing of  the  hat — that  biting  of  the  nails Grotcique, 

don't  you  fee  villain  panting  m  that  mufcle  ? 
Sir  Harry.  That  mufcle  lies  then,  my  Lord. 
Lerd  Vif.  Here's  a  fellow !  a  mufcle  he  I  why  it  is  I«i- 
poflibie :  read  Lavater. 

Sir  Harry.  (After  a  paufe  of  agitation.)  My  Lord,  the  con- 
fcioufnefs  that  I  ought  to  do  penance  for  my  egregious  folly 
and  indrfcretion,  (mothers  every  feeling  of  refentment. 
[£nfa 
Lord  Vif  There,  he  has  confefs'd  it.  Grotefque,  did 
you  obferve  a  vile  deficiency  of  projection  in  the  fore- 
head? then,  the  pouting  of  his  under-lip  I — I  never  yet  faw 
that  lip  honeft.  [Exit, 

Grot.  But,  my  Lord,  you  might  as  well  have  fuffered 
aim  to  pay  the  bill.  [Exit  after  him. 

SCENE.   The  Country  near  Sir  Paul's  Stat.  A  Cottage  at 
the  fide  of  tbefage. 

Enter  Sir  Paul  and  Conftance,- 

Sir  Paul.  I  tell  you,  Conftance,  you  (hall  drag  me  into 

no  more  of  your  hovels— —you'll  corrupt  the  morals  of 

the  whole  village,  lavishing  your  money  on  people-nobody 

knows.     Did  you  ever  fee  me  do  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Confl.  Ah,  Sir,  yours  is  a  common-place  charity,  that 
only  gives  when  afked— and  has  no  more  right  to  complain 
the  object  is  undeserving,  than  a  man  who  buys'  a  chance 
lot  of  pictures,  that  they  are  not  all  original     If  you  wiOi 

that 
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that  your  benevolence  ihould  never  be  mifappiied,  you 

mud  -fearch  out  the  gloomy  retreat  of  indigence The 

heart  of  a  true-born  Englifttman,  like  the  ienutive  plant, 
flirinks  from  the  hand  that  would  fupport  it ;  he  mult  be 
won,  courted,  nay  cheated  into  relief;  and  the  cloud  of  his 
diftrefs  is  as  difficult  to  penetrate  and  difperfe,  as  the  fogs 
and  mifts  of  his  climate. 

Sir  Paul.  Don't  tell  me,  child ;  the  very  atmofphere  of 
the  capital  is  infected  with  the  foul  air  of  fo  many  hofpi- 
tals,  and  I  never  turn  a  corner  but  I  joftle  a  difpenfary 
patient. 

Can/?.  Oftentation !  modern  receipts  to  get  a  name. 
'    Sir  Paul.  Receipts  to  get  a  name  ?    Come,  come,  fair 
play.     Every  paper  is  crowded  with  charitable  fubferip- 
tions,  and  I  never  read  one,  that  an  honeft  X.  T.  or  phi- 
lanthropic A.  B.  does  not  ftare  me  in  the  face. 

Conft.  But  does  not  the  next  column  introduce  an  X.  T. 
ufurer,  or  A.  B.  mountebank  1 — Oh,  there  ihould  be 
another  language,  another  alphabet  for  vice  and  virtue ; 
fpeech  is  but  a  paltry  diftin&ion  of  natures,  fince  it  is 
common  to  the  villain  and  the  honeft  man. 

Sir  Paul.  It  may  be  a  paltry,  but,  egad  J  'tis  a  very  con- 
venient one,  though. 

Eater  Tony, 

Tony.  (Afide  to  Sir  Paul.)  Sir,  fir,  Mr.  Grotefque  has 
juft  left  his  Lordfliip's  ftudy,  and  you'll  be  fare  to  find 
him  in  his  painting  room,  if  you  go  directly. 

Sir  Paul.  I  will,  I  will :  hufli,  hulh !         [Exit  Tony, 

Conft.  There,  Sir,  is  the  cottage  I  told  you  of;  be  per, 
fuaded. 

Sir  Paul.  Well,  well,  another  time  •,  but  you  fee  J  am 
fent  for. 

Conft.  His  daughter,  poor  fellow,  has  a  little  tafte  for 
drawing.  Come,  you  ftiall  be  immortaliz'd  s  lie  ftiall 
take  you  doing  a  benevolent  action. 

Sir  Paul.  Why,  as  to  that  fort  of  immortality,  I  mult 
F  a  own 
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own  I  was  always  rather  indifferent  about  it ;  for  though 
very  delightful  and  animating  in  description,  I  cannot  j 
help  thinking  it  is  difmally  flat,  and  unprofitable  to  the 
pofleflors.  [Mxfo 

Enter  Lucy  in  great  hajli. 

Lucy.    Oh  Lord,   ma'am,   I  have  been  hunting  you 

every    where!    Captain    Montague,  ma'am Captain 

Montague  is  juft  gone  iota  the  drawing-room. 

Cottft.  WeU,  child heigh-ho and  what  is  that 

to  me? 

Lucy.  Nothing,  to  be  furc,  ma'am ;  only  I  thought 
you  might  wifh  to  fpeak  to  him,  for  I  am  fure  he  has 
been  talking  enough  of  you. 

Canft.  Of  me,  Lucy  I 

Lucy,  Yes,  ma'am ;  but,  as  I  told  him— Law,  Sirt 
how  could  you  expect,  if  my  miftrefs  lov'd  you  ever  fo 
much,  that  (he  could  refufe  a  man  with  fuch  a  power  of 
money  ?  and  fays  I,  I  believe  flic  has  a  fort  of  fneak- 
ing  kindnefs  for  you. 

Confi.  Lucy  I 

Lucy.  Indeed,  ma'am,  \  only  told  him  fo  to  comfort 
him,  as  you  was  going  to  marry  fomebqdy  elfe;  and 
then,  poor  gentleman,  he  had  been  fo  abufed  by  Lord 
Wage. 

Cstift.  How,  Xucyt  what  do  you  mean  ? 
-   Lucy.  Why,  ma'am,'  as  I  paft'd  the'  ftudy,  they  were 

at  fuch  high  words 1  made  bold  to  liften,  to  prevent 

mifchief— ■ — you  know  one  ought  always  to  do  that-  ■■■— 
(ConftanCegsvgitt  interrupt)  Pray,  ma'am,  don't  be  angry ; 

indeed  I  could  not  help  it when  I  heard  his  Lordfhip 

lay,  he  fhouid  be  turned  out  of  the  houfe  directly. 

Confi.  How  you  alarm  me !  on  what  account  did  yon 
hear  that? 

■  Luey.  Why,  ma'am,  there  was  fuch  a  to-do,  I  could 
not  exactly  make  it  out ;  but  it  was  about  a  bill  for  fifty 
pounds}  and  then.  I  heard  the  word  prptefted  feveraj 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


PAIrfifi    eOL.OURS*  ft 

times.     I  fuppofe  the  Captain  prottfted  he  could  not  pay 

it)  yes,  that  mud  be  it and  fo  he  was  aflting  time; 

but  his  Lordftiip  was  furious,  and  talk'd  of  expofing  him 
to  the  family  directly.  -  - 

Conft.  What  do  I  heat !  This  fufpenfc  is  infupportaule. 

My  life  on  his  honour  \    What  if Fll  do  it  inftantly. 

Here,  Lucy,  take  this ;  (Gives  a  purfi-J  it  is  for  the  /a-, 
mily  in  that  cottage :  I  did  think  of  giving  it  myfelf, 
but  there  is  an  oppiefiwe.«loqucnce.in  their  gratitude. 
(Exit  Lucy  into  the  cottage.)  Is  that my  T«afet>?  ..Ah, 
Conftance,  thou  art  a  woman,  and  in  lore !  [Exit*. 


ft    C    T       IV. 

SCENE.    Conftance'j  Drefflng-Roant. 

Conftance  at  a  table,  feaSng  a  letter.  ' 

Chnflana;  '    •     *    "■   - 

npHANKS  to  my  penmanlhip 1  may  biddefianc? 

X.  to  detection :  it  is  as  pretty  a  clerkly  hand  as  I 
could  with— though  Lucy  was  fo  fparing  in  her  intelli- 
gence, that  I  have  been  not  a  little  puzzled.  The  poft  ii 
juft  come  in,  and  I  fliall  fcarce  have  time  to.  flip  it  among 
his  letters  from  London.  Ah,  Montague  1  -r—  tj old, 
hold,  Conftance  1  what  art  thou- doing  ?  Defiance  to 
detection  1  and  will  that  fatisfy  thee  ?  If  I  was  a  man, 
would  he  not  have  claims  on  my  afliftance  ?  and  flwll  a 
woman  be  excluded  the  deareft  privilege  of  human  ha» 
tare?  Oh,  no:  my  heart  acquits  me.  All  elfe  is  but 
ipecious  refinement,  that,  would  facrificc  the  nobleft; 
tmotipns  of  the  foul  to  an  jdhVdjftinftion.  .    {Exit. 

SCENE. 
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SCENE.    A  Scam. 

Enter  Montague. 

Mont.  'Sdeath!  this  Conftance  is  the  coyefi:  prude •' 

Lord  Vifage— cortfufion !  It  has  been  my  bufinefs  to 
avoid  him,  and  I  have  jaft;  run  in  his  teeth.  If  he  fliould 
diftover  me  now ! — he  knew  the  Cecils 

Enter  Lord  Vifage, 

Lord  Fif.  Sir  Harry  Cecil !    the  very  man  I  was  In 
fearch  of, — I  wifh  much  to  have  fome  converfation  with 
you  :  take  a  chair.     (Theyftt.) 
_Mont._  The  devil  you  do  '     (Afide.) 

Lord  Fif.  I  had  a  great  refpect  for  your  father. 

Mont.  You  did  him  honour,  my  Lord. Now  will 

fome  curfed  queftions  go  near  to  do  me  up.     (Afide.) 

Lord  Vif.  Aye,  there  is  the  chara&er  of  the  Cecils  in 
your  countenance. 

Mont.  You  are  too  good,  my  Lord.     I  fear  not, 
|  Lord  Vif  Yes,  there  is — the  prominent  eye;—— 

Mont.  You  flatter,  my  Lord — I  have  not  the  vanity— r 

Lord  Vif  Then,  above  all,  that  curvature  of  the  nofe. 
My  old  friend,  your  father.  Sir  Harry,  had  a  very  pecu- 
liar  nofe. 

Mont.  Yes,  my  Lord,  I  have  heard  this  nofe  has  been 
in  our  farnjly 

Lord  Fif  As  long  as  I  remember  the  Cecils. 

Mont.  If  you  knew,  my  Lord,  the  pleafure  you  give 
me  in  difcovering  this  likenefs 

Lord  Fif.  Nay,  perhaps  it  is  not  in  the  Wronger  fea- 
tures, but  thofe  nice  points- — ■ 

Mont.  One  would  not  degenerate ;  and  to  have  it  con- 
lirm'd  by  fo  able  a  connoifleur  as  your  Lordfliip— — 

Lord  Fif.  Why,  I  have  given  thefe  things  fome  atten- 
tion, and  may  flatter  myfelf  with  poflefling  a  tolerably 
keen  eye. 

Mont.  There  is  no  doubting  it,  my  Lord, 
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.  Lord  Vif.  I  am  glad  you  think  fo,  as  I  have  rather  an 
awkward  afiair  to  open  to  you— Be  feated— That 
friend  of  yours— that  Captain  Montague— 

Mora.  What  of  him,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Vif.  He  is  a  damn'd  i'coundrel,  that  Captain  Mon- 
tague ;  I  have  traced  it, 

Mont.  Traced  it!— -Oh!  why  to  be  fur  e  Xu&faee  U  ra- 
ther againft  him ;  but  his  heart 
-  Lord  Vif.   Is  a  villain's.     Read  that.     (Gives  him  the 

mi.) 

Mont.  ConfuGon  I  a  bill  drawn  by  me  on  his  nephew. 
(Afid..) 

Lord  Vif.  My  nephew  loft  it  to  htm  at  play.— ■  I  fee 
you  are  cruelly  affected,  and  I  like  you  the  better.     , 

Mont.  This  bill  muft  be  a  forgery,  my  Lord— 3  vile  ar- 
tifice to  blacken  his  reputation. 

Lord  Vif.  How  amiable  is  that  fufpicion ! How  it 

heightens  you  in  my  efteem. 

Mcnt.  I'll  pledge  my  life  on  the  honour  of  my  friend. 
"Montague  touch  a  card  !  —  never. 

Lord  Vif.  That  fuch  friendfltip  mould  be  fo  betray'd! 
He  confefled  it. 

Mont.  Confefled  it !  You  aftonifli  me  ;  it  cannot  be. 

Lord  Vif.  Nay,  you  (hall  confront  him.  Come  with 
me.   ' 

Mont.  No,  my  Lord,  by  no  means ;  it  would  be  too 
much  for  me. 

Lord  Vif.  I  really  believe  you  could  not  have  felt  more 
if  you  had  done  it  yourfelf. 

Mont.  Believe  me,  I  could  not. 

Lord  Vif,  We  will  expofe  him  to  the  family  imme- 
diately. 

Mont.  No,  not  immediately.  Suppofe  you  was  to  give 
me  the  bill,  my  Lord, 

Lord  Vif.  Why  fo,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Mont.  I  will  charge  him  with  it  in  private.  I  own  the 
weakneft. 
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weaknefs.  As  be  was-. once  my  friend,  I  cannot  help 
wishing,  that  fome  delicacy  ftpuld  be  preferv'd  toward* 
him. 

Lord  Vtf.  Come  to  my  arms ! — But  I  expe&ed  it.——- 
There  is  an  honeft  franknefs,  an  unfufpe&ing  philan- 
thropy, breathes  in  every  feature.  But,  Sir  Harry,  in- 
deed you  muft  be-  cautious ;  that  noble  fpirit  of  yours  will 
be  perpetually  betraying  you. 

'  -Mont.  How  is  it  pofflb!e*o  avoid  it,  my  Lord?  except 
at  the  expence  of  every  honeft  fentiment. 
■  Lorg Vif.  How  !  my  dear  Sir  Harry  ?  how?— -read 
Lavater.  You  may  depend  on  my  fecrefy ;  but  If  you 
tviih'  for  infallibility,  -read  Lavater.  I  myfelf  fliouM  be 
deceived  every  inftant  if  I  had  not  read  Lavater.     \Emt, 

Mont,  'Sdeath  I  how  unlucky  that  this  bill  fhould  have 
fallen  into  his  hands. 

■  Enter  Harriet. 
ft),  are  you  com*  ?  I  wifli  you  joy— We  may  ftrike. 

Har.  How? 

Mmt.  This  is  your  delicacy You  muft  have  time, 

forfooth,  and  time- has  difcoverM  us.  Read  that.  (Give* 
tie  Hit.  J  HisLordfhip  has  charged  Cecil  with  having  won 
it  of  his  nephew  at  play. 

Har.  My  delicacy,  indeed !  ——It  is  the  fruit  of  you? 
licentious  conduct.  I  wonder  Sir  Harry,  with  all  his 
fimpb'city,  could  for  an  inftant  be  the  dupe  of  your  pro- 
fefflons,  and  a  ftrangerto  your  real  character. 

Mont.  I  wonder  Sir  Harry,  with  all  his  fimpliclty, 
could  for  an  inftant  be  dop'd  into  dunking  of  you.  What 
have  y'on  done  with  him  ?  -  ■  •     . 

liar.  Kept  him  from  Conftance  j— have  you  any  hopes 
«sf  her  ?  ■     ■    . 

Mont.  Hopes  of  her !  is  (he  not  a  woman  ?  But  I  am 
prating  on  thc\erge  of  ruth  ;-— you  ftoiiid  have  had  him 
on  bis  knees  *'w  this.-  - 

Bar, 
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Har.  You  arc  fo  precipitate — and  make  no  allowances 
for  the  elegant  refinements  of  our  fex. 

Mont.  Something  mud  be  done  immediately. — (A 
Servant  entert  abruptly  -with  a  letter.)— How  now.  Sir ! 
what  do  you  want  ? 

Sen.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  the  poll  is  juft  come  in, 
and  here  is  a  letter  for  Captain  Montague— I  thought  be 
had  been  here.— 

Mont«A  letter  by  the  poft !— tell  him  you  gave  it  me.— 
[Exit  Servant.] —Whj,  this  muft  be  for  mej — and  yet,  I 
thought  bur  retreat  tolerably  fecret — Eh !  a  draught  for 
50 1 — [Reads.] — "  Sir,  I  have  juft  heard  my  bill  was 
"  protefted—  and  unable  to  write  myfelf,  a  friend  has 
**  kindly  undertaken  to  enclofe  the  amount. — Yours, 
"  &c." — This  is  the  luckieft  hit — I  have  it,  my  girl— I 
have  it, — wilh  me  joy, — wifli  yourfelf  joy  i— take  the  bill 
and  pay  it. 

Har.  Why,  furely  your  head  is  turned; — I  have  no 
money. 

Mont.  But  here  is  fome— juft  in  the  nick. 
Har.  And  for  what  purpofe  ? 

Mont.  Why,  thefe  elegant  refinements  have  ftrangcly 
blunted  your  wit ;  what  will  his  romantic  brain  think  of 
the  girl  who  generoufly  iacrificcs  her  fcanty  pittance  to 
relieve  him  from  pecuniary  embarrafTment  ? — why,  it  is 
the  very  fecret  of  hisconducl. 
Har.  I  begin  to  fee  it  now. 
Mont.  Indeed  !  I  congratulate  you. 
Har.  And  I  bow  with  all  due  humility. 
Mont.  But,  Harriet,— you  may  as  well  give  up  the  pro- 
mife,  now  that  we  tread  on  the  heels  of  victory, 
Har.  No,  not  till  we  have  joined  hands  with  her. 
Mont.  Pfliaw !  why  now  wait  that  ? 
Har.  Why  not  ? 

Mont.  Well,  well-;  fly  to  Cecil — and  deck  yourfelf  out 

in  the  true  pathetic — there  is  not  a  moment  to  be  loft  j 

I  muft  avoid  him— for  though  he  will  not  fcruple  to  take 

G  every 
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every  advantage  of  my  name,  I  have  not  a  doubt  but  nis 
fenfe  of  honour  is  too  keen  to  aHow  me  the  fame  privi- 
lege   [Extant. 

SCENE.     A  &<x>fn. 

Lady  Panicle  at  a  Table,  writing. 

Lady  Panick.  Well,  well  j  my  Comedy  is  caft  as  I  mould 

wim.--Sir  Harry  is  delighted  with  his  character ;  Con- 

ftance  charmed  with  hers ;  —and  as  Captain  Montague  has 

not  objected  to  his 

Enter  Sir  Harry  Cecil. 
Oh— here  he  is  !— 

Sir  Harry.  WHI  yonr  Ladyfliip  have  the  goodneft  to 
excufe  my  breaking  in  upon  you  ?■ —  J  have  a  bufinefs  of 
fome  little  importance  to  open  ;— I  know  not  how  to  begin 
(Af,i,.) 

Lady  Panick.  Captain  Montague  muft  always  be  wel- 
come —What  can  he  mean  ?  dtflatisfied  with  bis  character 
in  the  play  after  all? — (AJiit.)  .  . 

Sir  Harry.  How  truly  ridiculous  will  this  confeffion 
make  me,—(AJide.) — 1  have — been— prevailed  on — my 
Lady — to  afliime — to  take — a part.— ( Hrfitating.J 

Lady  Panick.  I  thought  fa ;  — 'tis  the  way  of  them  all-^- 
(Afdt.J— Yes,  Sir, — I  know  you  have — nay,  be  not  firr- 
prized ! — it  was,  at  my  particular  requeft  you  urere'fo- 
licited. 

Sir  Harry.  At  your  requeft,  my  Lady  ? — Do  we  un- 
derftand  each  other ;  was  the  change  of  characters  kno'wn 
to  you  ? 

Lady  Panick.  Do  I  not  tell  you  the  plan  was  my 
own?— I  proposed  it  to  your  friend. 

Sir  Harry.  I  am  all  aftonifhment ! 

Lady  Panick.  And  although  yours  was  not  quite  fo 
refpe&ahle  as  I  could  have  wiilied,  I  have  no  doubt 
you  would  render  it  plcafant  and  entertaining. 

&V 
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Sir  Harry,  'Sdeath,  madam  I —do  you  mean  to  laugh 
at  me  f 

Lady  Panicl.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  am  ferious. 

Sir  Harry.  Confufion  1  hare  I  then  been  duped'  on  all 
fides  ?-— Why,  madam  !— why  was  I  filed  on  as  the  tool  of 
fitch  a  fcheme  ? 

Lady  Paitiei.  How ! 

Sir  Harry.  Why  was  my  reputation- to  be  facrificed  ? 
why  was  1  to  figure  in  fo  contemptible  a  plot  ? 

Lady  Pbnick.  Contemptible  !  Sir,  I  would  have  you 
to  know  it  is  as  excellent  a  plot  as  any  on  the  Rage  ;— 
as  finely  wrought—and  as  happily  conceived. — [Sir  Harry 
wijbes  to  interrupt  h*r~jke  will  netfuffer  him)—  Not,  Sir, 
that  this  is  my  opinion— for  my  part,  I  think  they  overrate 
it— much  overrate  it  ;-r-*he  thing  may  have  fome  merit ; 
but  they  overrate  it— at  'loft  I  think  they  do  j  -  though,  to 
be  Cure,  the  author  is  the  worft  judge  in  the  world ;  and 
I  am  not  one  of  thole,  who  prefer  their  own  judgment 
to  that  of  the  founded,  critics. 

Sir  Harry.  We  are  ftrangely  at  crofs-purpofes,  my 
Lady— and  if  you  will  allow  me — 

Lady  Panici.  Allow  you !  Oh  dear— certainly,  Sift  by 
all  means,  I  like  to  have  every  body's  opinion,  however 
iufigfuficant. — Molierc  read  his  Comedies  to  an  old  wo- 
man;  — come— ha — ha — you  fliall  be  my  ojd  woman  j— 
what,  not  a  word  !  —(following  him  round  the  jlage,  till  they 
meet  Sir  Paul.)— Does  it  want  character?  incident?  in- 
tcreft  i  Is  not  the  Dialogue  rich,  elegant,  fanciful. 

Eater  Sir  Paul. 
Sir  Harry.  For  heaven's  fake,  Sir  Paul,  let  me  intreat 
your  mediation.  -  Her  Ladylhip  has  moll  cruelly  mif- 
underftood-r 

Lady  Panici.  Mifunderftood !— Did  you  not  talk,  Sir, 
of  a  facrifice  of  reputation,  and  a  contemptible  plot. 

Sir  Hargy.  Tes,  but  it  was  when  I  thought  you  in- 
ftrumenta.1. 

G  2-  Lad? 
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Lady  Panick.  And  fo  I  was; — the  Sacrifice  of  reputa- 
tion would  have  been  on  my  part,  in  entrufting  you  with 
any  character  in  the  piece  whatever. 

Sir  Paul.  Contemptible  was,  to.  be  fure,  a  harfh 
word  j— but  furely,  my  dear — if  the  Captain  thinks  un- 
favourably of  it,  and  I  fee  no  reafon  to  doubt  his  fincerity, 
though  he  may  have  exprefled  himfelf  awkwardly,  ftill  'tis 
■  an  aft  of  friend  (hip— and  I  am  fenfible  of  the  obligation, 
Sir,  though  her  Ladyfhip  is  not. 

,     Lady  Panick,  I  fee  plainly  'tis  a  combination  to  ih- 
fult  me. 

Sir  Harry,  Worfe  and  worfe !— no  fuch  thing,  Sir 
Paul.— Pray,  madam,  let  me  intreat  you  to  be  calm  an 
in  I  la  u  r. 

Lady  Panick.  Calm !  why,  Sir,  have  you  the  afTuranoc 
to  fay  1  am  not  calm  ?— was  ever  any  thingfo  provoking?— 
Not  calm,  indeed! — I  could  cry  with  vexation. 

Sir  Harry.  Give  me  but  a  minute's  attention,  and  I. will 
explain  every  thing  to  your  fatisfa&ion. 

Enter  Lord  Vifage . 

Lord  Pi/.  You  will  explain  every  thing—  eh  f- — What ! 
you  are  preparing  her  Ladyfliip's  mind,  are  you? — but 
it  will  not  do,  Sir  j  —I  (hall  not  ftlffer  it ; — I  have  promifed 
fecrecy  for  a  Ihort  time — but  one  word,  and  I  reveal  the. 
whole. 

Sir  Paul.  Secrecy — eh !  —how  ?— what  ?-rIhaye  a  horror 
of  fecrecy.  ... 

Lady  Panick.  Had  he  then  told  you  his  fentiments  ? 

Lord  Vif.  No,  no  ;  'tis  by  his  actions  I  judge — I  have 
it  under  his  own  hand. 

Lady  Panick.  What,  Sir,  have  you  had  the  bafenefs 
to  write  ? 

Lord  Vif,  And  then  this  countenance — that  fpeakg 
plainly  enough. 

Lady  Panick.  It  does  indeed— never  faw  any  thing  fo 
vacant. 
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Sir  Harry.  My  Lord,  I  mult  iufift  on  an  immediate 
explanation.  —I  have  been  (ported  with  too  long. 

Lord  Fif.  Have  you  the  effrontery  to  call  for  an  ex- 
planation ?— but  you  know  I  have  pledged  myfelf  to  youf 
friend ; — what  a  contrail  1  his  fentiments,  how  refined 
and  liberal. 

Lady  Panick.  His  remarks,  how  candid  and  ingenious ! 

Sir  Harry.  I  fhall  run  diftradted !  —give  me  but  a 
hearing. 

Lord  Fif.  No,  Sir,  my  promife  is  facred-you  (halt 
not  provoke  me  to  break  it  j— come  along,  my  Lady,— 
come  along,  Sir  Paul. 

Lady  Panid.  Before  I  go,  Sir.  I  Rnjft  tell  yon— 
that  notwithstanding  all  that  has  been  faid  in  favour  of 
thisComedy,  your  contempt  is  the  moft  fatisfactory  proof 
I  have  yet  received  of  its  excellence ;  the  molt  fatisfaiflory! 
—do  you  mark  me,  Sir— I  fay,  the  moft  fatisfa&ory.— . 
[Exit  •with  Lord  Vifage  — f<w  Sir  Paul  it  following,  Sir 
Harry  takes  hold  of  him). 

Sir  Harry.  From  you  at  leaft,  Sir  Paul,  I  may  expeel  — 

Sir  Paul.  No,  Sir,  while  you  kept  within  decent  bounds 
'— I  was  ready  to  ftand  forward— but  you  have  been  writ- 
ingj  it  'ferns — nay,  do  not  deny  it; — and  it's  a  rule  with 
me  to  cut  any  man  who  writes  or  caricatures— Genius  in 
any  ftiape  ;  you  are  never  fafe  in  their  company ;  nay,  in- 
timacy gives  an  additional  ?eft — and  his  friends  are  fure 
to  be  indulged  with  the  preference  — -  [Exit— followed  by 
Sir  Harry. 

■  SCENE.     'The   Drawing-room,— (Folding   Doors  at 
the  back  of  the  Stage.) 

Re-enter  Sir  Harry  Cecil. 

Sir  Harry.  Was  there  ever  fo  infernal  actuation?— 
they  will  not  even  liften  to  me  j  and  every  infant  of 
delay,  ftill  mereafes  the  difficulty.— (Mufes.) 


J5 
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Enter  Harriet. 

Har.  There  he  is ;  I  fliall  mufe  to@— f.^fA/— gee 
the  man  I  love  plunged  into  a  diftrefs  I  can  alleviate,  and 
yet  wifhold  the  means.— f M"fis,  pretending  not  to  fie  him.) 

Sir  Harry.  I  muft  reveal  the  whole  by  letter. 

Har.  Heaven  forbid. I 

Sir  Harry.  Are  you  then  acquainted  with  my  fhame  ? 

Har.  Misfortune  you  mean ;  I  am,  and  if  you  can 
forget  the  indelicacy  of  the  propo&l,  in  the  urgency  of  the 
occafion,  I  will  oner  a  remedy. 

Sir  Harry,  A  remedy ! 

Har.  Tea.  (Gives  the  draught.)  "With  that  (I  never 
knew  its  value  before)  you  may  pay  the  note,  and  all 
be  well. 

Sir  Harry.  Generous  Harriet! — how  can  I  thank  you 
for  this  noble  condufl  ? 

Har.  By  fecrecy — An  humble  outcatt,  the  wretched 
dependant  on  another's  bounty — What  on  forae  Situations 
wight  refkQ  luftre— in  mine  is  criminal. 

Sir  Harry.  Criminal  !-r Who  fliall  dare  think  fo  ? 

Har.  If  you  4o  not,  I  am  fatisfied.  The  world  has 
long  Since  taught  me  to  dcSpife  alike  its  praife  or  cenfure. 
But,  alls!   Should  you—— 

Sir  Harry.  Am  I  then  fo  tenderly  remembered  in  your 
thoughts  ?  (At  be  goes  to  lift  bur  band,  enter  Conltance.) 
Csnftance  here  ?— confuuon  1 

Har.  (Inaffeaedeonfufion.)  Well,  Conftancc,  as  you 
are  come,  we'll  e'en  let  you  into  our  confidence. 

Confi.  Oh,  no  !  by  no  means — it  is  quite  unaecefliry ; 
the  Situation  Speaks  for  itfclf- — Bcfides,  I  have  one  Similar 
for  you — my  engagements  are  nearly  completed,  and  Sir 
Harry's  impatience  — i. 

Sir  Harry.  Sir  Harry's  impatience ! 
Har.  You  have  then  confented. 
Confi.  Not  formally. 

Har. 
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Har.  Shall  I  be  the  meflenger  i  Lady  Patrick  will  be 
dclightcxi  .-*-!  would  not  give  her  time  to  cool.  (Afiie.)  ■ 

Conft.  I  wifh  you  would ;  and  add,  that  as  foon  at  the  ' 
writings  are  ready,  I  will  Ggn  them. 

Har.  I  fly  thi3  inftant.  As  Sir  Harry  is  the  friend  of 
Captain  Montague,  I  cannot  but  be  intercfted  on  the  oe- 
eafion.  How  unlocky  to  be  obliged  to  leave  them  toge- 
ther !  yet,  if  I  delay,  (lie  may  perhaps  retrad.  (A/tast, 
asfie  goes  off.) 

[Conftance,  after  opaufe,  is  retiring 
Sir  Harrj.  Conftance ! 
Conft.   (coldly.)  Sir  ? 

Sir  Harry,  (hawing  with  great  rrfpeEl.)  I  beg  pardon, 
Mtfs  Evelyn,  my  eats  finely  -deceived  me :  you  do  not 
mean  Sir  Harry  Cecil,  but  Mr.  Wage  ? 

Conft.  Mr.  Vifage !  —You  cannot,  Sir,  be  ignorant,  that 
i  my  engagements  to  him  were   broke  off  at  his  uncle's 
defile. 

Sir  Harry.  By  my  foul  I  was. 

Csttft.  Indeed !  I  do  not  fee  how  you  were  intercfted — 

Sir  Harry.  Not  Interelted! hyeverytie  of  Reaion, 

Honour,  L  ^— Tou  mud  not  leave'me— I  am  defperate— 
Hear,  in  pity  hear  me,  Conftance !  though  the  next  in- 
ftant you  fhould  fpura  me  with  contempt.  (Reaches 
chairs.) 

Conft.  What  can  he  mean  ? 

Sir  Harry.  Say  that  you  do  not  love  this  man ;  tell 
me  but  that— 

Conft.  Why  am  I  thus  queftidned  ? 
Sir  Harry.  Tis  not  for  myfelf  I  afk— There  was  a 
time— but  that's  no  more;  the  delutive  vifion  is  fled. 

Conft.  You  have  already  heard  it,  Sir-  he  is  the  hufband 
of  my  choice. 

Sir  Harry.  It  cannot — muft.  not  be. 
Conft.  How!     (Riftng.) 

Sir  Harry.  1  know  htm  for  a  villain !  a  bafe,  deep, 
artful  villain !— The  tale  will  fure  provoke  a  tear,  though 

for 
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for  my  forrows.  (She  jits  again.)  At  my  good  father's 
death,  my  young  heart  ftill  big  with  woe,  I  was  fent 
forth  into  a  ftrange  world,  my  little  all,  a  younger  bro- 
ther's fcanty  pittance— friendless,  forfaken,  deftitute  ;  no 
bofom  then  was  open  to  my  tears,  no  hand  {Iretched 
forth  to  dry  them ;  the  fneer  of  contempt,  and  the  fnarl 
cf  obloquy,  purfued  each  faultering  ftep.-  But  when  I 
Succeeded  to  :he  title,  and — 

Conjl.  Title !  are  you  then  Sir  Harry  Cecil  ?— Gra- 
cious heaven  I      (With  rapture.) 

Sir  Harry.  I  am ;  thefe  papers  will  confirm  it  (Giver 
papers.) 

Confi.  Proceed,  proceed! 

Sir  Harry.  My  brother  was  fcar«ly  cold  m  his  grave, 
when  a  whole  herd  (tunned  me  with  congratulation ; 
nay,  the  very  men  who  had  tutor  'd  their  menial  fervants 
to  infult  me,  were  now  my  flaves.  Twas  too  much. 
Difguft,  fufpirion,  took  pofleftion  of  my  foul,  tainted 
every  object,  and  poifoned  every  fource  of  hlifs.  Still, 
I  had  a  heart  alive  to  (oft  fenfation  ;  warm  to  wiih,  yet 
trembling  even  at  its  own  withes.  In  this  flate  Montague 
found  me,  crept  into  the  fecret  receffes  of  my  foul,  and 
fed  its  wild  fuggeftions  with  a  fantaftic  hope,  which,  in 
the  phrenzy  of  romance,  I  haftily  purfued. 

Confi.  Haftily  purfued  \  Your  (engagements  to  Har- 
riet then  are  decilive  i 

Sir  Harry.  Engagements  to  Harriet !  I  know  of  none. 
Do  you  then  condescend  to  take  an  intcreft^— 

Cetift.  An  intereft !  —I  mull  conceal  my  emotion.  (Afide.) 
Alas,  alas !  that  common-fenfe  mould  have  To  obfcurM 
my  underftanding.     Poor  Ample  girl !    I  never  once  fuf- 

pefled — fo  far  from  keeping  pace The  flights  of  you 

great  fouls  are  above  the  reach  of  our  humble  comore- 
henlion  ;  you  arc  certainly  a  different  fpecies—— Heaven 
keep  me  from  intermeddling. 
.  Sir  Harry.  Madam,  madam !   I  am  ill  difpofed  to  rail- 
lery ; 
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lety  !    it  was  my  doty  to  tell  you  this  man  is  311  im- 
Jioftor. 

Cenft.  Why  was  this  impoftor  clothed  in  every  gay 
Alhtrcment  to  attraft  the  eye  ?  I  am  a  woman,  Sir,  and 
.own  my  fei's  foible.  My  heart  has  fallen  a  victim  to 
this  high-flewn  fcheme  -,  yes,  Cecil — has  fallen  a  victim. 
This  fond  exultation  mud  betray  its  fecret  fprings,  and— 

Sir  Horry.  Did  I  hear  right  ?  Cecil  I  did  you  call  me 
Cecil? 

Canfi.  FQiawt  this  change  of  name  confutes  me  ;  your 
real  lituation  will  loon  be  made  known. 
■    Sir  Harrys  I  would  not  fubnvit  to  another  inftant's  de- 
lay for <■ 

■  Coit/h  Bull  infift,  Sir — I  claim  it  as  a  right — that  the 
deception  be  firft  revealed  by  me,  and  not  before  my 
union.  Nay,  do  not  Hart !  you  have,  I  thank  you,  given 
me  wherewithal  to  cpmmand  your  a  fieri  t. 

Sir  Harry.  Impoflible  1  Can  I  be  acceflary  to  your 
marriage  with  a  villain  ? 

Confk  There,  now !  I  fee  no  villany.  While  you 
came  in  full  prefumptuous  hope,  that  the  tranfeendant 
qualities  of  your  fuperlc*  mind  were  all-fufikient,  of 
themfelves  to  arrogate  diftindion,'  his  modeft  diffidence 
bluihed  at  its  pretenfions,  fought  all  means  to  win  the 
notice  of  the  maid  he  loved — Title,  fortune,  all  the 
pride  and  pomp  of  birth,  your  vanity  difdain'd,  he  prig'd 
as  gems  to  court  her  eye.. 

Sir  Harry.  Which,  now  they  arc  rcftored  to  the  right 
owner,  fervc  but  to  throw  the  ftroftger  light  on  his  ob- 
fcuriry. 

Cmjk  Well,  Sir,  and  what  then  ? 

Sir  Harry.  What  then,  madam !  the  influence  they 
gave— 

Conjl.  Has  ftruck,  perhaps,  too  deep  for  any  change  of 

time  or  circumftance  to  {hake.     It  is  my  feat's  character, 

win  but  oox  hearts,  no  matter  how,  and  we  are  wholly 

your*.     Once  touch  the,  tender  fenfibilities,  the  warm, 

H  empalfioncd 
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empafiioncd  feelings  that  play,  about  our  breaft,  no  cold 
reflection  chills  the  generous  erithufiafm  :  Love  reigrta 
fupreme  ! — This,  Sir,  you  might  have  known,  and  come 
an  humble  fuitoi  for  that  love  ;  not  with  an  eaftcra  prido, 
as  to  a  haram.  ■  [Exit. 

Sir  Harry.  Conftance  !  Conftance !— — She  is  gone.--- 
How  truly  contemptible  do  I  appear  !  Hatrict  too  !  'tis 
plain  they  all  think  me  under  engagements  to  her,  and 
yet  there  was  an  indelicacy  in  her  behaviour  when  Con* 
ftance  came  in,  that  almoft— — J  dare  not  think  of  it. 
The"  die  is  caft !  Honour,  your  impulfe  ihall  be  obey'd* 
though  by  the  facrilice  of  every  future  hope.  [Exit. 


SCENE.    A  Room. 
Enter  Lord  Wage,  Montague,  and  Conftance. 

Lord  Vtfage. 

I  TELL  you,  Ccftftance,  this  veil  of  fafhion  is  but  s 
laboured  fyltem  of  the  ranked,  barefaced  falfehood. 

Con/?.  What,  my  Lord"!  would  you  be  barbarous' 
enough  to  detect  an  icy  apathy'  amidft  the  estafies  of 
your  friends  at  feeing  you  ?  an  envious  fncer  in  the  rap- 
tures of  congratulation ;  or  the  fnarl  of  malignity  ui  a 
compliment  of  condolence  ? 

Lord  Vif-  There  it  is  :,  an  elafticity  of  feature  ii  fub- 
ftttutcd  for  the  genuine  play  of  the  paflions.  Is  it  not, 
Sir  Harry? 

Mont.  I  fear  fo  indeed,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Vif.  And,  even  in  age,  the  grimace  of  f.ifliiori  is" 
adopted,  inftead  of  the  fmlle  of  nature. 

: '.C*J.- 
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Confi.  In  age  f  Pardon  me,  my  Lord ;  I  have  feen 
countenances  where  Heaven  has  only  ufed  the  hand  of 
time  to  mellow  the  expreffion  of  its  own  benignity.  As 
for  the  young,  Sir  Harry's  fources  of  information  are 
fo  much  more  extenfive. 

Lard  Vif.  The  young  ?  Where  will  you  find  them  ? 
The  diftiniVion  is  forgot,  and  this  link  of  the  chain  loft. 
Boys  and  men  are  the  only  dramatis  per/ana  of  the  pre- 
feu't  day  ;  old  at  twenty,  libertines  at  threefcore. 

Mont.  Old  at  twenty  ?  Nay,  my  Lord,  modern  educa- 
tion trains  for  the  labours  of  a  Hercules. 

Lord  Vif.  While  the  elegant  accomplifhments  of  the 
gentleman  are  negle&ed. 

Confi.  No,  no,  my  Lord ;  the  inventive  fpirit  of  the 
times  has  contrived  to  blend  the  moll  oppofite  purfuits. 
We  ftlll  read ;  but  letters  keep  pace  with  politics.  Ex- 
pedition is  the  motto  of  our  day j  a  man  of  fafhion  flcims 
over  the  fciences  with  the  fame  velocity  he  drives  his' 
phaeton  and  fix. 

Mont.  True, -madam;  the  libraries  of  his  anceflors 
are  held  in  the  fame  myfterious  reverence  as  the  groves 
of  the  ancient  druids :  unwieldy  folios  are  left  to  doze 
uridiftutbed  on  the  fhelf,  while  their  concentrated  eflence 
courts  his  bufy  eye  in  the  Aim  pamphlet  or  modeft:  duo- 
decimo.— If  I  can  but  keep  them  in  the  ahftraet,  I  lhall 
th.—  fjjde.) 

Confi.  Nay;  nay,  to  fay  the  truth,  I  am  half  a  convert 
to  the  fyftem  myfelf ;  for  while  the  grofler  particles  natu- 
rally fall  to  the  bottom  foryou  dull  heavy  plodders,  the  light 
airy  ones,  cleared  of  their  rubbifli,  float  on  the  furface 
for  us  who  flutter  round  the  zenith  of  polite  literature. 
.  Lord  Vif.  And.  whofe  knowledge  is  a  ftrange  olio  of 
fuperficial—— 

Confi.  Nay,  nay,  my  Lord !  when  a  beautiful,  well- 
varied  profpecT:  meets  the  eye,  few  people  trouble  them- 

ftlves  with  either  the  depth  or  goodnefs  of  the  foil. ■ 

-H.8  Apropos 
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Apropos  of  profpcft,    I  hare  heard,  Sir  Harry,  a  melt 
delightful  defcription  of  your  feat  in  Berkfhirc.  ■ 

Lord  Vif,  And  a  true  one.  I  know  it  well — a  pailc  of 
how  many  acres,  Sir  Harry  ? 

Mont.  Why  really,  my  Lord,  I  cannot  exactly  charge 
my  memory — fo,  fo— it's  a-coming. —  (Afuk.) 

Conft.  Blefs  me.  BerkJhire  did  I  fay?— I  meant  Buck- 
ioghamfhire. 

Mont.  You  faid  Buckinghamshire,  I  think— at  Icaft  I 
undcrllood  Buckinghamfliire. 

Lord  Vif,  Natural  enough,  for  you  know  the  Berk- 
(hire  eftate  went  to  a  diftant  part  of  the  family, 

Mont.  It  did  fo,  my  Lord. 

Conft.  No  wonder  you  could  not  charge  your  memory 
with  that— but  of  this,  no  doubt,  you  are  better  in- 
formed. 

Lord  Vif  Aye,  let  us  hear  of  this.  Sir  Harry ;  J  never 
was  there  in  my  life. 

Mont.  Then  I  may  venture  —  (Aftde)—.  A  tolerably  ex* 
,   tenfive  domain — no  want  of  wood  or  water. 

Lord  Vif.  That  is  very  lucky,  as  the  want  of  water 
ufed  to  be  a  general  complaint  in  that  country. 

Mont.  Ufcd  to  be— you  are  right,  my  Lord— but  'tis 
no  longer  fo  now.  Art  every-where  ufurps  the  rights  of 
nature.    The  canals,  you  know,  my  Lord,  the  canals— 

Conft,  True,  Sir  Harry,  I  congratulate  you  on  th* 
great  advantage  that  mult  thence  accrue  to  your  pro* 
petty. 

Mcnt.  'Sdeath,  I  muft  talk  them  dumb— (Jftde)— The 
ftreams  of  PaQolus  have  abfolutcly  deluged  the  country  \ 
a  noble  piece  of  water  meanders  at  the  extremity  of  the. 
lawn,  and  lofts  itfelf  in  the  thick  foliage  of  a  wood, 
whofc  fliaggy  main  o'erhangsr ; — 

Conft.  But  it's  extent,  Sir  Harry,  it's  extent  ? 
-  Mont.  Madam  -Oh,  it's  extent— Why  really,  to  fay' 
the  truth,  I  leave  theft?  things  wholly  to  my  fteward— an. 
honeit  fellow,  grown  grey  in  the  fcrvice. 

Lord 
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Lord  Vif.  Grown  grey  in  the  fervicel  Nay,  Sir  Harry, 
that  cannot  be.  Twas  my  old  fri rod's  pride  to  be  hi» 
own  ftrward. 

Mora.  Was  ever  fellow  fo  baited  l~(Jfide) — True,  my 
Lord,  you  are  right.  I  remember  he  was  his  own  rew- 
ard— to  the  eftate  he  lived  on. 

Conft.  You  don't  think  one  head,  my  Lord,  could-be 
equal  to  the  whole  of  Sir  Harry's  immenfe  concerns. 

Enter  Tony. 

Tony.  The  lawyers  are  below,  my  Lord,  with  the  con- 
tractions ;  and  Captain  Montague  has  been  feeking  ypu 
every  where,  Sir, — and  defires  to  lee  you  immediately,— 
(to  Montague.) 

Lord  Vif.  Ib  he  not  yet  gone  ?     Ah,  Conftancc,  if  you.  . 
knew  the  refined  delicacy  of  Sir  Harry's  behaviour r 

Mont*  Ah,  my  Lord,  I'll  come  immediately.    ' 

[Exit  Tony. 

Lord  Vif.  What  diffidence !  I  remember  my  promife 
• — but  if  he  (lays  another  hour,  it's  forfeit.  You  will  find 
us  with  the  law  yers. 

Mont.  Every  moment's  delay  cheats  me  of  fo  much 
happinefs  If  his  Lordfhip  did  not  take  ten  times  more 
pains  to  deceive  himfelf  than  I  oan  to  deceive  him,-  mine 
would  be  but  a  forry  chance,  in  fpite  of  the  Cecil  nofe— « 
(.AJide  at  he  goes  effl  J  . 

Lord  Vif.  Conftance,  how  unhacknied  he  is  tn  thefe 
matters ;  and  yet  he  adores  you — never  faw  the  fyrap- 
toms  fo  ftrong. 

Conft.  Nor  I  indeed,  my  Lord ;  poor  man,  his  me- 
mory feems  to  fail  him.  I  believe  I  muft  put  an  end  to 
his  fuit  to  fave  his  eftate.  Why  he  could  Scarcely  recol- 
lect in  which  county  it  lay. 

Lord  Vif.  There  is  a  compliment !— did  I  not  fay  he  was 

unhacknied  in  thefe  matters  ?  Why,  in  general,  the  eftate 

is  the  only  thing  they  do  recoiled.    OJv  I  wilh  Lavattr 

could  fee  him  I  {Exit.. 

SCENE. 
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SCENE.     A  Room  -with  Materials  for  Painting,  tv% 
jidt  Reoms%  and  a  Ctofit. 

■  Grotefque  and  Lady  ~Pzmck  Jiated.     Grotefque  with  a 

Manufcripi  in  his  hand. 
'  Lady  Panici.  And  now,  Grotefque,  \  am  to  enter  in 
boy's  clothes. 

Grot.  Hold,  my  Lady,  I  don't  think  that  laft  exit 
pointed,  enough,—-  ail  exit  fhould  always  he  pointed — I 
Rave  it — a  damme— Your  damme  is  to  Comedy,  what 
ine  glance  at  the  Pit  is  to  Tragedy — but  when  you  print' 

indeed 

Lady  Panici.  Oh,  I'll  print  it  in  itah'eks,  and  one  half 
Of  the  world  will  think  there  is  a  point,  if  they  would  be 
at  the  trouble  of  fearching  for  it ;  and  the  other  half  will 
not  be  at  the  trouble  of  thinking  about  it  at  all.  Well 
(hen,  I  am  to  enter  in  boy's  clothes — bye  the  bye,  I  don't 
much  like  that  incident —  'tis  unnatural. 

■  Grot.  Unnatural !  and  what  then?  Has  It  not  effect  T 
Nothing  done  without  it — the  heroine  in  boy's  clothes  is 
as  efieutial  to  modern  Comedy,  as  the  three  unities  to  the, 
old. 

Lady  Paniek.  Modern !  Why  you  do  not  mean  to  in- 
sinuate that  I  write'  for  the  prefent  day— you  will  not  ac- 
cofc  me  of  fuch  egregious  folly — no,  Sir,  'tis  pofterity1 
muft  do  me  juftice. 

Grot.  True  •,  but  untefs  your  Ladyihtp  pays  turn-' 
pikes,  you'll  be  Hopped  on  the  road  •,.  betides,  it  admits 
an  entire  new  plot,  unconnected  with  what  preceded; 
'  and  really  the  attempt  at  interefthg  an  audience  in  one' 
fiinple  ftory,  for  five  long  acts,  mult  be  clafled  among 
the  infolent  pretenfions  of  antiquity,  and  certainly  can-" 
riot  be  charged  on  your  Ladyfhip. 

Lady  Panici.  Right,  right.  Ah,  Grotefque,  were  all 
critics  like'  you,  how  enviable  would  be  the  feelings  of  an 
author ! 

Grot. 
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■,    Grrt.  Ah,  my  Lady,  were  all  writers  like  you,  how 
pkafing  would  be  the  tak,of  criurifrnl 

Enter  Tony. 

Tony.  I  beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  Lady  Pet.  has  fent  twice 
to  have  her  monkey  painted  before  you  leave  the  coun- 
try. He  is  in  high  fpirits,  bit  the  doctor's  ear, '  and 
flung  his  phytic  at  the  chaplain — and  my  mailer  is  com- 
ing up.  v 

Lady  P&kici;  Tour  mutter  coming  up  ?— he  does  not 
know  of  my  being  here. 

Tony.  No,  my  Lady,  I  thought  Mr.  Grotefque  was  alone. 

Lady  Panick.  Shew  him  up  by  all  means— and  not  a 
word  that  1  am  here.  [Exit  Tony.]  Do  but  conceal  me 
where  I  can  fee  arid  hear— remember  he  is  a  market! 
man,  aud  draw  him  out  as  much  as  po{fible— I  woold  cot 
lofe  a  word. 

Grot.  Never  fear,  my  Lady,  never  fear. 
'  Lady  Panki;  My  Comedy  was  damned,  was  it,  good, 
fwect  Sir  Paul !  who  will  chew  the  cud  next,  my  dear  ? 
(Goes  into-ajidi  room.) 

Grot.  If  I  don't  fqueeze  fomcthing  tight  from  this-' 

Enter  Sir  Paul.  ; 

I  am  really  flattered,  Sir  Paul,  by  your  viHt  to  my  room-—. 
you  find  me  very  bufy. 

Sir  Paul.  Aye,  about  me— I  thought  fo— plague  feize 
his  expedition  !—  he  looks  one  of  your  dry  facetious  fel- 
lows—a droll. dog,  I'll  be  fworrt.  Oh,  I  have  a  rooted 
antipathy  to  a  droll  dog.  Such  cannibals  Diould  be  hunted  , 
from  every  civilized  Hate. — It  won't  anfwer.  Remem- 
ber I  tell  you  as  a  friend ;  not  that  I  value  being  made 
ridiculous — but  I  Should  be  lorry  to  fee  you  plunged  into 
expence  ;  and  take  my  word,  it  will  not  anfwer. 

■Grot.  Not  anfwer?  -I'll  bet  you  are  through  fix  edi- 
tions before  the  end  of  the  week.     "Why,  Sir,  I  inean_ 
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to-,  run  you  againft  a  fcurrilous  Pamphlet,  or  a  new 
Opera. 

Sir  Paul.  Mine— a  mere  common  face ! 

Grot.  Common!  why,  Sir,  'tis  a  fund—  every  featurt 
an.  annuity.    Shall  I  referve  you  fome  proofs  I 

Sir  Paul,  My  face  a  fund  ?—  Zounds,  Sir,  I  have  no 
Face.  My  features  annuities  ? — Zounds,  Sir,  I  haven't  a 
feature. 

Grot.  Pure  modefty,  Sir  Paul  (  pure  modefty  !  Do 
yourfelf juft-ice.     Only  wait  till  you  fee  the  proofs,. 

Sir  Paul.  Extract  mirth  from  me — gold  from  lead  as 
loon.  I  defy  your  art  to  hammer  out  a  fpark— nothing 
eccentric  about  me. 

Grot.  I  tell  70H,  Sir,  to  a  Carkaturift— you  are  a  mint 
pf  eccentricities— I  only  hefitate  which  to  coin  £rft. 

Sir  Paul.  An  empty,  unmeaning— look  at  me  again, 
Sir. 

Grot.  The  more  I  look.— . 

Sir  Paul.  Obftinate  thief—  (AJuk)— A  broad  vacant 
fore— a 

Grot.  Gad,  I  never  noticed  that  before — fublinie  in- 
deed 1 

Sir  Paul.  The  hang-dog — (JfidtJ-~Hitk  ye,  you  have 
heard  of  a  profecution  i 

Grot.  Eh  I  What,  you'll  profecute— the  very  thing  I 
WiJh.    Ill  pay  your  expences. 

Sir  Paul.  This  in  a  free  country !— (AjitU)-~ Nay  then* 
a  man  fo  difinterefted,  it  would  be  a  fhame  he  fhould  lofe 
.-(Ofer/apurfi.) 

Grot.  Ah,  Sir,  there  you  hit  me.  Every  man  has  his" 
foible.     Difintereftednefs  is  mine.     (Takes  the  money.) 

Sir  Paul.  My  wife,  indeed — if  you  had  thought  of 
her — Ihe  is  worth  doing— a  choice  non-defcrfpt — her 
itch  for .  plays— fair  game — a  noble  opening — think  of 
that. 

Grot.  What  your  wife— hulh,  hulh— (fii/B*g  «  lough 

and  drevAngbim  toiuafd:  the  mom  where  Lady  Panick  itj— 

I  Would 
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I  would  not  have  her  lofc  a  word— (Afide)  — your  wtfe? 
you  fay — ■■■ 

Sir  Paul.  Has  ftie  not  dramatized  me  ?  Have  I  not  run 
the  gauntlet'  from  play  to  farce  ?  Am  I  not  food  for  every 
hungry  author  flie  brings  to  my  houfe  ?— cut  up  by  her 
and  her  ragged  troop,  my  gait  mimicked,  and  my  man- 
ners ap'd.  (Lady  Pantck  laugh.)  Eh  !  what  noife  is 
that  ?  Twas  my  wife's  voice.  I  would  not  have  her  find 
me  here — I  mould  never  hear  the  lafl;  of  it — (Going  out  at 
the  door  he  came  in  at—StrHarrf  and  Montague  are  heard 
JiJputing:)-i-TLh'\  Zounds,  I  am  befet— fellows  hid  to 
fcetch  me— -I  (hall  be  flayed  alive. 

Grot,  Here,  Sir  j  here  is  a  clofet. 

Sir  JPhtd.  I  mail  be  Squeezed  f°  death  in  this  mummy- 
cafe — if  you  hear  a  wheezing,  burft  the  door  at  any  rate 
—or,  egad,  I  may  trot  off  in  a  fit.     (Goes  in.  J 

Grot.'- Captain  Montague,  by  all  that  is  mifchievous  1 
Come'  to'revenge  himfelf  for  that  curfed  note.  He  feems 
fai  an_  infernal  rage — 'Gad,  I  don't  like  my  Gmatiori 
either."'  "1  '   "'  . 

Lady  Patrick}  (Peeping.).  Hift!  Hift!  Don't  take  Sir 
Paul  'fe*t  wait  fome  inftru&ions  from  me,  and  I'll 
help  joic  to  fuch  a' delicious  trait — (Sir  Paul  peeps— fit 
Jhuisthi •  ioorr) 

Sir  Paul.  Grotefque,  Grotefque '  I  am  half  fuftbcated. 
Difpatchrier  Ladyfliip  foon— ihe  is  plaguily  long-winded — 
and  you  lhall  have  a  hit  at  her,  will  make  your  fortune. 

5a-  Harry.  (Without.)  Now  that  I  have  found  you, 
Sir,— (Sir  Paul  Jhuts  his  door.) 

Grot.  Zounds,  he  means  me.  Ill  get  out  of  the  way 
too.  [£x>t  into  another  clofet. 

Enter  Sir  Harry  and  Montague. 
Sir  Harry.  Whither  does  this  conduit  lead  ?— you  can- 
not -think  that  t  will  fuffer  the  family  to  be  fo  far  impofed 
on. 

•'•  I  Mont, 
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Mont.  Upon  my  foul,  Sir,  as  I  have  not  the  gift  of 
divination,  it  is  impofliblc  for  me  to  guefs  how  far  you 
chufe  the  family  ftiou Id  be  impaled  on. 

Sir  Harry.  This  is  no  feafon,  Sir,  for  raillery.  They 
tell  me  you  have  offered  your  hand  to  Mils  Evelyn. 

Meat.  I  have. 

Sir  Harry.  And  as  Sir  Harry  Cccil-^— 

Mont.  Moft  affurcdly. 

Sir  Harry.  How  f  do  you  confefs  it. 

Mont.  To  be  ferious  then— I  have  liftened  tamely  to 
you,  Sir ;  and  now  hear  me — Difgufted  with  the  world, 
— no  matter  how — this  ftrange  wild  fcheme  fafcuuted 
your  imagination.  In  the  confidence  of  friendftup  you 
eritrufted  it  to  me-  Unhappily  the  impulfe  of  affection 
overcame  the  ftubbornnefe  of  principle. 

Sir  Harry.  Pfliaw ! 

Mont.  Well,  Sir,  I  yielded.  You  took  the  name  of 
Montague,  and  came  M  throw  the  handkerchief.  I  fol- 
'  lowed,  the  humble  inftrument  of  your  delign — the  mere 
creature  of  your  caprice — and  as  you  feemed  particular 
in  your  attentions  to  Mifs  Harriet— nay,  I  may  be  mis- 
taken, but  the  whole  family  thought  fo  as  well  as  my- 
felf — mine,  in  pure  complacency  — for  (he  was  then  be- 
trothed to  Vifage— were  directed  to  Mifs  Evelyn  j— too 
hite  I  felt  my  own  imprudence — this  flight  diitinftion, 
which  I  meant  merely  as  a  tribute  to  the  fez,  foon  grew 
into  paflion  for  her. 

Sir  Harry.  Hold,  Sir,  what  then  was  meant  by  your 
offer  to  Harriet  ? 

Mont.  That  was  damned  unlucky,  to  be  lure  (Afifa.) 
Vifage  was  expe&ed  every  inftant ;  I  was  defperate ; 
what  fliall  I  fay  ?  have  I  not  told  you  that  I  loved  ?  nay, 
dart  not ;  you  know  it  is  impofliblc  to  fee  and  not  -to  love 
her;  (Sir  Harry  fight.)  but  further  ftilL,  ihc  returns  my 
love,  and  can  you  then  expect,  that  in  the  zenith  of  my 
hope,  juft  as  I  fee  my  Couftan.ee  faille— — 

Sir 
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Sir  Harry.  Conftance  knows  of  the  deception, 

Mont.  Damnation!  I  almoft  feared  as  much  from  her 
behaviour. 

Sir  Harry,  I  myfelf  revealed  it  j  but  in  juftice  I  mult 
add,  that  her  intentions  towards  you  were  ftill  the  lame. 

Mutt.  Is  it  poffible  !  Come,  there  is  an  honefty  in  that 
confeflion  has  fubdued  my  anger,  and  ■  -  - 

Sir  Harry.  I  know  not  how  to  a& this  bill  of  Gro- 

tefquc's  has  already  rais'd  fufpicion. 

Mont.  The  rafcal  I  but  fincc  Conftance—. 

Sir  Harry.  What  will  Sir  Paul  fay  ? 

Mont.  Pihaw!  Sir  Paul  U  a  fretful  pufillanimout  animal, 
that  may  eafily  be  frightened  into  terms. 

Sir  Harry.  Then,  my  Lady— f j«if/  hit  forehead.  J 

Mont.  Sooner  dill— —your  pretenders  to  wit  are  the 
vericft  afles  in  the  whole  ccconomy  of  the  creation. 

Lady  Pariiri,  (rujbing  out.  J  I  can  hold  no  longer.  Pre- 
tenders to  wit !  am  I  a  pretender  ?  (Montague  turning  to 
avoid  her,  meets  Sir  Paul,  and  fit  turns  to  Sir  Harry.) 

SirPau/t  (rufiingout.)  A  fretful puEllanimouj  animal! 
Am  I  fretful  ?  am  I  pufillanimous  ?  (Montague  turning 
to  avoid  Sir  Paul,  meets  Grotefque,  and  Sir  Paul  turns  H  Sir 
Harry.)  % 

Grot,  (rufiingout.)  Arafcall  callme rafcal?  (To Mont.) 
hut  I'll  be  revengM  ;  for  though  you  feem  a  little  confusM 
as  to  your  identity,  you  acknowledged  the  bill}  I  can  bring 
witnencs  to  prove  you  acknowledged  the  bill.  (To  Sir 
Harry.) 

Sir  Paul.  Pfliaw !  can  you  bring  witnefles  to  prove  them 
able  to  pay  it? don't  you  fee  they  arc  arrant  adventu- 
rers both?  I  always fufpe&ed  them. 

LadyPanick.  To  attempt  to  palm  fo  ftale  a  plot  on 
mt—(as  Sir  Harry  is  going  to /peak.) 

Enter  Lord  Vifage  and  Conftance. 
Lord  Vif.  Eh  !  how?  is  not  that  rafcal  gone  yet?  Sir 
Harry,  what  do  you  mean  i 

la  £*& 
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Lady  Patrick.  Sir  Harry,  a  pretty  blunder  you  have  led 
jis  into the  Cecil  nofe  indeed! 

Sir  Paul.  Nothing  but  your  damn'd  family  likenels 
could  have  fet  ray.  fulpiciona  alleep. 

Lord  Vtf.  What  the  devil  is  all  this  ? 

Enter  Harriet. 

Lady  Pan.  (to  her.)  So,  madam  !  are  you  come  ?  jot* 
had  feen  Sir  Harry  frequently  at  your  father's,  forfooth  !. , 

Sir  Harry.  What  do  I  hear  ?  (he  mull  have  known  tho 
whole  then,  and  I 

Sir  Paul.  To  be  fure  (lie  did  —a  grateful  return  for  our 
kindnefs ! 

Lady  Panici.  Then  my  friend  Lady  Rant}  that.flie 
fiiould  ferve  roe  fuch  a  trick  !  they  brought  letters  from, 
her. 

Sir  Paul.  Oh  dear,  Lady  Rant !  (he  is  a  wit,  you  know, 
and,  I  dare  fay,  thought  it  a  devilifh  good  thing  to  intro- 
duce a  couple  of  adventurers  into  the  family  of  her  friend. 

Lord  Vif.  (taking  hit  glafs,  and  looking  at  Mont.)  Eh  ! 
how  ?  what  i  what !  a  couple  of  adventurers  1 

Confi.  Yes,  my  Lord,  and  there  (pointing  to  Sir  Hafry) 
is  the  more  daring  of  the  two— ^one  who  adventures  at  the 
heart  i  and  with  fuch  happy  (kill,  that  all  the  little  foft  reT 
Qoaiients  of  my  fex  are  (hamed  -to  filence,  and  every  paf- 
lion  of  my  foul  ru  flies  ia  eager  exultation  to  confsfs  their 
ftvereign  lord  and  matter. — Sir  Harry  Cecil,  there  are 
proofs,  (gives  papers.)  My  Cecil !  I  have  not  learnt  tQ 
repay  confidence  with  ingratitude,  or. think  the  worfe  of 
a  generous  -mind  for  thinking  too  well  of  me  (To  Mon- 
tague ant/Harriet.) — Say,  Cecil,  can  you — will  you  pardon 
me  thefe  moments  of  anxiety ;  neceflary  as  they  feemed 
for  the  punifliment  of  vitlany,  and  the  full  poflcflion  of 
our  hopes  ? 

Sir  Harry,  (throwing  him/elf  on-  his  knees.)  It  was  your 

generous  interference  theii Am  I  awake  ?  'tis  fure  a 

a  dream.  ; 

Mont. 
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Meit.  Well,  Harriet,  your  hand  then,  fince  fate  will 
have  it  fo  ;  and  let  us  leave  fo  exqulfite  a  gtottpe  to-th* 
refined  contemplation  of  Sir  Harry'*  talent  at  deception, 
and  his  Lordfliip's  at  nice  difcriminatkm. 

/frr.  Or,  if  you,  my  Lady,  of  the  generous  fentimeiKi 
you  fo  liberally  commit  to  paper,  had  put  one  in  practice, 
and  treated  me  ai  your  niece,  not  as  a  poor  dependant,  I 
fljould  never  have  been  tempted,  in  fearch  of  an  eftabUfh- 
ment,   to  forget  what  I  owe  myfelf  and  fex. 

tfont. 

Sir  Paul.  Nay,  then,  1  unent 

in  better  hands. 

Lady  Panick,  "What  do  muft 

infill  on  an  apology. 

Sir  Paul.    An  apology  llenge 

Lady  Pawl.  Pfliawr-r] 

Sir  Paul.  Will  you  aw 

Grot.  A  fretful,  puull:  wew 

his  words;   I  took  care  your 

friend.     How  I  envy  you  i 

Sir  Paul.  Eh !— how  ?— what  ? 

Lady  Panick.  So  glorious  an  opportunity  of  wiping  off 
the  afperfion— — 

Grot.  Any  man  may  do  .away  an  imputation  on  hi* 

courage. Oh  !   I  would  he  had  caljed  me  coward:— 

but  rafcal !  it's  not  fo  eafy  to  do  away  that.  ' 

Sir  Paul.  Very  true,  very  true  ;  but  d e  if  I  fight. 

Grot.  The  words,  Sir  Paul !  only  confider  the  words : 
I  took  care  to  note  them  down  as  your  friend. 

Lady  Panick.  *«  A  fretful,  pufillanimous  animal  !"■  -— 
only  think  of  that,  my  dear ;  only  think  of  that. 

Sir  Paul.  Don't  think  to'  wheedle  me  into  an  a£t  of 
defperation— I  am  not  to  be  fo  cajol'd — You  (hall  not  fet 

me  up  to  be  fired  at  like  a  Shrove-Tuefday  cock. 1 

fhould  not  mind  if  it  was  as  it  ufed  to  be an  early 

walk  up  Conftitution-hill,  a  round  of  the  Ring,  and  then 


sized  ^  Google 


Ca  FALSE   COLDURS. 

to  rolls  and  butter  at  a  coffee-houfe, But  it's  no(  fo 

now* — your  long  double-barrelled  piftoht,  with  a  bore 
for  a  three-pounder}  and^then  your  hair-triggers  go  off 

at  the  fmcll  of  powder  ! Egad,;  modern  duelling  has 

put  filicide  out  of  fafhion.— I-  till  .you;  again,  dsi^iU  if 
I  fight.  v     •'*      .  *i 

Lord  Vif.  Ah,  Sir  Harry,  if  I  had  but  feep  that  mole, 

or  the  dimple  in  youa  chin But  I  was  caught  by  that 

fellow's  curfed  nofe. 

,  Grit:  Aye*,  my  Lord,  they  certainly  changed  nofes  as; 
WejtL  as characters. 
■y  Ctmfi.  But  who  is  this  Montague  ? 
'  fyrJiarry.  1  knew  him  at  wllege-^-and,  on  my  return 
from  abroad,  he  won  »y  confidence  by  a  pretended  zeal 
*o  fefire  me — which'  wore  the  air  of  difmtereftednefs,  as 
lie  artfully  concealed  his  knowledge  of  my  brother's 
death. 

Confl.  And  then,  you  know,  he  never  read  Lavater,  my 
Lord-  /  -«g 

;   Sir  Pa&I.  No,  no.  Come,  come,  my  Lord,  you  give  up 
yourfyftem?/r*LerrfVifage.) 

Conft,  Give  up  his  fyftem  !  Heaven  forbid!  Tis  yours, 
Sj  Paul-— 'tis  mine — we  are  all  phyiiognomifts ;  you  have 
made  us  fo.  (To  the  audience*)  In  your  countenances  we 
have  ever  traced  that  candour  and  indulgence  which 
jbftens  the.wgid  fentence  of  critichm,  and  welcomes  an: 
endeavour  to  plcafe,  with  the  kind  fuffrage  of  partial 
friendfbip. 
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P    R    O   L    O    G    V   E. 

BY    THE    AUTHOR. 

Spoken    by    Mr.    WOODWARD    and 
Mr.    QUIC.K. 

Enter  Serjeant  at  Law,   and  Attorney  following^ 
and  giving  a  Paper. 

Strj.  \XT^A"^'S  facre— a  vile  cramp  hand!  I  cannot 

"Without  my  fpe£lacles.     Att.  He  means  his  fee. 

Nay,  Mr.  Serjeant,  good  Sir,  try  again.     [Gives  money; 

Strj.  The  (crawl  improves  [mere]  O  come,  'tis  pretty 
plain. 
Hey !  how's  this  *— Dibble  f — Jure  it  cannot  be  ! 
A  Pdet's  Brief !  A  Poet  and  a  Fee  ! 

Att.  Yea,  Sir ! — tho*  you  without  Reward,  I  know, 
Would  gladly  plead  the  mufes  caufe — (Serf.)  So— So! 
And  if  the  Fee  offends — your  wrath  fhould  fall 
On  me— (Sery.)  Dear  Dibble  no  offence  at  all — - 

Att.  Some-Sons  of  Phcebus— in  the  Courts  we  meet, 

Strj,  And  fifty  Sons  of  Phcebus  in  the  Fleet ! 

Att.  Nor  pleads  he  worfc,  who  with  a  decent  fprig 
Of  Bays— adorns  his  legal  wafte  of  wig. 

Strj.  Full-bottom 'd  Heroes  thus,  on  figns,  unfurl 
A  leaf  of  laurel— in  a  grove  of  curl ! 
Vet  tell  your  Client,  that,  in  adverfe  days, 
This  Wig  is  warmer  than  a  bufli  of  Bays. 

Att.  Do  you  then,  Sir,  my  Client's  place  fupply, 
Profufe  of  robe,  and  prodigal  of  tye— — 

A  a  D» 
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Do  you,  with  all  thofc  bluQung  pow'rs  of  face,  1 

And  wonted  bafliful  hefitating  grace,  V 

Rife  in  the  Court,  and  flourish  on  the  Cafe.  J 

[Exit. 

Serj.    For    practice    then    fuppofe — this    Brief   will 

fhew  it, 

Me,  Serjeant  #Wtw;fi£— Counfel  for  the  Poet. 

Us'd  to  the  ground — I  know  'tis  hard  to  deal 

With  this  dread  Court,  from  whence  there's  no  appeals 

No  Tricking  here,  to  blunt  the  edge  of  Law, 

Or,  damn'd  in  Eq uity— efcape  by  Flaw : 

But  Judgment  given— jtur  Sentence  muft  remain  j 

— No  Writ  of  Error  lies — to  Drury-lane  ! 

Yet  when  fo  kind  you  feem — 'tis  paft  difpute 
We  gain  fome  favour,  if  not  Cofls  of  Suit. 
No  fpleen  is  here  !  I  fee  no  hoarded  fury ; 
— I  think  I  never  fae'd  a  milder  Jury  ! 
Sad  elfe  our  plight !— where  frowns  are  tranfportatioh, 
A  hifs  the  gallows, — and  a  groan,  damnation! 
But  fuch  the  public  candour,  without  fear 
My  Client  waves  all  right  of  challenge  here. 
No  Newfmen  from  our  Seffion  is  difmifs'd, 
Nor  Wit  nor  Critic  we  fcratch  off  the  lift; 
His  faults  can  never  hurt  another's  eafe, 
His  crime  at  worft — a  had  attempt  to  pleafe : 
.  Thus,  all  refpecling,  he  appeals  to  all, 
And  by  the  general  voice  v/i\]  Jiand  or  fall. 
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BY.THE    AUTHOR. 

Spoken    on   the  Tenth  Night,   by   Mrs. 
BULKLET. 


GRANTED  our  Cauft,  our  fait  and  trial  o'er, 
.The  worthy  Serjeant  need  appear  no  more : 
In  pleating  I  a  different  Client  chute, 
He  ferv'd  the  Poet,— I  would  ferve  the  Muffe: 
Like  him,  I'll  try  to  merit  your  apptaufe, 
A  female  counfel  in  a  female's  caufe. 

Look  on  this  form*, — where  Humour  quaint  and  fly, 
Dimples  the  cheek,  and  points  the  beaming  eye; 
Where  gay  Invention  feems  to  boaft  its  wiles 
In  amorous  him,  and  half-triumphant  fmiles  ; 
While  her  light  maflcs  or  covers  Satire's  ftrokes, 
All  hides  the  confeious  blufh  her  wit  provokes. 
—Look  on  her  well— does  (he  feem  form'd  to  teach  ? 
Shou'd  you  expe£l  to  hear  this  lady— preach? 
Is  grey  experience  Anted  to  her  youth  i 
Co  fole'mn  fentiments  become  that  mouth  ? 
Bid  her  be  grave,  thofe  lips  fliould  rebel  prove 
To  every  theme  that  (landers  mirth  or  love. 
Yet  thus  adorn'd  with  every  graceful  art 
To  charm  the  fancy  and  yet  reach  the  heart        ■ 
Muft  we  difplace  her  ?     And  inftead  advance 
The  Goddefs  of  the  woeful  countenance — 
The  fentimcntal  Mufe !—  Her  emblems  view, 
The  Pilgrim's  Progrefs,  and  a  fprig  of  rue ! 
*  Pointing  to  tie  Figure  of  Comtdj. 

View 
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View  her— too  chafle  to  look  like  flefb  and  blood— * 
Primly  pourtray'd  on  emblematic  wood  ( 
There  fix'd  in  ufurpation  fhbu'd  the  ftand, 
She'll  match  the  dagger  from  her  filler's  hand : 
And  having  made  her  votaries  weep  a  find, 
Good  rieav'n  !  flie'll  end  her  Comedies  in  blood — 
Bid  Harry  Woodward  break  poor  Dunjiall's  crown! 
Imprifon  $vtti — and  knock  Jftd  SbuUr  down ; 
While  lad  Barfanii— weeping  o'er  the  fcene — 

Shall  flab  herfelf— or  poifon  Mrs.  Green. 

Such  dire  encroachments  to  prevent  in  time, 
Demands  the  Critic's  voice — the  Poet's  rhyme. 
Can  our  light  fcencs  add  firength  to  Holy  laws! 
Such  puny  patronage  but  hurts  the  caufe  : , 
Fair  Virtue  fcorns  our  feeble  aid  to  afk ; 
And  moral  truth  difdains  the  trick  Iter's  maftc. 
For  here  their  fav'rite  ftands*,  whofe  brow— fevere 
And  fad  -  claims  Youth's  refpefl,  and  Pity's  tear  j 
Who— when  opprefs'd  by  foes  her  worth  creates  — 
Can  point  a  poignard  at  the  Guilt  flic  hates. 

*  Pointing  to  Tragedy, 
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BY    THE    AUTHOR. 
Spoken    by   Mrs.    BULK  LEY. 


LADIES,  for  You— I  heard  our  Poet  ray— 
He'd  try  to  coax  Come  Moral  from  his  Play: 

*  One  moral's  plain— cried  I — without  more  fufsj 

*  Man's  fecial  happinefs  all  refts  on  Us — 

1  Thro'  all  the  Drama— whether  damn'd  or  not 

*  Love  gilds  the  Seine,  and  Women  guide  the  plot, 

*  From  ev'ry  rank,  obedience  is  our  due — 

*  D'ye  doubt  i— The  world's  great  ftagefliall  prove  it  true.* 

The  Clt— well  (kill'd  to  fhun  domeftic  ftrife— 
Will  (iip abroad;—  butfirft— he'lf  afk  his  tuift; 
fohn  Trot,  his  friend  for  once,  will  do  the  fame, 
But  then— he'll  juft  fitp  horn  to  tell  hit  dame.— 

Thefurly  'Squirt— at  noon  refolves  to  rule, 
And  half  the  day — Zounds  !  Madam  is  a  fool ! 
Convinc'd  at  night— the  vanquifiVd  Viclor  fays, 
Ah!   Kate!  you  women  have Juch  coaxing  ways ! . 

The  jolly  Toper  chides  each  tardy  blade, — 
Till  reeling  Bacchus  calls  on  Love  for  aid : 
Then  with  each  Toaft,  he  fees  fair  bumpers  fwim, 
And  kifles  Chloc  on  the  fparkling  Brim  ! 

Nay, 
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Nay,  I  have  heard  that  S  tatcfmen  -  great  and  wife- 
Will  fimeiima  counfel  with  a  Lady's  eyes  j 
The  fervile  fuitors — watch  her  various  face,  T 

She  fmiles  preferment — or  (he  frowns  difgrace,        '    V 
Curtfies  a  pennon  here — there  nods  a  place.  1 

Nor  with  lefs  awe,  in  fcenesof  humbler  life, 
Is  vinu'd  the  miftrtfi,  or  is  heard  the  wife. 
The  pooreft  Peafant  of  the  pooreft  foil, 
The  child  of  Poverty,  and  heir  to  Toil- 
Early  from  radiant  Love's  impartial  light, 
Steals  one  fmall  fpark,  to  chear  his  world  of  night : 
Dear  fpark  t — that  oft  thro'  winter's  chilling  woes, 
Is  all  the  warmth  his  liftle  cottage  knows  !■ 
The  wand'ring  Tar — who,  not  forjeart,  has  prefc'd 
The  widow'd  partner  of  his  day  of  reft — 
On  the  cold  deck — far  from  her  arms  remov'd— 
Still  hums  the  ditty  which  his  Sufan  loy'd : 
And  while  around  the  cadence  rude  is  blown, 
The  Boatfwain  whittles  in  a  fofter  tone. 

The  Soldier,  fairly  proud  of  wounds  and  toil. 
Pants  for  the  triumph  of  his  Nancy's  fmile ; 
But  ere  the  battle,  fhould  he  lift'  her  cries, 
The  Lover  trembles— and  the  Hero  dies  ! 
That  heart,  by  war  and  honour  ft  eel  M  to  fear, 
Droops  on  a  figh,  and  ilekens  at  a  tear ! 

But  Ye  more  cautious— ye  nice-judging  few. 
Who  give  to  Beauty  only  Beauty's  due, 
Tho'  friends  to  Love — Ye  view  with  deep  regret 
Our  con  que  (Is  marr'd—  and  triumphs  incomplete, 
'Till  polith'd  Wit  more  lafting  charms  difclofe, 
And  Judgment  fix  the  darts  which  Beau,ty  throws  \ 

*      4  -In 
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—In  female  breath  did  Senfe  and  Merit  rule, 
The  Lover's  mind  would  afk  no  other  fchool  ; 
Sham'd  into  fenfe— the  Scholars  of  our  eyes, 
Our  Beaux  from  GeUentry  would  foon  be  wife; 
Would  gbdly  light,  their  homage  to  improve, 
The  -Lamp  of  Knowledge  at  the  Torch  of  Love  I 
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MEN. 


Sir  Anthony  Abfolute,  ,    Mr.  Shuter. 

Capt.  Abfolute,  Mr.  Woodward; 

Faulkland,  Mr.  Lewis. 

Acres,  Mr.  Quick. 

Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger,  Mr.  Clinch.  * 

Fag,  Mr.  Lee  Lewes. 

David,  Mr.  Dunstal. 

Coachman,  Mr.  Fearon. 

WOMEN.  I 

Mrs.  Malaprop,  Mrs.  Green. 

Lydia  Languifli,  Mifs  Barsanti. 

Julia,  Mrs.  Bulkley. 

Lucy,  Mrs.  Lessingham. 

Maid,  Boy,  Servants,  6rc. 

SCENE,    Bath. 

Time  of  Action,  within  One  Diy. 
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A  C  T     I. 

SCENE        I. 
A  Street  in  Bath. 

Coachman  crafts  the  Stage— —Enter  Fao,  /»&. 
ing  after  htm. 

Fag.TT  THAT!— Thomas!— Sure  'tis  he?— 
W    What !— Thomas !— Thomas ! 

Coachman.  Hey!  Odd's  life! — Mr.  Fag  ! — give 
us  your  hand,  my  old  fellow  fervant. 

Fag.  Excufe  my  glove,  Thomas! — 1'mdev'lifh 
glad  to  fee  you,  my  lad :  why,  my  prince  of  cha- 
rioteers, you  look  as  hearty !— Sut  who  the  deuce 
thought  of  feeing  you  in  Bath ! 

Coachman.  Sure,  Mafter,  Madam  Julia,  Harry, 
Mrs.  Kate,  and  the  poftillion  be  all  come. 
.    Fag.  Indeed! 

Coachman.  Aye  I  Mafter  thought  another  fit  of 
the  gout  was  coming  to  make  him  a  vifit : — fo 
he'd  a  mind  to  gi't  the  flip,  and  whip !  we  were 
all  off*  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Fag.  Aye,  aye !  hafty  in  every  thing,  or  it 
would  not  be  Sir  Anthony  AbfoJute  ! 

Coachman.  But  tell  us,  Mr.  Fag",  how  does 
young  Mafter  ?  Odd !  Sir  Anthony  will  ftare  to 
fee  the  Captain  here ! 

B  a  Fag. 
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Pag.  f  dffnot  ferve  Captain  Abfolute  now.— 

Coachman.  Why  fure ! 

Fag,  Ac  prefent  I  am  employ'd  by  Enfign  Be- 
verley. 

Ctachman.  I  doubt,  Mr,  Fag,  you  hfcVt 
changed  for  the  better. 

Fag.  I  have  not  changed,  Thomas. 

Ctatbman.  No  \  why  didn't  ye«  fey  you  had 
left  young  Matter  ? 

Fag.  No.— Well,  b*nefcTh«mas,  I  muft  puz- 
zle you  no  farther? — briefly  then — Captain  Ab- 
solute and  Eofign  Beve/Jey  j|re  one  and  the  fame 
perfon. 

Coachman.  The  devil  they  arc ! 

Fag.  So  it  is  indeed, Thomas;  and  the  Enfign— 
half  of  my  Matter  .being  on  guard  at  prefpnt 
—the  Captain  has  BOthjog  to  do  with  me. 

Coachman-  So,  fo ! — what,  this  is  fome  freak,  I 
warrant  I— Do  tell  us,  Mr.  Fag,  the  meaning  *** 
—you  know  I  ha'  trailed  you. 

Fag.  You'll  be  fecret,  Thomas? 

Coachman.  As  a  coach-horfs. 

Fag.  Why  then  the  cause  of  ail  this  is^-rLoyi, 
—Love,  Thomas,  who  (as  you  may  get  read  to 
you)  has  been  a  mafquerader  ever  fince  $he  days 
of  Jupiter. 

Coachman.  Aye,  aye;— I  guested  thane  was  a 
lady  in  the  oafe:->-but  pray,  why  does  your 
Matter  pafs  only  for  Enfign?— r-nov  if  be  had 
ibamm'd  General  indeed  — — *— 

Fag.  Ah!  Thomas,  there  lies  the  myftery  o'the 
matter.— Hark'ee,  Thomas,  my  Mutter  is  is  love 
with  a  lady  of  a  very  fingular  tafte  :  a  lady  who 
likes  him  better  as  a  half-fay  Enfign,  than  if  flic 
knew  he  was  Ion  find  heir  to  Sir  Anthony  Abso- 
lute, m  baronet  of  three  thoufand  a-year. 

Coachman.  That  is  an  odd  tafte  indeed ! — but 
has  ihe  got  the  (luff,  Mr.  Fag*  «  flic  rich,  hey  ? 
Fag, 
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Fag.  Itich  1— why,  I  believe  ihe  owas  half  the 
ftocks  I — Z— ds !  Thomas,  Aie  could  pay  theoa- 
tional  debt  as  eafily  as  I  could  roy  waCherwamafll 
•—She  has  a  lap-dog  that  eats  out  of  gold,-~fl*« 
feeds  her  parrot  with  fmall  pearls,— -and  all  her 
thre ad- papers  are  made  of  bank-notes  ! 

Coachmen.  Bravo  ! — faith  1 — Odd  !  I  warrant 
(he  has  a  fet  of  tboufinds  at  leaft :  —but  does  fee 
draw  kindly  with  the  Captain  ? 

Fag.  As  fond  as  pigeons. 

Coacbmott.  May  one  hear  her  name  ? 

Fag.  MiJs  Lydia  Languilh — But  there  is  *« 
old  tough  aunt  i?  the  way  j — though  by  the  bye 
— ihe  has  never  feen  my  Mailer — for  he  got  ao 

3uain«ed  with  Mifs  while  on  a  vifif  in  Glouccftcr- 
lire. 

Coacbmaif.  Well — I  wifh  they  were  once  har- 
nefled  together  in  matrimooy,—  Bufepray,  Mr, 
Fag,  what  kind  of  a  place  is  thi.s  Bath?— I  ha' 
heard  a  deal  of  it — here's  a  mort  o' merry  making 
• — hey  ? 

Fag.  Pretty  well,  Thomas,  pretty  veil— 'tis  a 
good  lounge ;  in  the  qnornjog  we  go  to  the  pumpr 
room  {though  neither  my  Matter  nor  I  drink  trie 
waters)  j  after  breakfaft  we  faunter  on  the  parades 
or  play  a  game  at  billiards ;  at  night  we  dance ; 
but  d — n  the  place,  I'm  tired  of  it;  their  regular 
hours  ftupify  me — not  a  fiddle  nor  a  card  after 
eleven  ! — however,  Mr.Faulkland's  gentleman  and 
I  keep  it  up  a  little  in  private  parties; — I'll  intro- 
duce you  there,  Thomas — you'll  like  him  much. 

Coachman.  Sure  I  know  Mr.  Du-Peigii — you 
know  his  Mafter  is  to  marry  Madam  Julia. 

Fag.  1  had  forgot. — But,  Thomas,  you  miift 

poliQi  a  little — indeed  you  muft Here  now— 

this  wig  ! — what  the  devil  do  you  do  with  a  wig, 
Thomas  ?«-»> none  of  the  .London  whips  of  any 
degree  of  Ton  wear  wigs  now. 

■  io  Coachman, 
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Coachman.  More's  the  pity !  more's  the  pity,  I 
fay — Odd's  life !  when  I  heard  how  the  lawyers 
and  doftors  had  took  to  their  own  hair,  I  thought 
how  'twould  go  next : — Odd  rabbit  it !  when  the 
falhion  had  got  foot  on  the  Bar,  J  guefs'd  'twould 
mount  to  the  Box  !— but  'tis  all  out  of  character, 
believe  me,  Mr.  Fag:  and  look'ee,  I'll  never  gi' 
up  mine — the  lawyers  and  doctors  may  do  as  they 
will. 

Fag.  WelI,Thomas,  we'll  not  quarrel  aboutthat. 

Coachman.  Why,  blefs  you,  the  gentlemen  of 
they  profeffions  ben't  all  of  a  mind — for  in  out 
village  now,  thoff  Jack  Gauge  the  excijeman  has 
ta?en  to  his  carrots,  there's  little  Dick  the  farrier 
fwears  he'll  never  forfake  his  bob,  tho'  all  the  col- 
lege fhould  appear  with  their  own  heads  ! 

Fag.  Indeed  !  well  faid  Dick  !  but  hold — 
mark !  mark !  Thomas. 

Coaebmun.  Zooks!  'tis  the  Captain — Is  that 
the  lady  with  him  ? 

Fag,  No !  no  !  that  is  Madam  Lucy — my 
Matter's  miftrefs's  maid. — They  lodge  at  that 
houfe— but  I  mud  after  him  to  tell  him  the  news. 

Coachman.  Odd  !  he's  giving  her  money ! — 
well,  Mr.  Fag 

Fag.  Good  bye,  Thomas. — I  have  an  appoint- 
ment in  Gyde's  Porch  this  evening  at  eight ;  meet 
me  there,  and  we'll  make  a  little  party. 

[Exeunt  Jeverally. 

SCENE    II. 

A  Dreffing-room  in  Mrs.  MalapropV  Lodgings. 

Lydia  fitting  on  a/opba,  with  a  book  in  her  band. 

—Lucy,  as  juji  returned  from  a  meffage. 

Lucy.  Indeed,  Ma'am,  I  travers'd  half  the'town 
in  fearch  of  it :  I  don't  believe  there's  a  circu- 
lating library  in  Bath  I  ha'n't  been  at. 

Lydia, 
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Lydia.  And  could  not  you  gee  *  The  Reward 
of  Conftancy  ?' 

Luty.  No,  indeed,  Ma'am. 

Lydia.  Nor  *  The  Fatal  Connection  ?' 

Lucy.  No,  indeed,  Ma'am. 

Lydia.  Nor  «  The  Miftakes  of  the  Heart  ?' 

Lucy.  Ma'am,  as  ill  luck  would  have  it,  Mr. 
Bull  faid  Mifs  Sukey  Saunter  hadjuft  fetch'd  it 
away. 

Lydia.  Heigh-ho! — Did  you  enquire  for  'The 
Delicate  Diftrefs?' 

Lucy.  Or  '  The    Memoirs   of  Lady 

Woodford?*  Tes indeed,  Ma'am. — I  aflced every 
where  for  it;  and  1  might  have  brought  it  from 
Mr.  Frederick's,  but  Lady  Slattern  Lounger; 
who  hadjuft  fent  it  home,  had  fo  foiled  anddog's- 
car*d  it,  it  wa'n't  fit  for  a  chriftian  to  read. 

Lydia.  Heigh-ho! — Yes,  I  always  know  when 
Lady  Slattern  has  been  before  me. — She  has  a 
moft  obferving  thumb ;  and  1  believe  cherilhes  her 
nails  for  the  convenience  of  making  marginal 
notes. — Well,  child,  what  have  you  brought  me  ? 

Lucy.  Oh  !  here  Ma'am. 

[Taking  books  from  under  her  cloak t  and 
from  her  pockets."] 
This  is  *  The  Gordian  Knot,' — and  this  '  Pere- 
grine Pickle.'  Here  are  '  The  Tears  of  Senfi- 
bility,'  and  •Humphrey  Clinker.*  This  is  'The 
Memoirs  of  a  Lady  of  Quality,  written  by  her- 
felf,* — and  here  the  fecond  volume  of  *  The 
Sentimental  Journey.' 

Lydia.  Heigh-ho !— What  are  thofe  books  by 
the  glafs  ? 

Lucy.  The  great  one  is  only  •  The  Whole  Duty 
of  Man,'  where  I  prefs  a  few  blonds,  Ma'am. 

Lydia.  Very  well — give  me  the  Jal  volatile. 

Lucy.  Is  it  in  a  blue  cover,  Ma'am  ? 

Lydia.  My  fmelling- bottle,  you  fimpleton ! 

Lucy. 
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Lucy.  O,  the  drops !— 'here,  Ma'am, 

Lydia.  Hold! — here's  fome  one  eomiftg-** 
quick,  fee  who  it  it—  [Exit  Lucy. 

Surely  I  heard  my  ceufln  Julia's  voice ! 

[J&*«iWLacy.' 

Lucy.  Lud !  Ma'am,  here  is  Mifs  Melville. 

Lydia.  Is  it  poffibl* ! 

Enter  Julia. 

Lydia.  My  deareft  Julia,  how  delighted  drrtl! 
(Embrace)  How  unexpected  was  this  happifiefs! 

Julia.  True,  Lydia— and  our  pleafure  is  the 
greater ; — but  what  has  been  the  matter  ?— yoo 
were  denied  to  me  at  firft ! 

Lydia.  Ah,  Julia,  I  have  a  thoufand  things  to 
tell  you  ! — but  firft  inform  me  what  has  conjur'd 
you  to  Bath  ?— Is  Sir  Anthony  here  f 

Julia.  Heis— we  are  arrived  within  this  hour 
—and  I  fuppofe  he  will  be  here  to  wait  on  Mrs. 
Malaprop  as  foon  as  he  is  drefs'd. 

Lydia.  Then  before  we  are  interrupted,  lee  me 
impart  to  you  fome  of  my  diftrefs ! — I  know  your 
gentle  nature  will  fympathize  with  me,  tho'  your 
prudence  may  condemn  me !— My  letters  have 
informed  you  of  my  whole  connection  with  Bever- 
ley i — but  I  have  loft  him,  Julia! — my  aunt  has 
difcovered  our  ifltercourfe  by  a  note  (he  inter- 
cepted, and  has  confined  me  ever  fince!— Yer, 
would  you  believe  it  i  fhe  has  fallen  abfolutely  in 
love  with  a  tall  Irifh  Baronet  fhe  met  one  night 
fince  we  have  been  here  atLady  Macfhuffle's  rout. 

Julia.  Youjeft,  Lydia! 

Lydia.  No,  upon  my  word. — She  really  carries 
on  a  kind  of  correfpondence  with  htm,  under  a 
feigned  name  though,  till  fhe  chufes  to  be  known 
to  him  j — but  it  is  a  Delia  or  a  Celia,  I  allure  you. 

Julia.  Then,  furely,  fhe  is  now  more  indulgent 
to  her  niece. 

Lydia. 
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.  Lydia.  Quite  the  contrary.  Since  flic  has.dif- 
covered  her  own  frailty,  fhe  is  become  more  fuf* 
picious  of  mine.  Then  I  muft  inform  you  of 
Another  plague ! — That  odious  Acrt $  is  to  be  in 
Bath  to-day ;  fo  that  I  proteft  1  lhall  be  teafed 
out  of  all  fpirits  1 

Julia.  Come,  come,  Lydia,  hope  for  the  beft— 
Sir  Anthony  lhall  ufc  his  intereft  with  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop. 

Lydia.  But  you  have  not  heard  the  worft.  Un- 
fortunately I  had  quanell'd  with  my  poor  Be- 
verley, juft  before  my  aunt  made  the  difcovery, 
and  I  have  not  feen  him  fince,  to  make  it  up. 

Julia.  What  was  bis  offence! 

Lydia.  Nothing  at  all ! — But,  I  don't  know  how 
it  was,  as  often  as  we  had  been  together,  we  bad 
never  had  a  quarrel! — And,  ibmehow,  I  was 
afraid  he  would  never  give  me  an  opportunity.— 
So,  laft  Thurfday,  I  wrote  a  letter  to  myfelf,  to 
inform  myfelf  that  Beverley  was  at  that  time  pay- 
ing his  addretTes  to  another  woman.— I  fign'd  it 
yarn:  Friend  unknown,  fliew'd  it  to  Beverley,  charg'd 
him  with  his  falfhood,  put  myfelf  in  a  violent 
paffion,  and  vow'd  I'd  never  fee  him  more. 

•Julia.  And  you  let  him  depart  fo,  and  hare 
not  feen  him  fince  ? 

Lydia.  'Twas  the  next  day  my  aunt  found  the 
matter  out;  1  intended  only  to  have  teafed  him 
three  days  and  a  half,  and  now  I've  loft  him  for 
ever. 

Julia.  If  he  is  as  deferring  and  fincere  as  you 
have  reprefented  him  to  me,  he  will  never  give  you 
up  fo.  Yet  confider,  Lydia,  you  tell  me  he  is  but 
snEnfign,  and  you  have  thirty  thoufand  pounds! 

Lydia.  But  you  know  I  lofe  moft  of  my  fortune 

if  I  marry  without  my  aunt's  confent,  till  of  agej 

and  that  is  what  I  have .  determin'd  to  do,  ever 

fince  I  knew  the  penalty.— Nor  could  I  love  the 

C  man, 

J.gil  zed  by  GOOgle 


W  THE     RIVALS, 

man,  who  would  wifli  to  wait  a  day  for  the  alter- 
native. 

Julia.  Nay,  this  is  caprice !  - 

Lydia.  What,  does  Julia  tax  me  with  caprice? 
—I  thought  her  lover  Faulkland  had  enured  her 
to  it. 

Julia.  I  do  not  love  even  bis  faults. 

Lydia.  But  a-propos— you  have  fent  to  him, 
I  fuppofe?. 

Julia.  Not  yet,  upon  my  word— nor  has  he.the 
leaft  idea  of  my  being  in  Bath.— -Sir  Anthony's 
refolution  was  fo  fudden,  1  could  not  inform  him 
of  it. 

Lydia,  Well,  Julia,  you  are  your  own  miftrefs, 
(though  under  the  protection  of  Sir  Anthony)  yet 
have  you,  for  this  long  year,  been  a  Have  to  the 
caprice,  the  whim,  the  jealoufy  of  this  ungrate- 
ful Faulkland,  who  will  ever  delay  afluming  the 
right  of  a  hufband,  while  you  fuffer  him  to  be 
equally  imperious  as  a  lover. 

Julia.  Nay,  you  are  wrong  entirely. — We  were 
contracted  before  my  father's  death. — That,  and. 
fome  confequent  embarraflments,  have.  delayM 
what  I  know  to  be  my  Falkland's  molt  ardent 
wifti. — He  is  too  generous  to  trifle  on  fuch  a  point. 
—And  for  his  character,  yon  wrong  him  there  too.' 
—No,  Lydia,  he  is  too  proud,  too  noble  to  be 
jealous}  if  he  is  captious,  'tis  without  diflem- 
bling ;  if  fretful,  without  rudenefs. — Unus'd  to 
the  fopperies  of  love,  he  is  negligent  of  the  little 
duties  expected  from  a  lover — but  being  unhack- 
ney'd  in  the  paffion,  his  affection  is  ardent  and 
fincerej  and  as  it  engrofles  his  whole  foul,  he  ex- 
pects every  thought  and  emotion  of  his  miftrefs 
to  move  in  unifon  with  his. — Yet,  though  his  pride 
calls  for  this  full  return — his  humility  makes  him 
undervalue  thofe  qualities  in  him,  which  would 
entitle  him  to  it  j  and  not  feeling  why  ho  mould 
.  be 

D.gil'zed  by  GOOgle 


A     C  O  M  E  D  T.     '  rr 

he  lov'd  to  the  degree  he  wilhes^  he  ftill  fufpecla 
that  he  is  not  lov'd  enough : — This  temper,  I  mult 
own,  has  coft  me  many  unhappy  hours ;  but  I 
have  learn'd  to  think  myfelf  his  debtor,  forthofo 
imperfections  which  arife  from  the  ardour  of  his 
attachment. 

Lydia.  Well,  I  cannot  blame  you  for  defending 
him. — But  tell  me  candidly,  Julia,  had  he  never 
fav'd  your  life,  do  you  think  you  ihould.have 
been  attach'd  to  him  as  you  are  ? — Believe  me, 
the  rude  blaft  that  overfet  your  boat  was  a  pro- 
fperous  gale  of  love  to  him. 

Julia.  Gratitude  may  have  ftrength'ned  my  at- 
tachment to  Mr.  Faulkland,  but  I  lov'd  him  be- 
fore he  had  preferv'd  mej  yet  furely  that  alone 
were  an  obligation  fufficient— — — 

Lydia.    Obligation  ! Why  a  water-fpaniel 

■would  have  done  as  much ! — Well,  I  (hould  never 
think  of  giving  my  heart  to  a  man  becaufe  he 
could  fwim ! 

.  Julia.  Come,  Lydia,  you  are  too  inconfiderate. 
v  Lydia.  Nay,  I  do  buc  jeft.— What's  here ? 

Eater  Lucy  in  a  hurry. 

.  Lucy.  O  Ma'am,  here  is  Sir  Anthony  Abfolutt 
juft  come  home  with  your  aunt. 

Lydia.  They'll  not  come  here.— Lucy  do' you 
watch.  [Exit  Lucy. 

,  Ju\ia.  Yet  I  muft  go. — Sir  Anthony  does  not 
know  I  am  here,  and  if.  we  meet,  he'll  detain  me, 
to  (hew  me  the  town..— I'll  take  another  oppor- 
tunity of  paying  my  refpefts  to  Mrs.  Malaprop, 
when  ihe  {hall  treat  me,  as  long  as  me  choofes, 
-wkh  her  feleft  words  lb  ingeniously  mj[ap$litdK 
Wth,om  being  mijfrQnamced. 

C  %  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  OLudl  Ma'am,  they  are  both  coming 
tip  (lairs. 

Lydta.  Well,  1*11  not  detain  you,  CoZ,— Adieu, 
my  dear  Julia,  I'm  fure  you  arc  in  hafte  to  fend  to 

Faulkland.- There — through  my  room  you'll 

find  another  ftair-cafe. 

Julia,  'Adieu.— (Embrace)  [Exit  Julia. 

Lydia.  Here,  my  dear  Lucy,  hide  thefe  books. 
■ — Quick,  quick.— Fling  Peregrine  Pickle  under 
the  toilet — throw  Roderick  Random  into  the  clolet 
—put  The  Innocent  Adultery  into  The  Whole  Duty  of 
Man — thruft  Lord  Aimwortb  under  the  fopha— ' 
cram  Ovid  behind  the  bolfter—there— put  The 
Man  of  Feeling  into  your  pocket — fo,  fo,  now  lay 
Mrs.  Cbaporn  in  fight,  and  leave  Forsyte's  Ser- 
mons open  on  the  tabje. 

Lucy.  O  burn  it,  Ma'am,  the  hair-dreffer  has 
torn  away  as  far  as  Proper  Pride.  • 

Lydia.  Never  mind — open  at  Sobriety.*— Fling 
me  Lord  Chefierfield's  Letters.— -Now  for  'em.  - 

Enter  Mrs.  Max.apb.op  and  Sir  Anthony  Ab- 
solute. 

Mrs  Mai.  There,  Sir  Anthony,  there  fits  the 
deliberate  Simpleton,  who  wants  to  difgrace  her. 
family,  and  lavifli  herfelf  on  a  fellow  not  worth  a 
ihilling. 
'  Lydia.  Madam,  I  thought  you  once.     — 

Mrs.  Mai.  You  thought,  Mils!— I  don't  know 
any  bufiriefs  you  have  .to  think  at  all.^-Thought  * 
docs  not  become  a  youngs  woman.  But  the  peine 
we  would  requeftof  you  is,  that  you  will  promifc 
to  forget  this  fellow— to  illiterate  him,  I  fay,  quite 
from  your  memory. 

Lydia.  Ah,  Madam !  our  memories  are  inde- 
pendent of  our  wills. — Jt  is  not  fo  eafy  to  forger, 
Mrt. 
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'  JWS"J.  Mai.  But  I  fay  it  is,  Mifs ;  there  is  no- 
thing on  earth  fo  eafy  as  to  forget,  if  a  perfon 
choofes  to  fet  about  it.— I'm  fure  I  have  as  much 
forgot  your  poor  dear  uncle  as  if  he  had  never 
exifted — and  I  thought  it  my  duty  fo  to  do;  and 
let  me  tell  you,  Lydia,  thefe  violent  memories 
don't  become  a  young  woman. 

Sir  Anth.  Why  fure  (he  won't  pretend  to  re- 
member what  Die's  order'd  not !— aye,  this  comes 
of  her  reading! 

Lydia.  What  crime,  Madam,  have  I  committed 
to  be  treated  thus  ? 

Mrs.  Mai,  Now  don't  attempt  to  -extirpate 
yourfelf  from  the  matter ;  you  know  I  have  proof 
controvertible  of  it. — But  tell  me,  will  you  pro- 
mife  to  do  as  you're  bid  ? — Will  you  take  a  huf- 
band  of  your  friend's  chooGng  ? 

Lydia.  Madam,  I  muft  tell  you  plainly,  that 
had  I  no  preference  for  any  one  elfe,  the  choice 
you  have  made  would  be  my  averfion. 

Mrs.  Mai.  What  bufinefs  have  you,  Mifs,  with 
preference  and  averfion?  They  don't  become  a 
young  woman;  and  you  ought  to  know,  that  as 
both  always  wear  off,  'tis  fafeft  in  matrimony  to 
begin  with  a  little  averfion.  Lam  fure  I  hated 
your  poor  dear  uncle  before  marriage  as  if  he'd 
been  a  black-a-moor — and  yet,  Mifs,  you  are  fen- 
fibkwhat  a  wife  I.  made!— and  when  it  pleas 'd 
heaven  to  releafe  me  from  him,  'tis  unknown  what 
tears  I  fhed  ! — But  fuppofe  we  were  going  to  give 
you  another  choice,  will  you  promife  us  to  give 
up  this  Beverley? 

Lydia,  Could  I  belie  jny  thoughts  fo  far,  as  to 
give  that  promife,  my  actions  would  certainly  as 
far  belie  my  words. 

Mrs.  Mai,  Take  youtfclf  to  your  room. — You 
are  fit  company  for  nothing  but  your  own  ill- 
humours, 

it  Lyditt. 
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Lydia.  Willingly,  Ma'am— I  cannot  change  fop 
the  worfe.  [Exit  Lydiav 

Mrj.Mtf/.There'salittleintricatehuffyforyoul 

Sir  Antb.  It  is  not  to  be  wonder'd  at,  Ma'am- 
all  this  is  the  natural  confequence  of  teaching  girls 
to  read. — Had  I  a  thoufand  daughters,  by  heaven  1 
I'd  as  foon  have  them  taught  the  black  art  as 
their  alphabet! 

Mrs;  Mai.  Nay,  nay,  Sir  Anthony,  you  are  an 
abfolute  mifantliropy. 

Sir  Antb.  In  my  way  hither,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I 
obierved  your  niece's  maid  coming  forth  from  a, 
circulating  library ! — She  had  a  book  in  each 
hand — they  were  half-bound  volumes,  with  mar- 
ble covers! — From  that  moment  I  guefs'd  how  _ 
full  of  duty  I  ftiould  fee  her  miftrefs  1 

Mrs.  Mai.  Thofe  arc  vile  places,  indeed ! 
•  Sir  Antb.  Madam,  a  circulating  library  in  a 
town  is,  as  an  ever-green  tree  of  diabolical 
knowledge!— It  blouoms  through  the  year!—* 
And  depend  on  it,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  that  they  who' . 
are  fo  fond  of  handling  the  leaves,  will  long  for 
the  fruit  at  laft. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Fie,  fie,  Sir  Anthony,  you  furely 
fpeak  laconically. 

Sir  Antb.  Why.Mrs.  Malaprop,  in  moderation, 
now,  what  would  you  have  a  woman  know  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Obferve  me,  Sir  Anthony.— I  would 
by  no  means  with  a  daughter  of  mine  to  be  a  pro- 
geny of  learning  -,  I  don't  think  fo  much  learning 
becomes  a  young  woman  j  for  inftance-— I  would 
never  let  her  meddle  with  Greek,  or  Hebrew,  oc 
Algebra,  or  Simony,  or  Fluxions,  or  Paradoxes, 
or  Inch  inflammatory  branches  of  learning— nei- 
ther would  it  be  neceffary  for  her  to  handle  any  of 
your  mathematical,  aftronomical,. diabolical  in- 
'ftruments : — But,  Sir  Anthony,  I  would  fend  her* 
at  nine  years  old]  to  a  boarding-  fchool,  in  order 

t* 
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to  learn  a  little  ingenuity  and  artifice. — Then, 
Sir,  flic  mould  have  a  fupercilious  knowledge  in 
accounts ; — and  as  fhe  grew  up,  I  would  have  her 
inftructed  in  geometry,  that  fhe  might  know  fome- 
thing  of  the  contagious  countries! — but  above  all, 
Sir  Anthony,  ftie  fhould  be  miftrefs  of  orthodoxy, 
that  fhe  might  not  mif-fpell,  and  mif-pronounce 
words  fo  fhamefully  as  girls  ufually  do  j  and  like- 
wife  that  fhe  might  reprehend  the  true  meaning 
of  what  fhe  is  faying.— This,  Sir  Anthony,  is 
what  I  would  have  a  woman  know; — and  I  don't 
think  there  is  a  fuperfthious  article  in  it. 

Sir  Antb.  Well,  well,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  will 
difpute  the  point  no  further  with  you  ;  though  I 
muft  confefs,  that  you  are  atruly  moderate  and 
polite  arguer,  for  almoft  every  third  word  you  fay 
is  on  my  tide  of  the  queftion. — But,  Mrs.  Mala- 
prop, to  the  more  important  point  in  debate,— 
you  fay,  you  have  no  objection  to  my  propofal. 

Mrs.  Mai.  None,  I  allure  you. — I  am  under 
no  pofitive  engagement  wirh  Mr.  Acres,  and  as 
Lydia  is  fo  obftinate  againft  him,  perhaps  your 
fon  may  have  better  fuccefs. 

Sir  Antb.  Well,  Madam,  I  will  write  for  the  boy. 
directly. — He  knows  not  a  fyllable  of  this  yet, 
though  I  have  for  fome  time  had  the  propofal  in 
my  head.    He  is  at  prefent  with  his  regiment. 

Mrs.  Mai.  We  have  never  feen  your  fon,  Sir 
Anthony;  but  I  hope  no  objection  on  his  fide. 

Sir  Antb.  Objection  !— let  him  object  if  he 
dare ! — No,  no,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  Jack  knows 
that  the  leaft  demur  puts  me  in  a  phrenzy  directly. 
—My  procefs  was  always  very  fimple— in  their 
younger  days,  'twas  '  Jack,  dp  this ;' — if  he  de- 
murr'd — I  knock'd  him  down— and  if  he  grum- 
bled at  that— I  always  fent  him  out  of  the  room. 
Mrs.  Mai.  Aye,  and  the  properefi:  way,  o'my 
eonfeience  !— nothing  is  fo  conciliating  to  young 
people 
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people  as  feverity. — Well,  Sir  Anthony,  I  Ik  alt 
give  Mr.  Acres  his  difcharge,  and  prepare  Lydia 
to  receive  your  fon's  invocations; — and  1  hope 
you  will  reprcfent  her  to  the  Captain  as  an  object 
not  altogether  illegible. 

Sir  dntb.  Madam,  I  will  handle  the  fubjeS 
prudently. — Well,  I  muft  leave  you— and  let 
me  beg  you,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  to  enforce  this  mat- 
ter roundly  to  the  girl ; — take  my  advice— keep 
atight  hand — ifflie  rejefts  this  propofal — clap  her 
under  lock  and  key:  and  if  you  werejuft  to  let 
the  fervants  forget  to  bring  her  dinner  for  three 
•r  four  days,  you  can't  conceive  how  flie'd  come 
about !  [Exit  Sir  Anth, 

Mrs.  Mai.  Well,  at  any  rate  I  fhall  be  glad  to 
get  her  from  under  my  intuition. — She  has  fomc- 
how  difcovered  my  partiality  for  Sir  Lucius 
O'Trigger — fure,  Lucy  can't  havebetray'd  me  1 
—No,  the  girl  is  fuch  a  fimpleton,  I  ftiould  have 
made  her  confefs.  it.— Lucy  ! — Lucy  !— (calls.  J 
Had  fhe  been  one  of  your  artificial  ones,  I  ihould 
never  have  trufted  her. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  Did  you  call,  Ma'am  f 

Mrs.  Mai.  Yes,  girl. — Did  you  fee  Sir  Luciua, 
while  you  was  out  ? 

Lucy.  No,  indeed,  Ma'am,  not  a  glimpfeof  him. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Tou  are  fure,  Lucy,  that  you  never 
mention  'd— — — 

Lucy.  O  Gemini !  I'd  fooner  cut  my  tongue  out. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Well,  don't  let  your  Simplicity  be 
impos'd  on. 

Lacy.  No,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  So,  come  to  me  prefemly,  and  I'll 

gtve  you  another  letter  to  Sir  Lucius ; — butmind 

Lucy — if  ever  you  betray  what  you  are  intruded 

with 
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with-— (unlefs  it  be  other  people's  fecrets  to  me) 
you  forfeit  my  malevolence  for  ever; — and  your 
being  a  fimpleton  fliall  be  no  excufe  for  your 
locality.  .  .  [£*i7  Mrs.  Mai. 

Lucy.  Ha!  ha!  ha!— So,  my  dear  Simplicity, 
let  me  give  you  a  little  refpite — (altering  foer  man- 
ner)— let'  girls  in  my  ftation  be  as  fond  as  they 
pleafe  of  appealing  ex  pert,;  and1  knowing  in  their 
trufts;  commend  me  to  a  mafic  offillinefs,  and  a 
pair  of  (harp  eyofor.  my  own  interest  under  it ! 
—Let  me  Ice  to  what  account  havel  turn'd  my 
fimplkity  lately —  (looks  at  a  paper.) 

For  abetting Mifs  I/fdia  Languish-  in  a.defign  of  run- 
ting  away  with  an  Enftgn ! — in  money— Jundry  times 
•Jfwetve  poundtwefve — gowns, five — bats-,  rugleS\ 
taps,  &c.  Sec. — numberlsfsl — From  the  /aid  En- 
fiin,  within  this  laft  month,  fix  guineas  and  a  half* 
—About  a  quarter's  pay! — Item,  front  Mrs. 
Malaprvp,  for  betraying  the  young  people  to  her — 
when  I  found  matters  were  likely  to  be  difco- 
vered — two  guineas,  and  a  black  padufoy. — Item, 
from  Mr.  Acres,  for  carrying  divers  letters — which 
I  never  deliver'd — two  guineas,  and  a  pair  of 
buckles.  —  Item,  from  Sir  Lucius  O' Trigger— 'three 
trowns  —  two  gold  pocket-pieces— and  a  filverjnufif- 
boxl— Well  done,  fimplic'tty  !-— yet  I  was  forced 
to'make  my  Hibernian  believe,  that  he  was 
cor refpon ding,  not  with  the  Aunt,  but  with  the 
Niece:  for  though  not  over  rich,  I  found  he  had 
too  much' pride  and  delicacy  to  facrificcthe  feel- 
ings of  a  gentleman  to  the  necefiities  of  his  for- 
tune. [Exit. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE      I. 

Ctptbin  Abfolute'j  Ltttgingi. 

Captain  Absolute  **/Fao. 

Fag.  QIR,  while  I  was  there  Sir  Anthony  crnie 
Of  in  :  I  told  him,  you  had  Tent  me  to  in* 
quire  after  his  health,  and  to  know  if  he  was  at 
leifure  to  fee  you. 

Abf.  And  what  did  be  fay,  on  hearing  I  was  at 
Bath  f 

Fag.  Sir,  in  my  life  I  never  Taw  an.  elderly  gen- 
tleman more  aftonifhed  1  He  ftarted  back  two  or 
three  paces,  rapt  out  a  dozen  interjeftoral  oaths, 
and  afked,  what  the  devil  had  brought  you  here  ? 

Abf.  Well,  Sir,  and  what  did  you  fay  ? 

Fag.  O,  I  lied,  Sir— 1  forget  the  precife  lie, 
but  you  may  depend  on't ;  he-got  no  truth  from 
me.  Yet,  with  fubmiflion,  for  fear  of  blunders 
in  future,  1  fbould  be  glad  to  fix  what  has  brought 
us  to  Bath :  in  order  that  we  may  lie  a  little  con- 
fidently.— Sir  Anthony's  fervants  were  curious, 
Sir,  very  curious  indeed. 

Abf.  You  have  faid  nothing  to  them ? 

Fag.  O,  not  a  word,  Sir — not  a  word. — Mr. ' 
Thomas,  indeed,  the  coachman  (whom  I  take  to 
be  the  difcreereft  of  whips) — 

Abf.  'Sdeath  !  —  you  rafcal !  you  have  not 
truited  him! 

5  ..  Fag. 
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Fag.  O,  no,  Sir— no— no— not  a  fyllable,  upon 
my  veracity ! — He  was,  indeed,  a  little  inqui- 
fitive;  but  I  was  fly,  Sir— devilifh  fly! — My 
Matter  (raid  I)  honeft  Thomas  (you  know,  Sir, 
one  fays  bentft  to  one's  inferiors)  is  come  to  Bath 
to  rtcruit— Yes,  Sir— I  faid,  to  rtcruit— and  whe- 
ther for  men,  money,  or  conftitution,  you  know. 
Sir,  is  nothing  to  him,  nor  any  one  tile. 

AbJ.  Well— -rttrmt  will  do— let  it  be  fo— 

Fag.  O,  Sir,  recruit  will  do  furprifingly — in- 
deed, to  give  the  thing  an  air,  I  told  Thomas, 
that  your  Honour  had  already  inlifted,  five 
diflianded  chairmen,  feven  minority  waiters,  and 
thirteen  billiard  markers. 

AbJ.  You  blockhead,  never  fay  more  than  it 
neceflary. 

'  Fag.  2  beg  pardon,  Sir— I  beg  pardon— Buc 
with  fubmiifion,  a  lie  is  nothing  unlefs  one  fup- 
ports  it.— Sir,  whenever  I  draw  on  my  invention 
for  a  good  current  lie,  I  always  forge  indorfe- 
ments  as  well  as  the  bill. 

AbJ.  Well,  take  care  you  don't  hurt  your 
credit,  by  offering'  too  much  fecurity.— Is  Mr. 
Faulkland  returned  I 

Fag.  He  is  above,  Sir,  changing  his  drefs. 

AbJ.  Can  you  tell  whether  he  has  been  informed 
of  Sir  Anthony's  and  Mifs  Melville's  arrival  ? 

Fag.  I  fancy  nor,  Sir  j  he  has  feen  no  one 
fince  he  came  in,  but  his  gentleman,  who  was 
with  him  v  Briftol.— I  think,  Sir,  I  hear  Mr. 
Faulkland  coming  down—-—" 

AbJ.  Go,  tell  him,  I  am  here. 

Fag.  Yes,  S'ir~-(geing)  I  beg  pardon,  Sir, 
but  fliould  Sir  Anthony  call,  you  will  do  roe  the 
favour  to  remember,  that  we  are  reeruiting%  if 
you  pleafe. 

AbJ.  Well,  well. 

Fag.  And  in  tendernefs  to  my  character,  if  your 
D  s  Honour 
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Honour  could  bring  in  the  chairmen  and  waiters, 
1  fhall  efteem  it  as  an  obligaiionj — for  though .1 
never  fcruplc  a  lie  -to  fcrve  my  Matter,  yet  ic 
hurts  one's  confeience  to  be  found  one.  [£**/. 
Abf.  Now  for  my  wbimfical  friend— if  he  does 
not  know  that  his  miftrefs  is  here,  1'li  tc*fe  him  ft 
little  before  I  tell  him— — 

Enter  Faulklamb. 

Faulkland,  you're  welcome  to  Bath  again  -,  you 
are  punctual  in  your  return.  -. 

Faulk.  Yes ;  .1  had  .nothing  to  detain  me, 
when  I  had  finifhed  the  bufmefs  I.  went  on. 
Well,  what  news  Cnce  I  left  you  i  How  ftand 
matters  between  you  and  Lydia? 

-  Abf.  Faith,  much  as  they  were;  I  have  not 
feen  her  fincc  our  quarrel;  however,  1  .expect,  to 
be  recalled  every  hour.  .  .  .  . 

Faulk.  Why  don't  you  perfuade  her.  to  go  off 
with  you  at  once  ? 

AbJ,  Whaf,  and  lofe  two-thirds  of  her-fortune  ? 
You  forget  that,  my  fricofl.— No,  no,  I  could 
have  brought  her  to  that  long  ago. 

Faulk.  Nay  then,  you  trifle  too  long— if  you  are 
fure  other,  propofe  to  the  aunt  in  your  awn  cba~ 
rafter,  and  write  to  Sir  Anthony  for  his  confent, 

Abf.  Softly,  foftly,  for  though  I  am  convinced 
my' little  I^ydia  would  elope  with  me  as  Enftgn 
Beverley,  yet  am  1  by  no  means  certain  [hat  (he 
would  take  me  with  tint-impediment  of  our  friend's 
confent,  a  regular  humdrum  wedding, "and  the 
reverfiori  of  a  goodibhune  on- my  fide  j  no,  *no, 
1  mull  propare  her  gradually  for  the  difcovery, 
and  make  myfclf.neccffary  to  her,  before  I  rifk 
it. — Well,  but  Faulkland,  you'll  dine  with  us 
to-day  at  the  Hotel  ?  ■  , 

-  Faulk.  Indeed  I  cannot;  I  am.nqt  in  fpirits.  to 
be  ol  X«ch  a  party.      ,    -;  '  Abf, 
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AbJ.  By  Heavens  1  I  (hall  forfwear  your  com- 
pany.    You  are  the  moft  teaftng,  captious,  in- 
corrigible lovef!— -Do  love  like  a  man. 
.  Fault,  I  own  I  am  unfit  for  company.  '    . . 

AbJ.  Am  not  /  a  lover ;  aye,  and  a  romantic 
one  too?  Yet  do  I  carry  every  where  with  me  fuch 
a  confounded  farrago  of  doubts,  fears,  hopes, 
wifhes,  and  all  the  flimfy  furniture  of  a  country 
Mifs's  brain! 

-  Faulk,  Ah  1 '  Jack,  your  heart  and  fool  ace  not, 
like  mine,  fixed  immutably  on  one  only  object.— 
You  throw  for  a  large  flake,  but  loiing — yon 
could  (lake,  and  throw  again : — but  I  have,  fee  my 
fum  of  hqpp'inefs  on  this  call,  and  not  to  fuccecd, 
were,  to  be  ftript  of  all. 

AbJ.  But  for  Heaven's  fake  1  what  grounds  for 
apprehenfion  can  your  whimfical  brain  conjure 
up  at  prefent? 

Faulk.  What  grounds  for  apprehenfion  did  you 
fay  f.-H'eavehs!  are  there  not  a  thbufand  !  1  fear 
for  her  fpirjfs*-— her  health — her  life— rMy:abfence 
may,  free  her;  her  anxiety  for  my  return,  her  fcar« 
for  me,  may  opprefs  her  gentle  temper.  And  for 
her  health-*— docs  not  every  hour  bring  me  caufe 
to  be  alarmed  ?-lf  it  rains,  fume  fhowej  may  even 
then  have  chilled  her  delicate  frame  1-5-If  the 
wind  be  keen,  fome  rude  blaft  may  have  affected 
her  1  The  heat  of  noon,  the  dews  of  the  evening. 
may  endanger  the  life  .of  her,,  for  whom  only  I 
value  mine.  O !  Jack,  when  delicate  and  feeling 
fouls  are  feparaced,  there  is  not  a  feature  in. the 
Iky,  not  a  movement  of  the  elements,  not  an 
afpirationof  the  breeze,  but  .hints  fome  caufe  for 
a  lover's  apprehenfion  I 

AbJ.  Aye,  but  we  may  chufe  whether  .we  will 
take  the  hint  or  not. —  So  then,  Faulkland,  if  you 
were  convinced  that  Julia  were  well  and  in  (pints, 
you  would  be  entirely  cor/tent. 

Faulk, 
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Faulk.  I  fhould  be  happy  beyond  meafurc— 
1  am  anxious  only  for  that. 

Abf.  Then  to  cure  your  anxiety  at  once— -Mifs 
Melville  is  in  perfect  health,  and  h  at  this  mo- 
ment in  Bath. 

Faulk,  Nay,  Jack— don't  trifle  with  me. 

Abf.  She  is  arrived  here  with  my  father  within 
this  nour. 

Faulk.  Can  you  be  fcrious  ? 
,  Abf.  I  thought  you  knew  Sir  Anthony  better 
than  to  be  furprifed  at  a  fudden  whim  of  this 
kind,— -Serioufly  then,  it  is  as  I  tell  you— upon 
my  honour. 

Faait.  My  dear  friend !— Hollo,  Du  Peigne ! 
my  hat— my  dear  Jack— now  nothing  on  earth 
can  give  me  a  moment's  uncafinefs. 

Enter  Fag. 

Fag.  Sir,  Mr.  Acres  juft  arrived  is  below. 

Abf.  Stay,  Faulkland,  this  Acres  lives  within 
•  mile  of  Sir  Anthony,  and  he  (hall  tell  you  how 
your  miftrefs  has  been  ever  fince  you  left  her.— 
Fag,  Chew  the  gentleman  up.  {Exit  Fag, 

Faulk.  What,  is  he  much  acquainted  in  the 
family  i 

Abf.  O,  very  intimate :  I  infill  on  your  not 
going  :  betides,  his  character  will  divert  you. 

Faulk.  Well,  I  mould  like  to  aft  him  a  few 
queftions. 

.  Abf.  He  is  likewife  a  rival  of  mine— that  is  of 
my  other  Jelf's,  fcr  he  does  not  think  his  friend 
Capt.  Abiblute  ever  faw  the  lady  in  queftion  j— 
and  it  is  ridiculous  enough  to  hear  him  complain 
to  me  of  me  Beverley,  a  concealed  iculking  rival, 
who— 

Faulk.  HuJh !— He's  here. 

Enter 
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Jkrts.  Hah !  my  dear  friend*  noble  captain, 
and  honeft  Jack,  how  do'ft  thou  F  juft  arrived 
faith,  as  you  fee.— Sir,  your  humble  fervant. 
Warm  work  on  the  roads,  Jack— Odds  whips  and 
wheels  1  I've  travelled  like  a  Comet,  with  a  jail 
pf  duft  all  the  way  as  long  as  the  MalL 

jibf.  Ah !  Bob.  you  are  indeed  an  excentric 
Planet,  but  we  know  your  attraction  hither- 
give  me  leave  to  introduce  Mr.  Faulkland  to 
you;  Mr.  Faulkland,  Mr.  Acres. 

Aires.  Sir,  I  am  moft  heartily  glad  to  fee  you : 
Sir,  I  folicit  your  connections. — Hey,  Jack*— what 
this  is  Mr.  Faulkland,  who 

Abf.  Aye,  Bob,  Mifs  Melville's  Mr.  Faulk- 
land. 

Acres.  Od'tb !  (he  and  your  father  can  be  hut 
juft  arrived  before  me — I  fuppofe  you  have  feeta 
them.— Ah  !  Mr.  Faulkland,  you  are  indeed  a 
happy  man. 

Faulk.  I  have  not  leen  Mifs  Melville  yet,  Sir, 
—I  hope  flic  enjoyed  full  health  and  fpirits  in 
Devonlhire? 

Acres.  Never  knew  her  better  in  my  life,  Sir, 
•— never  better. — Odd's  Bluihes  and  Blooms!  fhe 
has  been  as  healthy  as  the  German  Spa. 

Faulk.  Indeed  !— I  did  hear  that  fhe  had  been 
a  little  indifpofed. 

Acres.  Falfe,  falfe,  Sir — only  faid  to  vex  you : 
quite  the  reverfe  I  allure  you. 

Faulk.  There,  Jack,  you  fee  fhe  has  the  advan- 
tage of  mej  1  had  almoft  fretted  myfelf  ill. 
.    Abf.  Now  are  you  angry  with  your  miftrefs  for 
not  having  been  lick. 

Faulk.  No,  no,  you  mifunderftand   me :— yet 
Jurcly  a  little  trifling  indifpoluion  is  not  an  unna- 
tural 
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tural  confequence  of  abfence  from  thofe  we  love. 
— Now  confefs — isn't  there  fomething  unkind  in 
this  violent,  robuft,  unfeeling  health  ? 

Abf.  O,  it  was  very  unkind  df  her  to  "be  well 
in  your  abfence  to  be  fure ! 
■  Acres.  Good  apartments,  Jack. 

Faulk.  Well,  Sir,  but  you  was  faying  that  Mils 
Melville  has  been  fo  exceedingly  well — what  then 
ihe  has  been  merry  and  gay  I  fuppofe  I — Always 
in  fpirits— -hey  ? 

Acres.  Merry,  Odds  Crickets!  Ihe  has  been 
the  bell  and  fpirit  of  the  company  wherever  (he 
has  been — fo  lively  and  entertaining  I  fo  full  of 
wit  and  humour ! 

Faulk.  There,  Jack,  there. — O,  by  my  foul ! 
there  is  an  innate  levity  in  woman,  that  nothing 
can  overcome. — -What !  -happy  and  I  away  ! 

Abf.  Have  done : — how  foolifh  this  is  !■  juft 
now  you  were  only  apprehenfive  for  your 
mittn&'&Jjpirits. 

Faulk.  Why,  Jack,  have  I  been  the  joy  and 
fpirit  of  the  company  ? 

Abf.  No  indeed,  you  have  not. 

Faulk.  Havel  been  lively  and  entertaining? 

Abf.  O,  upon  my  word,  I  acquit  you. 

Faulk.  Have  I  been  full  of  wit  and  humour  ? 

Abf.  No,  faith,  to  do  you  juftice,  you  have 
been  confoundedly  ftupid  indeed. 

Acres.  What's  the  matter  with  the  gentleman? 

Abf.  He  is  only  exprelTing  his  great  fatisfa&ion 
at  hearing  that  Julia  has  been  fo  well  and  happy 
—  that's  all— hey,  Faulkland  ? 

Faulk.  Oh !  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it — yes,  yes, 
{he  has  a  happy  difpofition  ! 

■rfff«^Thatlhehasindeed — thenfheisfoaecom- 

pliihed— fo  fweet  a  voice — fo  expert  at  her  harp- 

fichord — fuch  a  midrefs  of  flat  and  (harp,  fquall- 

ante,  rumblante,  and  quiverante! — there  was  this 

time 

■ 
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time  month— Odds  Minnums  and  Crotchets ! 
how  the  did  chirup  at  Mrs.  Piano's  Concert. 

Faulk.  There  again,  what  fay  you  to  this?  you 
fee  ihe  has  been  all  mirth  and  fong — not  a 
thought  of  me ! 

Abf,  Pho!  mar,  is  not  mufic  the  food  of  love  f 

Faulk.  Well,  well,  it  may  be  fo. — Pray,  Mr. 
— — - ,  what's  his  d— d  name! — Do  you  remem- 
ber what  Songs  Mifs  Melville  fung  ? 

Acres.  Not  I  indeed. 

Abf.  Stay  now,  they  were  fome  pretty>  melan- 
choly purling  ftream  airs,  I  warrant;  perhaps  you 
may  recollect; — did    Ihe    fing — "  When  abfenf 
from  my/oul*s  delight  ?" 
,  Acres.  No,  that  wa'n't  it. 

Abf-  Or,—'1  Go,  gentle  gales!'*—-"  Go,  gentle 
gales  t" — (fmgs.) 

Acres.  Ono!  nothing  like  it.— Odds!  now  I 
recollect  One  of  them—'.'  My  heart's  my  own,  my 
will  is  free," — (fings.) 

Faulk.  Fool  1  fool  that  I  am !  to  fix  all  my 
happinefs  on  fuch  a  trifler !  S'death !  to  make 
herfelf  the  pipe  and  ballad-monger  of  a  circle  I 
to  footh  her  light  heart  with  catches  and  glees!—- 
What  can  you  fay  to  this,  Sir? 

Abf.  Why,  that  I  mould  be  glad  to  hear  my 
miftrefs  had  been  fo  merry,  Sir. 

Faulk.  Nay,  nay,  nay— I'm  not  forry  that  Ihe 
has  been  happy— no,  no,  I  am  glad  of  that — t 
would  not  have  had  her  fad  or  fick — yet  furely  a 
fympathetic  heart  would  have  ihewn  itfelf  even  in 
the  choice  of  a  fong — (he  might  have  been  tem- 
perately healthy,  and'fomehoWj  plaintively  gay; 
—but  flie  has  been  dancing  too,  I  doubt  not  1 
'  Acres.  What  does  the  gentleman  fay  about 
dancing? 

Abf.  He  fays  the  lady  we  fpeak  of  dances  a3 
well  as  Hie  lings. 

E  Acres: 
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Acres.  Aye  truly,  docs  me— -there  was  at  otrr 
laft  race  baH— — ■ 

Foulk.  Hell  and  the  devil !  There !  there— I 
told  you  lb!  I  told  you  fo!  Oh!  Ihe  thrives  in 
my  abfence!— Dancing!  but  her  whole  feelings 
have  been  in  oppofition  with  mine; — I  have  been 
anxious,  dent,  penfive,  fedentary*— my1  days  have 
been  hours  of  care,  my  nights  of  watchfulnefs. — 
She  has  been  all  Health!  Spirit!  Laugh!  Song  I 
Dance  ! — Oh  !  d — n'd,  d*— n'd  levity 1 

Ahf.  For  Heaven's  fake  I  Faulkland,  don't  ex- 
pofc  yourfelf  fo. — Suppofe  fhe  has  danced,  what 
then  ?— does  not  the  ceremony  of  fociety  often 
oblige — 

Faulk.  Well,  well,  I'll  contain  myfelf— per- 
haps as  you  fay— for  form  fake. — What,  Mr. 
Acres,  you  were  praifing  Mifs  Melville's  manner 
of  dancing  a  minuet — hey  ? 

Acres.  O  I  dare  infure  her  for  that; — but  what 
I  was  going  to  fpeak  of  was  her  country  dancing: — 
Odds  rwimmings !  fhe  has  fuch  an  air  with  her  I— 

Faulk*  Now  difappointment  on  her! — defend 
this,  Abfolute,  why  don't  you  defend  this  ?— 
Country-dances!  jiggs,  and  reels!  am  I  to  blame 
now?  A  Minuet  I  could  have  forgiven — I  Ihould 
not  have  minded  that — I  fay  1  fhould  not  have  re- 
garded a  Minuet — but  Country-dances!  Z— ds! 
had  fhe  made  one  in  a  Cotillion — I  believe  I  could 
have  forgiven  even  that — but  to  be  monkey-led 
for  anight !— to  run  the  gauntlet  thro*  a  firing  of 
amorous  palming  puppies  !  — to  flicw  paces  like  a 
managed  filly!— -O  Jack,  there  never  can  be  but 
one  man  in  the  world,  whom  a  truly  modeft  and 
delicate  woman  ought  to  pair  with  in  a  Country- 
dance;  and  even  then,  the  reft  of  the  couples 
fhould  be  her  great  uncles  and  aunts! 

AbJ.  Aye,  to  be  furel-»grand-fathers  and 
grand-mothers! 

Faulk. 
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Faulk.  If  there  be  but  one  vicious  mind  in  the 
fet,  'twill  fpread  like  a  contagion — the  aftion  of 
their  pulfe  beats  to  the  lafcivious  movement  of  the 
jigg — their  quivering,  warm-breath'd  fighs  im- 
pregnate the  very  air — the  atmofphere  becomes 
electrical  to  love,  and  each  amorous  fpark  darts 
thro'  every  link  of  the  chain  1 — I  mull  leave  you 
—I  own  I  am  fomewhat  flurried — and  that  con- 
founded looby  has  perceived  it.  [Going. 

AbJ.  Nay,  but  flay  Faulkland,  and  thank  Mr. 
Acres  for  his  good  news. 

Faulk.  D — n  his  news  1  [Exit  Faulkland. 

AbJ.  Ha!  ha!  ha!  poor  Faulkland  five  mi- 
nutes fincc — *  nothing  on  earth  could  give  him 
a  moment's  uneafmefs !' 

Acres.  The  gentleman  v/a'n't  angry  at  my 
praifing  his  miftrefs,  was  he  F 

AbJ.  A  little  jealous,  I  believe.  Bob. 

Acres.  You  don't  fay  fo?  Ha!  ha!  jealous  of 
me — that's  a  good  joke. 

AbJ.  There's  nothing  flrange  in  that,  Bob; 
let  me  tell  you,  that  fprightly  grace  and  infinu- 
ating  manner  of  your' 3  will  do  fome  mifchief . 
among  the  girls  here. 

Acres.  Ah!  you  joke— ha !  ha !  mifchief— ha  1 
ha!  but  you  know  I  am  not  my  own  property, 
my  dear  Lydia  has  foreftalled  me. — She  could 
never  abide  me  in  the  country,  becaufe  I  ufed  to 
drefs  fo  badly — but  odds  frogs  and  tambours  1 
I  fii an' t  take  matters  fo  here — now  ancient  Ma- 
dam has  no  voice  in  it — I'll  make  my  old  clothes 
know  who's  mailer — I  ftiall  ftraitway  cafhier  the 
hunting-frock — and  render  my  leather  breeches 
incapable— My  hair  has  been  in  training  fome 
time. 

AbJ.  Indeed! 

Acres.  Aye — and  tho'ff  the  fide  curls  are  a  little 
reftive,  my  hind-part  takes  it  very  kindly. 

'      ■  Ea  AbJ. 
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dbf-  O,  you'll  polifli,  I  doubt  not. 

Acres.  Abfolutely  I  propofc  fa— then  if  I  can 
find  out  this  Enfign  Beverley,  odds  triggers  and 
flints !  I'll  make  him  know  the  difference  o't. 

AbJ.  Spoke  like  a  man — but  pray,  Bob,  I 
obferve  you  have  got  an  odd  kind  of  a  new  me- 
thod of  fwearing— — 

Acres.  Ha!  ha!  you've  taken  notice  of  it — 'tis 
genteel*  isn't  it? —  I  didn't  invent  it  myfelf 
though  j  but  a  commander  in  our  militia — a  great 
fcholar,  I  affure  you — fays  that  there  is  no  mean- 
ing in  the  common  oaths,  and  that  nothing  but 
their  antiquity  makes  them  refpc&able; — becaufe, 
he  fays,  the  ancients  would  never  ftick  to  an  oath 
or  two,  but  would  fay  By  Jove  !  or  by  Bacchus ! 
or  by  Mars !  or  by  Venus !  or  by  Pallas  1  ac- 
cording to  the  femiment — fo  that  to  fwear  with 
propriety,  fays  my  little  Major,  the  *  oath  mould 
be  an  echo  to  the  fenfc ;'  and  this  we  call  the  oath 
referential,  or  Jentimental Jwearing — ha  I  ha!  ha! 
'tis  genteel,  isn't  it? 

AbJ.  Very  genteel,  and  very  new  indeed — and 
I  dare  fay  will  fupplant  all  other  figures  of  im- 
precation. 

Acres.  Aye,  aye,  the  beft'  terms  will  grow  ob- 
folete— Damns  have  had  their  day. 

Enter  Fac. 

Fag.  Sir,  there  is  a  gentleman  below  defires 
to  fee  you — Shall  I  (hew  him  into  the  parlour  ? 

AbJ.  Aye — you  may. 

Acres.  Well,  I  muft  be  gone 

AbJ.  Stay ;  who  is  it,  Fag? 

Fag.  Your  father,  Sir. 

AbJ.  You  puppy,  why  didn't  you  fhew  him 
up  direflly  ?  [Exit  Fag. 

Acres.  You  have  bufinefs  with  Sir- Anthony. — 

I  expect  a  meflage  from  Mrs,  Malaprop  at  my 

lodgings 
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lodgings— I  have  fent  alfo  to  mv  dear  friend  Sir 
Lucius  O'Trigger. — Adieu,  Jack,  we  muft  meet 
at  night,  when  you  /hall  give  me  a  dozen  bum- 
pers to  little  Lydia. 

Abf.  That  I  will  with  all  my  heart.  [Exit  Acres. 

Now  for  a  parental  le&ure — I  hope  he  has 
heard  nothing  of  the  bufinefs  that  has  brought  me 
here — I-wifh  the  gout  had  held  him  faft  in  De- 
vonfhire,  with  all  my  foul ! 

Enter  Sir  Anthony. 

Sir,  I  am  delighted  to  fee  you  here ;  and  look- 
ing fo  well ! — your  fudden  arrival  at  Bath  made 
me  apprehenfive  for  your  health. 

Sir  Antb,  Very  apprehenfive,  I  dare  fay.  Jack, 
—What,  you  are  recruiting  here,  hey  ? 

Abf.  Yes,  Sir,  I  am  on  duty. 

Sir  Antb.  Wei),  Jack,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you, 
tho'  I  did  not  expect  it,  for  1  was  going  to  write 
to  you  on  a  little  matter  of  bufinefs. — Jack,  I 
have  been  confidering  that  I  grow  old  and  infirm, 
and  fhall  probably  not  trouble  you  long. 

Abf.  Pardon  me,  Sir,  1  never  faw  you  look 
more  ftrong  and  hearty  -,  and  I  pray  frequently 
that  you  may  continue  fo. 

Sir  Antb,  I  hope  your  prayers  may  be  heard 
with  all  my  heart.  Well  then,  Jack,  I  have 
been  confidering  that  I  am  fo  ftrong  and  hearty,  I 
may  continue  to  plague  you  a  long  time.- — Now, 
Jack,  lamfenfible  that  the  income  of  your  com- 
miflion,  and  what  I  have  hitherto  allowed  you,  is 
but  a  fmall  pittance  for  a  lad  of  your  fpirit. 

Abf,  Sir,  you  are  very  good. 

Sir  Antb.  And  it  is  my  wifh,  while  yet  I. live, 
to  have  my  Boy  make  fome  figure  in  the  world.— 
I  have  refolved,  therefore,  to  fix  you  at  once  in  a 
noble  independence. 

Abf. 
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Abf.  Sir,  your  kindnefs  overpowers  me — foeh 
generofuy  makes  the  gratitude  of  reafon  more 
lively  than  the  fenfations  even  of  filial  affection. 
'  Sir  Antb.  I  am  glad  you  are  fo  fenfible  of  my 
attention — and  you  (hall  be  mailer  of  a  large 
cftate  in  a  few  weeks. 

Abf.  Let  my  future  life,  Sir,  fpeak  my  gra- 
titude'} I  cannot  exprefs  the  fenfel  have  of  your 
munificence, — Yet,  Sir,  I  prefume  you  would 
not  wifli  me  to  quit  the  army  ? 

Sir  Antb,  O,  that  fhall  be  as  your  wife  choofes. 

Abf.  My  wife,  Sir  ! 

Sir  Antb.  Aye,  aye,  fettle  that  between  you— 
fettle  that  between  you. 

Abf.  A  wife,  Sir,  did  you  fay  ? 

Sir  Antb.  Aye,  a  wife— why,  did  not  I  mention 
her  before  ? 

AbJ.  Not  a  word  of  her,  Sir. 

Sir  Antb.  Odd  fo  I — I  muftn't  forget  ber  tho'. — 
Yes,  Jack,  the  independence  I  was  talking  of  is 
by  a  marriage — the  fortune  is  faddted  with  a  wife 
■ —  but  I  fuppofe  that  makes  no  difference, 

Abf,  Sir !  Sir  ! — you  amaze  me  ! 

Sir  Anth.  Why,  what  the  devil's  the  matter 
with  the  fool  ?  Juft  now  you  were  all  gratitude 
and  duty. 

Abf.  I  was,  Sir,— you  talked  to  me  of  indepen- 
dence and  a  fortune,  but  not  a  word  of  a  wife. 

SirAntb.Why — what  differencedoes  that  make? 
Odd's  life,  Sir!  if  you  have,  the  eftate,  you  muft 
take  it  with  the  live  ftock  on  it,  as  it  Hands. 

Abf.  If  my  happinefs  is  to  be  the  price,  I  muft 

beg  leave  to  decline  the  purchafe. Pray* 

Sir,  who  is  the  lady  i 

Sir  Antb.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir  ?— Come,  give 
me  your  promife  to  love,  and  co  marry  her  directly. 

Abf.  Sure,  Sir,  this  is  not  very  reafonable,  to 
funojiionmyaffe&ionsforaladylknownothingofl 

Sit> 
% 
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Sir  Antb.  I  am  fere,  Sir,  'tis  moreTinreafonable 
in  yon  xoobjeB  to  a  lady  you  know  nothing  of. 

Abf.  Then,  Sir,  I  mult  tell  you  plainly,  that 
my  inclinations  arc  fir'd  on  another — my  heart 
is  engaged  to  an  Angel. 

Sir  Antb.  Then  pray  let  it  fend'  an  excufe.— 
It  is  very  forry— but  buftnefs  prevents  it's  waiting 
On  her. 

Abf.  But  my  vows  are  pledged  to  her. 

Sir  Antb.  Let  her  foreclofe,  Jack  •,  let  her 
foreclofe;  they  are  not  worth  redeeming ;  be- 
fides,  you  have'the  Angel's  vows  in  exchange,  I 
foppofe  j  fo  there  can  be  no  lofs  there. 

Abf.  You  muft  excufe  me,  Sir,  if  I  tell  you, 
once  for  all,  that  in  this  point  I  cannot  obey  you, 

Sir  Antb.  Hark'ee,  Jack  j — I  have  heard  you 
for  fame  time  with  patience— I  have  been  coo),— 
quite  cool ;  but  take  care — you  know  I  am  com- 
pliance itfelf— when  I  am  not  thwarted  j— no  one 
more  eafily  led-^-fyhfcn  I  have  my  own  way  j — but 
don't  put  me  in  a  phrenzy. 

Abf.  Sir,  I  muft  repeat  it — in  this  I  cannot 
obey  you. 

Sir  Antb.  Now  d — n  mc !  if  ever  I  call  yoa 
Jack  again  while  I  live! 

Abf.  Nay,  Sir,  but  hear  me. 

Sir  Antb.  Sir,  I  won't  hear  a  word— not  a  word ! 
not  one  word !  fo  give  me  your  promife  by  a  nod 
— and  I'll  tell  you  what,Jack — I  mean,  you  Dog 
— if  you  don't  by : 

Abf.  What,  Sir,  promife  to  link  myfelf  to  fomc 
mafs  of  uglinefs!  to  ■ 

Sir  Antb.  Z ds!  firrahl  the  lady  fhall  be 

as  ugly  as  I  choofe:  (he  fhall  have  a  hump  on 
each  fhoulder  j  fhe  fhall  be  as  crooked  as  the 
Crefccnti  her  one  eye  fhall  roll  like  the  Bull's  in 
Cox's  Mufeum— fhe  fhall  have  a  fkin  like  a  mum- 
my, and  the  beard  of  a  Jew— fhe  fhall  be  all  this, 
lirrah  I 
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-  firrah  E— yet  I'll  make  you  ogle  her.all  day,  and* 
fit  up  all  night  to  write  fonnets  on  her  beauty. 

Ahf.  This  is  reafon  and  moderation  indeed! 

Sit  Antb.  None  of  your  fneering,  puppy !  no 
grinning,  jackanapes ! 

Ahf.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  never  was  in  a  worfe  humour 
for  "mirth  in  my  life. 

Sir  Antb.  *Tis  falfe,  Sir,  I  know  you  are  laugh- 
ing in  your  fleeve  j.  I  know  you'll  grin  when  I-am 
gone,  firrah! 

AbJ.  Sir,  I  hope  I  know  my  duty  better. 

Sir  Antb.  None'of  your  pauion,  Sir  \  none  of 
your  violence;  if  you  pleafe — It  won't  do  with 
me,  I  promife  you. 

Ahf.  Indeed,  Sir,  I  never,  was  cooler  in  my  life-, 

'Sir  Antb.  'Tis  a  confounded  lie! — I  know  you 
are  in  apaffion  in  your  heart;  I  know  you  are, 
you  hypocritical  young  Dog  !  but  it  won't  do. 

AbJ.  Nay,  Sir,  upon  my  word. 

Sir  Antb.  So  you  will  fly  (tt$$ !  can't  you  be 
cool,  like  me  ?  What  the  deVifgood  can  Pajjioit 
dol—PaJ/ioH  is  of  no  fervice,  you  impudent,  info- 
lent,  overbearing  Reprobate  ! — There  you  fneer 
again  ! — don't  provoke  me! — but  you  rely  upon 
the-mildncfs  of  my  temper — you  do,  you  Dog  I 
you  play  upon  the  meeknefs  of  my  difpofition  ! 
Yet  take  care — the  patience  of  a  faint  may  be 
overcome  at  laft ! — but  mark!  I  give  you  fix 
hours  and  a  half  to  confider  of  this  :  if  you  then 
agree,  without  any  condition,  to  do  every  thing  on 
earth  that  I  choofe,  why — confound  you  1  I  may 
in  rime  forgive  you — If  not,  z — ds!  don't  enter 
the  .ferae  bemifphcre  with  me !  don*t  dare  to 
breajhe  the  fame  air,  or  ufe  the  fame  light  with 
me;  but  get  an  atmofphere  and  a  fun  of  your 
own!  I'll ltrip you  ofyour  commiifion;  I'll  lodge 
a*five-and-threepence  in  the  hands  of  truftees,  and 
you  fliall  live  on  the  intercft. — I'll  difown  you,  I'll 
difinherit 
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difmfierit  you,  I'll  unget  you!  Mid  ii — n  me!  if 
ever  I  call  you  Jack  again !     {Exit  Sir  Anthony. 

Absolute/o/sj. 
Ahf.  Mild,  gfntle,  confiderate  father — I  kifs 
your  hands  — What  a  tender  method  of  giving  his 
opinion  in  theft  matters  Sir  Anthony  has!  I  dare 
not  trull  him  with  the  truth. — I  wonder  what  old 
wealthy  Hag  it  is  that  he  wants  to  bellow  on  me! 
— yet  he  married  himfelf  for  love !  and  was  in  his 
youth  a  bold  Intriguer,  and  a  gay  Companion  I 

Enter  Fag. 

Fag.  Afiuredly,  Sir,  our  Father  is  wrath  to  a 
degree  ;  he  comes  down  flairs  eight  or  ten  (leps  at 
a  time— muttering,  growling,  and  thumping  the 
bannifiers  ail  the  way :.  I,  and  the  Cook's  dog, 
Hand  bowing  at  the  door — rap  1  he  gives  rue  a 
ftroke  on  the  head  with  his  cane;  bid?  me  carry 
that  to  my  matter,  then  kicking  the  poor  Turnfpit 
into  the  area,  d~nsi*s  all,  for  a  puppy  triumvi- 
rate ! — Upon  my  credit,  Sir,  were  I  in  your  place, 
and  found  myfather  fuch  very  bad  company,  I 
thould  certainly  drop  bis  acquaintance. 

Ahf.  Ccafe  your  impertinence,  Sir  at  prefent. 

—Did  you  come  in  for  nothing  more  ? Stand 

out  of  the  way  !  [Pujhis  bim  ajide>  and  Exit. 

Fag  Jalus. 
Fag.  Soh !  Sir  Anthony  trims  my  Matter :  He 
is  afraid  to  reply  to  his.  Father — then  vents  his 
fplecn  on  poor  Fag ! — When  one  is  vexed  by  one 
perfon,  to  revenge  one's  felf  on  another,  who  hap- 
pens  to  come  in  the  way — is  the  vileft  injuflice; 
Ah  1  it  fljews  the  word  temper— the  bafeft— — 

£&fer  EfcfcAND  Bo*. 
Bcj.   Mr.  Fag!  Mr., Fag!  your  Mailer  calls 
you. 

F  Fag. 
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Fag.  Well ',  you  little,  dirty  puppy,  you  need  ■ 
not  baul  fo! — The  meaneft  difpofition!  the 

Boy.  Quick,  quick,  Mr.  Fag. 

Fag.  Quick!  quick!  you  impudent  Jacka- 
napes !  am  I  to  be  commanded  by  you  too?  you 
little,  impertinent,  infolent,  kitchen-bred — i— 

[Exit  kicking  and  beating  him. 


SCENE        II. 

The  North  Parade. 

Enter  Lucy. 

Lucy.  So — I  (hall  have  another  rival  to  add  to 
my  miftrefs's  lid — Captain  Abfolute.—— How- 
ever, I  (hall  not  enter  his  name  till  my  purfe  has 
received  notice  inform.  Poor  Acres  is  difmiffed! 
.—Well,  I  have  done  him  a  lad  friendly  office,  in 
letting  him  know  that  Beverley  was  here  before 
him. — Sir  Lucius  is  generally  more  punctual, 
•when  he  expefts  to  hear  from  his  dearHaiia,  as  he 
calls  her : — I  wonder  he's  not  here ! — I  have  a  lit- 
tle fcruple  of  confeience  from  this  deceit  j  tho'  I 
(hould  not  be  paid  fo  well,  if  my  hero  knew  that 
J)elia  was  near  fifty,  and  her  own  miftrefs.  ' 

Enter  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigcer. 

Sir  Luc.  Hah!  my  little  embalTadrefs — upon 
my  confeience  1  have  been  looking  for  you ;  I  have 
been  on  the  South  Parade  this  half-hour. 

Lucy.  ( Speaking  jimply)  O  gemint !  and  I  have 

been  waitingfor  your  Worlhip  here  on  the  North. 

.  Sir  Luc.  Faith  ! — may  be,  that  was  the  reafon 

we  did  not  meet ;  and  it  is  very  comical  too,  how 

you  could  go  out  and  I  not  fee  you — for  I  was 

only 
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only  taking  a  nap  at  the  Parade  Coffee-houfe, 
and  I  chole  the  window  on  purpofc  that  I  might 
not  mifs  you. 

Lu'cy._  My  ftars  !  Now  I'd  wager  a  fix-pence  I 
went  by  while  you  were  allccp. 

Sir  Luc.  Sure  enough  it  mull  have  been  lb — and 
I  never  dreamt  it  was  fo  late,  till  I  waked.  Well, 
but  my  little  girl,  have  you  got  nothing  for  me? 

Lucy.  Yes,  but  I  have— I've  got  a  letter  for 
you  in  my  pocket. 

Sir  Luc.  O  faith  !  I  guefied  you  weren't  come 
empty-handed— well — let  me  fee  what  the  dear 
creature  fays. 

Lucy.  There,  Sir  Lucius,    (Gives  him  a  teller.) 

Sir  Luc.  (Reads)  "  Sir — there  is  often  a Judden 
"  incentive  tmpulfe  in  love,  that  has  a  greater  induilicn 
"  than  years  of  domeftic  combination  ;  fucb  was  the 
"  commotion  I  felt  at  the firfi fuperfiuous  view  of  Sir 
"  Lucius  O'Trigger."  Very  pretty,  upon  my 
word.  '*  Female  punttuation'  forbids  me  to  fay 
"  more  i  yet  let. me  add,  that  it  will  give  me  joy 
"  infallible  to  find  Sir  Lucius  worthy  the  lafi  cri- 
"  terion  of  my  affeilions.  Delia." 

Upon  my  confciencc!  Lucy,  your  lady  is  a  great 
miftrefs  of  language.  Faith,  flic's  quite  the 
queen  of  the  dictionary  1— for  the  devil  a  word 
dare  refufe  coming  at  her  call — though  one  would 
think  it  was  quite  out  of  hearing. 

Lucy.  Aye,  Sir,  a  lady  of  her  experience. 

Sir  Luc,  Experience!  what,  at- feventeen  ? 

Jjtcy.  O  true,  Sir — but  then  (he  reads  fo— -my 
ftars!  how  flie  will  read  off  hand  ! 

Sir  Luc.  Faith,  (he  rnuft  be  very  deep  read  to 
write  this  way— though  (he  is  rather  an  arbitrary 
writer  too — for  here  are  a  great  many  poor  words 
prefled  into  the  fervice  of  this  note,  that  would  get 
their  habeas  corpus  from  any  court  in  Chriftendom. 

Lucy.  Ah!  Sir  Lucius,  if  you  were  to  hear 
how  flie  talks  of  you! 

F  2  Sir- 
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Sir  Luc.  Q  tell  her,  I'll  make  her  the  beft  huf- 
band  in  the  world,  and  Lady  O'T rigger  into  the 
bargain ! — But  we  muft  get  the  old  gentlewo- 
man's content — and  do  every  thing  fairly. 

Lucy.  -Nay,  Sir  Lucius,  I  thought  you  wa'n*t 
rich  enough  to  be  fo  nice ! 

Sir  Luc.  Upon  my  word,  young  woman,  you 
have  hit  it : — I  am  fo  poor,  that  I  can't  afford  ro 
do  a  dirty  adtion.— -If  I  did  not  want  money,  I'd 
fteal  your  miftrefs  and  her  fortune  with  a  great 
deal  of  pleafure. — However,  tny  pretty  girl, 
(gives  her  money),  here's  a  little  fomething  to 
buy  you  a  ribband  j  and  meet  me  in  the  evening, 
and  I'll  give  you  an  anfwer  to  this.  So,  huffy, 
take  a  kifs  before-hand,  to  put  vou  in  mind. 
'  (Kipiber.) 

Lucy.  O  lud !  Sir  Lucius— I  never  feed  fuch  a 
gemman !  My  lady  won't  like  you  if  you're  fo 
impudent. 

Sir  Luc.    Faith  ftie  will,  Lucy— that  fame— 

ftoo!  what's  the  name  of  it?— AJoAefy'.—  is  aqoa- 
ity  in  a  lover  more  praifed  by  the  women  than 
liked ;  fo,  if  your  miftrefs  afks  you  whether  Sir 
Lucius  ever  gave  you  a  kifs,  tell  her  fifty— my 
dear. 

Lucy.  What,  would  you  have  me  tell  her  a  He  ? 
Sir  Luc.  Ah  then,  you  baggage!  I'll  make  it  a 
truth  prefently. 

Lucy.  For  fbame  now;  here  is  fomeone  coming. 
Sir  Luc.  O  faith,  I'll  quiet  your  confeience  ! 
[5«j  Fag. — Exit,  bumming  a  tune. 

Enter  Fag. 

Fag.  So,  fo,  Ma'am.     X  humbly  beg  pardon. 

Lucy.  O  lud  1 — now,  Mr.  Fag — you  flurry  one 
fo. 

Fag.  Come,  come,  Lucy,  here's  no  one  bye — 

fo  a  little  lefs  iimplicky,  with  a  grain  or  two  more 

fincerity, 
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fincerity,  if  you  pleafe You  play  falfe  with   . 

us,  Madam. 1  faw  you  give  the  Baronet  * 

letter. — My  Mailer  (hall  know  this — and  if  he 
don't  call  him  out— I  will. 

Lucy.  Ha  I  ha  !  ha  1  you  gentlemen's  gentle- 
men are  fo  hafty.— That  letter  was  from  Mrs. 
Malaprop,  fimpleton. — She  is  taken  with  Sir 
Lucius's  addrefs. 

Fag.  How !  what  taftes  fome  people  hare  !— 
Why  I  fuppofe  I  have  walked  by  her  window  an 
hundred  times. — But  what  fays  our  young  lady? 
Any  meffage  to  my  matter?) 

Lucy.  Sad  news  1  Mr.  Fag. — A  worie  Rival 
than  Acres  !  Sir  Anthony  Absolute  has  propofed 
his  fon. 

Fag.  What,  Captain  Abfolute? 

Lucy.  Even  fo.*— I  overheard  it  all. 

Fag.  Ha!  hal  ha!  very  good,  faith.— Good 
bye,  Lucy,  1  mult  away  with  this  news. 

Lucy.  Well — you  may  laugh— but  it  is  true, 
I  allure  you.  (Gaing.) 

But— Mr.  Fag—tell  your  mailer  not  to  be  call: 
down  by  this. 

Fag.  O,  he'll  be  fo  difconfolate ! 

Lucy,  And  charge  him  not  to  think  of  quarrel- 
ling with  young  Abfolute. 

Fag.  Never  Tear!— never  fear! 

Lucy.  Be  Aire— -bid  him  keep  up  his  fpirirs. 
Fag.  We  will— we  will.         [Exttrnt  ftverally. 


ACT 
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ACT      III. 

S  C   E    N    E      J. 
<fbe  North  Parade. 

Enter  Absolute. 

Ahj.  VT"MS  juft  as  Fag  told-  me,  indeed.— 
X  Whimfical  enough,  faith!  My  Fa- 
ther wants  to  force  me  to  marry  the  very  girl  I 
am  plotting  to  run  away  with ! — He  mult  not 
know  of  my  connexion  with  her  yet  a-while. — 
He  has  too  fummary  a  method  of  proceeding  in 
thefe  matters. — However,  I'll  read  my  recanta- 
tion inftantly. — My  converfion  is  fomething  fud- 
den,  indeed— but  I    can  adore   him  it  is  very 

facers. -So,  fo,— here  he  comes. — He  looks 

plaguy  gruff.  [Steps  afide. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony. 
Sir  Antb.  No — I'll  die  fooner  than  forgive  him. 
—'Die,  did  I  fay  ?  I'll  live  thefe  fifty  years  to 
plague  him. — At  our  laft  meeting,  his  impu- 
dence had  almoll  put  me  out  of  temper. — An 
obftinate,  paflionate,  felf-willed  boy  ! — Who  can. 
he  take  after?  This  is  my  return  for  getting 
him  before  all  his  brothers  and  fitters  ! — for  pot- 
ting him,  at  twelve  year's  old,  into  a  marching 
regiment,  and  allowing  him  fifty  pounds  a-year, 
befides  his  pay,  ever  fince ! — But  I  have  done 
with  him ; — he's-any  body's  fon  for  me. — I  never 
will  fee  him  more,  — never — never— never- 
never. 


Abf. 

,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


A     COMED'T.  3j 

Abf,  Now  for  a  penitential  face. 

Sir  Antb.  Fellow,  get  out  of  my  way. 

Abf.  Sir,  you  fee  a  penitent  before  you* 
•  SirAntb.  I  fee  an  impudent  fcoundrel  before  me. 

Abf.  A  fincere  penitent. — I  am  come,  Sir,  to 
acknowledge  my  error,  and  to  fubmit  entirely  to  ' 
your  will. 

Sir  Antb.  What's  that  ? 

Abf.  1  have  been  revolving,  and  rcfle&ing, 
and  confidering  on  your  paft  goodnefs,  and  kind- 
nefs,  and  condefcenfion  to  me. 

SirAntb.   Well,  Sir? 

Abf.  I  have  been  Hkewife  weighing  and  ba- 
lancing what  you  were  pjeafed  to  mention  con- 
cerning duty,  and  obedience,  and  authority. 

SirAntb.  Well,  puppy? 

Abf.  Why  then,  Sir,  the  refult  of  my  re- 
flections is — a  rcfolution  to  facrifke  every  in- 
clination of  my  own  to  your  fatisfadtion. 

SirAntb.  Why  now,  you  talk  fenfe — abfoiute 
fenfe — I  never  heard  any  thing  more  fenftble  in 
my  life.""  ■Confound  you!  you  (hall  be  Jack 
again. 

Abf.  I  am  happy  in  the  appellation. 

SirAntb.  Why,  then,  Jack,  my  dear  Jack,  I 
will  now  inform  you— who  the  lady  really  is.  — — 
Nothing  but  your  paffion  and  violence,  you  filly 
fellow,  prevented  my  telling  you  at  firft.  Prepare^  . 

Jack,  for  wonder  and  rapture — prepare What 

think  you  of  Mifs.  LydiaLanguilh  ? 

Abf.  Languid]  ?  What,  the  Languifhes  of 
Worcefterfliire  ? 

Sir  Anfb.  Worcefterfliire!  No.  Did  you  never 
meet  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  her  Niece,  Mifs  Lan- 
guish, who  came  into  our  country  juft  before 
you  were  laft  ordered  to  your  regiment. 

Abf.  Malaprop!  Languifli !  I  don't  remember 

ever  to  have  heard  the  names  before.     Yet,  flay 

6  —I  think 
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—I  think  I  do  recollect  fomething. tanguijh! 

Langmjb !  She  fquinta,  don't  flic  ?— — A  little 
red- haired  girl? 

SirAntb,  Squints ?— A  red-haired  girl!— — 
Z— — da  !  oo. 

AbJ.  Then  I  muft  have  forgot  j  it  can't  be  the 
fame  peribn. 

Sir  Arab.  Jack !  Jack !  what  think  you  of 
blooming,  love- breathing  feventeen  ? 

AbJ.  As  to  that.  Sir,  I  am  quite  indifferent.— 
If  lean  pleafe  you  in  the  matter,  'tis  all  I  defire. 

SirAnth.  Nay,  but  Jack,  fuch  eyes !  fuch  eyes ! 
fo  innocently  wild !  fo  baibfully  irrefolutc !  Not  a 
glance  but  fpeaks  and  kindles  fomc  thought  of 
love !  Then,  Jack,  her  cheeks !  her  cheeks.  Jack ! 
fo  deeply  blufhing  at  the  infinuatiens  of  her  tell- 
tale eyes  1  Then,  Jack,  her  lips  !■■— Q  Jack,  lips 
fmiling  at  their  own  difcretionj  and  if  not  fmi- 
ling,  more  fwectly  pouring;  more  lovely  in  ful- 
Jennefs ! 

AbJ,  That's  ilie  indeed.— Well  done,  old 
gentleman  1 

Sir  Atitb.  Then,  Jack,  her  neck.— O  Jack  ! 
Jack! 

AbJ.  And  which  is  to  be  mine,  Sir,  the  Niece 
or  the  Aunt  ? 

StrAntb.  Why,  you  unfeeling,  infenfible  pup- 
py, I  defpifc  you.  When  I  was  of  your  age, 
jiich  a  description  would  have  made  me  fly  like 
a  rocket !  The  Aunt,  indeed  1— Odds  life  !  when 
X  ran  away  with  your  mother,  I  would  not  have 
touched  any  thing  old  or  ugly  to  gain  an  empire. 

AbJ.  Not  to  pleafe  your  father,  Sir$ 

SirAnth.  To  pleafe  my  father!- Z — ds!  not 

to  pleafe— —O  my  father >— -Oddfo!— 

yes — yes ;  if  my  father  indeed  had  defircd-*-  ■■■— 
{hat's  quite  another  matter.— — — Tho"  he  wa'n't 
(he  indulgent  father  that  I  am.  Jack. 

AbJ, 
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Abf.  I  dare  fay  not,  Sir. 

Sir'Anfb.  But,  Jack,,  you  are  not  forry  to  find 
your  miftrefs  is  fo  beautiful. 

-Abf.  Sir,  I  repeat  it;  if  I  pleafe  you  in  this 
affair,  'tis  all  I  denre.  Not  that  I  think  a  woman 
the  worfe  for  being  handfomej  but,  Sir,  if  you 
pleafe  to  recollect,  you  before  hinted  fomething 
about  a  hump  or  two,  one  eye,  and  a  few  mote 
graces  of  that  kind— now,  without  being  very 
nice,  I  own  I  mould  rather  choofe  a  wife  of  mine 
to  have  the  ufual  number  of  limbs,  and  a  limited 
quantity  of  back :  and  tho'  one  eye  ma/be  very 
agreeable,  yet  as  the  prejudice  has  always  run  in 
favour  of  two,  I  would  not  with  to  affecT;  a  Angu- 
larity in  that  article. 

Sir  Antb.  What  a  phlegmatic  fot  it  is !  Why, 
firrah,  you're  an  Anchorite! — a  vile>  infenfible 
ftock. — You  a  foldier !— you're  a  walking  block, 
fit  only  to  dull:  the  company's  regimentals  on!  — 
Odds  life!  I've  a  great  mind  to  marry  the  girl 
myfelf! 

Abf,  I  am  entirely  at  yourdifpofal,  Sir  j  if  yon 
fliould  think  of  addrefling  Mifs  Languilh  your- 
felf,  I  fuppofc  you  would  have  me  marry  the  - 
Aunt;  or  if  you  Ihould  change  your  mind,  and 
take  the  old  lady — 'tis  the  fame  to  me — I'll  marry 
the  Niece. 

Sir  Antb.  Upon  my  word,  Jack,  thou'rt  either 

a  very  great  hypocrite,  or but,  come,  I 

, know  your  indifference  on  fuch  a  fubjeft  muft  be 
all  a  lie — I'm  fure  it  muft — come,  now— damn 
your  demure  face !— -come;  confefs,  Jack — you 
have  been  lying — ha'n'c  you?  You  have  been 
playing  the  hypocrite,  hey  {—I'll  never  forgive 
you,  if  you  ha'n't  been  lying  and  playing  the  hypo- 
crite. 

Abf.  I'm  forry,  Sir,  that  the  refpect  and  duty 
which  I  bear  to  you  Ihould  be  fo  miftaken. 

G  Sir 

D,gil  zed  by  GOOgle' 


4*  THE     RIVALS, 

i  Sir Anth.  Hang  your  refpeft  and  duty!  Bar, 
come  along  with  me,  I'll  write  a  note  to  Mrs. 
Malaprop,  and  you  (hall  viCt  the  lady  di- 
rectly. Her  eyes  (hall  be  the  Promethian  torch 
to  you, — come  along,  I'll  never  forgive  you,  if 
you  don't  come  back,  ftark  mad  with  rapture 
and  impatience— if  you  don't,  egad,  I'll  marry 
the  girl  myfelf!  [Exeunt. 

SCENE        II. 

Julia*s  Dr effing-room. 

Faulkland,  Jolus. 

Faulk.  They  told  me  Julia  would  return  di- 
rectly; I  wonder  ftie  is  not  yec  come! — How 
mean  does  this  captious,  unfatisfied  temper  of 
mine  appear  to  my  cooler  judgment !  Yet  I  know 
not  that  I  indulge  it  in  any  other  point : — but  on 
this  one  fubject,  and  to  this  one  fubjeft,  whom  I 
think  I  love  beyond  my  life,  I  am  ever  ungene- 
roufly  fretful,  and  madly  capricious  ! — I  am  con* 
fcious  of  it — yet  I  cannot  correct  myfelf!  What 
tender  honeft  joy  fparkled  in  her  eyes  when  we 
met ! — How  delicate  was  the  warmth  of  her  ex- 
preffions !— I  was  aihamed  to  appear  lefs  happy— 
though  I  had  come  refolved  to  wear  a  face  of 
coolnefs  and  upbraiding.  Sir  Anthony's  prefence 
prevented  my  propofed  expoftulations : — yet  I 
muft  be  fatisfied  that  Die  has  not  been  (o.very 
happy  in  my  abfence.— She  is  coming  ! — Yes  ! — - 
I  know  the  nimblenefs  of  her  tread,  when  ihe 
thinks  her^impatieat  FaulkUnd  counts  the  mo- 
ments of  her  ftay. 

,  Enter  Julia. 
Julia,  I  had  not  hop'd  to  fee  you  again  fo  foon. 
Faulk*  Could  I,  Julia,  be  contented  with  my 
9  firft 
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firft  welcome — reftrained  as  we  were  by  the  pre- 
sence of  a  third  perfon  ? 

Julia.  O  Faulkland,  when  your  kindnefs  can 
make  me  thus  happy,  let  me  not  think  that  I  difco- 
vered  fomcthingofroldncfs  in  your  firft  falutation. 

Faulk.  'Twas  but  your  fancy,  Julia. — I  was 
rejoiced  to  fee  you — to  fee  you  in  fucb,  health- 
Sure  I  had  no  caufe  for  coldnci's  ? 

Julia.  Nay  then,  I  fee  you  have  taken  fometh'ing 
ill. — You  mult  not  conceal  from  me  what  it  is. 

Faulk.  Well,  then — (hall  I  own  to  you  that  my 
joy  at  hearing  of  your  health  and  arrival  here,  by 
your  neighbour  Acres,  was  fomewhat  damped  by 
his  dwelling  much  on  the  high  fpirits  you  had  en- 
joyed in  Devonfhire— on  your  mirth — your  fing- 
ing — dancing,  and  I  know  not  what ! — For  fuch  is 
my  temper,  Julia,  that  I  fhould  regard. every 
mirthful  moment  in  your  abfence  as  a  treafon  to 
conftancy: — The  mutual  tear  that  fteals  down 
the  cheek  of  parting  lovers  is  a  compact,  that  no 
finile  ihall  live  there  till  they  meet  again. 

Julia.  Mull  I  never  ceafe  to  tax  my  Faulkland 
with  this  teafing  minute  caprice  ? — Can  the  idle 
reports  of  a  filly  boor  weigh  in  your  breall  againft 
my  tried  afFe&ion  r 

Faulk.  They  have  no  weight  with  me,  Julia : 
No,  no— I  am  happy  if  you  have  been  fo— yet 
only  fay,  that  you  did  not  fing  with  mirth — fay 
that  you-  thought  of  Faulkland  in  the  dance. 

Julia.  I  never  cart  be  happy  in  your  abfence. 
■ — If  I  wear  a  countenance  of  content,  it  is  to 
(hew  that  my  mind  holds  no  doubt  of  my  Falk- 
land's truth.— If  I  feem'd  fad — it  were  to  make 
malice  triumph;  and  fay,  that  I  had  fixed  my 
heart  on  one,  who  left  me  to  lament  his  roving, 
and  my  own  credulity. — Believe  me,  Faulkland, 
I  mean  not  to  upbraid  you,  when  I  fay,  that  Ihave 
often  dreffed  forrow  in  fmiles,  leu  my  friends 
G  2  flioiild 
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fhould  gucfs  wbofe  unkindnefs  had  caufed  1117 
tears. 

Faulk.  You  were  ever  all  goodnefs  to  me. — O, 
I  am  a  brute,  when  1  but  admit  a  doubt  of  your 
true  conftancy ! 

Julia.  If  ever  without  fuch  caufc  from  you,  as 
I  will  not  fuppofe  pofUble,  you  find  my  affections 
veering  but  a  point,  may  I  become  a  proverbial 
feoff  for  levity,  and  bafe  ingratitude. 

Faulk.  Ah  !  Julia,  that  laft  word  is  grating  to 
me.  I  would  I  had  no  title  to  your  gratitude  ! 
Search  your  heart,  Julia;  perhaps  what  you  have 
miftaken  for  Love,  is  but  the  warm  effufion  of  a, 
too  thankful  heart ! 

Julia.  For  what  quality  mult  I  love  you  ? 

Faulk,  For  no  quality  !  To  regard  me  for  any 
quality  of  mind  or  underftanding,  were  only  to 
efteem  me.  And  for  perfon — I  have  often  wiQVd 
myfelf  deformed,  to  be  convinced  that  I  owed  no 
obligation  there  for  any  part  of  your  affection. 

Julia,  Where  Nature  has  bellowed  a  (hew  of 
nice  attention  in  the  features  of  a  man,  he  fhould 
laugh  at  it,  as  mifplaced.  I  have  feen  men,  who 
in  this  vain  article,  perhaps,  might  rank  above 
you  j  but  my  heart  has  never  aflced  my  eyes  if  it 
were  fo  or  not. 

Faulk.  Now  this  is  not  welt  from  you,  Julia,— 
I  defpile  perfon  in  a  man — yet,  if  you  lov'd  me 
as  I  with,  though  I  were  an  TEthiop,  you'd  think 
none  fo  fair. 

Julia.  I  fee  you  are  determined  to  be  unkind— 
The  ctmtraft  which  my  poor  father  bound  vis  it) 
gives  you  more  than  a  lover's  privilege. 

Faulk.  Again,  Julia,  you  raife  ideas  that  feed 

and  juftify  my  doubts. 1  would  not  have  been 

more  free— no — I  am  proud  of  my  rcftraint.— — ^ 
Yet — yet— perhaps  your  high  refpect  alone  for 
this  folemn  compact  has  fettered  your  inclina- 
tions, 
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tions,  which  elfe  had  made  a  worthier  choice. — . 
How  fhall  I  be  Cure,  had  you  remained  unbound 
in  thought  and  promifc,  that  I  fhould  Hill  have 
been  the  object  of  your  perfevering  love? 

Julia.  Then  try  me  now. — Let  us  be  free  as 
Grangers  as  to  what  is  paft  ; — my  heard  will  not 
feel  more  liberty! 

Faulk.  There  now!  fo  hafty,  Julia!  fo  anxious 
to  be  free! — If  your  love  for  me  were  fixed  and 
ardent,  you  would  not  lofe  your  hold,  even  tho* 
I  wilh'd  it ! 

Julia.  O I  you  torture  me  to  the  heart!  I  can- 
not bear  it. 

Faulk.  I  do  not  mean  to  diftrefs  you.— If  I  lov'd 
you  lefs,  I  Ihould  never  give  you  an  uneafy  mo- 
ment,— 'But  hear  me.— All  my  fretful  doubt* 
arife  from  this. — Women  are  not  ufed  to  weigh, 
and  feparate  the  motives  of  their  affections:  the 
cold  dictates  of  prudence,  gratitude,  or  filial 
duty,  may  fometimes  be  miftaken  for  the  plead- 
ings of  the  heart.—— —I  would  not  boaft — yec 
let  me  fay,  that  I  have  neither  age,  perfon,  or 
character,  to  found  diflike  on  ; — my  fortune  fucb 
as  few  ladies  could  be  charged  with  indifcretton  in 
the  match. — O  Julia!  when  Love  receives  fuch 
countenance  from  Prudence,  nice  minds  will  be 
fufpicious  of  its  birth. 

Julia.  I  know  not  whither  your  infinuations 
would  tend  : — But  as  they  fcem  preffing  to  infulc 
me — I  will  fpare  you  the  regret  of  having  done 
fo. — I  have  given  you  no  caufe  for  this  1    - 

{Exit  in  Tears. 

Faulk.   In  Tears!  ftay,  Julia:  ftay  but  for  a 

moment. The  door  is  fattened  ! — Julia; — my 

foul — but  for  one  moment:  I  hear  her  fobbing! 
— 'Sdeath  I  what  a  brute  am  I  to  ufe  her  thus  ! 
Yet  ftay. — Aye — (be  is  coming  now: — howlittie 
rcfolwion  there  is  in  woman ! — how  a  few  foft 
words 
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words  can  turn  them! — —No,  faith !— flic  is  not 

coming  cither. Why,  Julia— my  love— fay 

but  that  you  forgive  me— come  but  to  tell  me 
that — now,  this  is  being  too  refentful:  ftay  !  flic 
is  coming  too — I  thought  (he  would — nofteadine/s 
in  any  thing!  her  going  away  muft  have  been  a 
mere  trick  then— fhe  fha'n't  fee  that  I  was  hurt 
by  it.— I'll  affect  indifference — (bums  a  tune:  then 

hfiens)' ■  No — Z — ds !   ihe's  not  coming!— 

nor  don't  intend  it,  I  fuppofe.— This  h  not  Jleadi- 
nefs,  but  objtinacy !  Yet  I  deferve  it. — What,  after 
fo  long  an  abfence,  to  quarrel  with  hertendernefs ! 
—'twas  barbarous  and  unmanly ! — I  mould  be 
afhamed  to  fee  her  now. — I'll  wait  till  her  juft  re- 
fentmeot  is  abated — and  when  I  diftrefs  her  fo 
again,  may  I  lofe  her  for  ever!  and  be  linked 
inftead  to  fomc  antique  virago,  whofe  gnawing 
paflions,  and  long  hoarded  fplcen,  lhall  make  me 
curfemy  folly  half  the  day,  and  all  thenight.  [Exit. 

SCENE    III. 

Mrs.  Malaprop'*  Lodgings. 

Mrs.  Malaprop,  with  a  letter  in  her  band,  and 
Captain  Absolute. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Your  being  Sir  Anthony's  fon, 
Captain,  would  itfelf  be  a  fufficient  accommoda- 
tion j  but  from  the  ingenuity  of  your  appearance, 
I  am  convinced  you  deferve  the  character  here 
given  of  you. 

AbJ,  Permit  me  to  fay,  Madam,  that  as  I 
never  yet  have  had  the  pleafure  of  feeing  Mifs 
Languilh,  my  principal  inducement  in  this  affair 
at  prefent  is  the  honour  of  being  allied  to  Mrs. 
Malaprop;  of  whofe  intellectual  accomplifh- 
ments,  elegant  manners,  and  unaffected  learning, 
no  tongue  is  filent, 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mai.  Sir,  you  dome  infinite  honour!— I 
beg,  Captain,  you'll  Defeated.— (Sit) — Ah !  few 
gentlemen,  now  a-days,  know  how  to  value  the 
ineffectual  qualities  in  a  woman  !  few  think  how 
a  little  knowledge  becomes  a  gentlewoman  I— 
Men  have  no  fenfe  now  but  for  the  worthlefs 
flower  of  beauty! 

Abf.  It  is  but  too  true  indeed,  Ma'am;— yet  I 
fear  our  ladies  fhould  fhare  the  blame — they  think 
our  admiration  of  beauty  fo  great,  that  knowledge 
in  them  would  be  fuperfluous.  Thus,  like  gar- 
den-trees, they  feldom  fhew  fruit,  till  time  has 
robb'd  them  of  the  more  fpecious  bloffom.— Few, 
like  Mrs.  Malaprop  and  the  orange-tree,  are  rich, 
in  both  at  once ! 

Mrs.  Mai.  Sir — you  overpower  me  with  good- 
breeding — He  is  the  very  Pine- apple  of  politenefs! 
You  are  not  ignorant,  Captain,  that  this  giddy 
girl  has  fomehow  contrived  to  fix  her  affections 
on  a  beggarly,  (trolling,  eve's-dropping  Enfign, 
whom  none  of  us  have  feen,  and  nobody  knows 
any  thing  of. 

Abf.  O,  I  have  heard  the  filly  affair  before.— 
I'm  not  ac  all  prejudiced  againft  her  on  that, 
account. 

Mrs.  Mai.  You  are  very  good,  and  very  con- 
federate, Captain. — I  am  Aire  I  have  done  every 
thing  in  my  power  fince  I  exploded  the  affair  ! 
long  ago  1  laid  my  pofuive  conjunctions  on  her, 
never  to  think  on  the  fellow  again  j — I  have  fince 
laid  Sir  Anthony's  prepofition  before  her; — bur, 
I  am  forry  to, fay,  fhe  leems  refolved  to  decline 
every  particle  that  I  enjoin  her. 

Abf.  It  mult  be  very  diftreffing,  indeed. 
Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Oh!  it  gives  methehydroftatics  to 
fuch  a  degree; — I  thought  fhe  had  perfifted  from 
correfponding  with  him  j  but,  behold,  this  very 

day, 
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day,  I  have  interceded  another  letter  from  the 
fellow;  I  believe  I  have  it  in  my  pocket. 

Abf.  O  the  devil !  my  laft  note.  \Afidi. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Aye,  here  it  is. 

Abf.  Aye  my  note  indeed!  O  the  little  traic- 
«fs  Lucy.  \Afide. 

Mrs.  Mai.  There,  perhaps  you  may  know  the 
writing.  '  [Gives  him  the letter. 

Abf.  I  think  I  have  feen  the  hand  before— yes, 
I  certainly  mull  have  feen  this  hand  before  :— — 

Mrs.  Mai.  Nay,  but  read  it,  Captain. 
'    Abf.  (Reads)  "  My  fouTs  idol,  my  ador'd  ly- 
*'  dia  V* — Very  tender,  indeed ! 

Mrs.  Mai.  Tender  !  aye  and  prophane  too,  o' 
my  confeience ! 

Abf.  "  I  am  exceffivety  alarmed  at  the  intelligence 
*'  yottjend  me,  the  more  fo  as  my  new  rival"-- 

Mrs.  Mai.  That's  you,  Sir. 

Abf.  "  Has  univerj ally  the  char after  of  being  an 
*'  accomplijhed gentleman,  and  a  man  of  honour." — 
Well,  that's  handfbme  enough. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O,  the  fellow  has  fome  defign  in 
writing  fo. — 

Abf.  That  he  had,  I'll  anfwer.  for  him,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  But  go  on,  Sir — you'll  fee  prefently. 

Abf.  "  As  for  the  old  weather-beaten  foe-dragon 
*'  who  guards  you." — Who  can  he  mean  by  that  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Me,  Sir — me—  he  means  me  there — 
what  do  you  think  now  ? — but  go  on  a  little 
further. 

Abf.  Impudent  fcoundrel !— "it  fhall  go  hard 
"  but  I  will  elude  her  vigilance,  as  I  am  told  that 
"  the  fame  ridiculous  vanity,  which  makes  her  drefs 
"  up  her  coarfe  features,  and  deck  her  dull  chat  with 
"  hard  words  which  fhe  don't  underjland—— 

Mrs.  Mai.    There,  Sir,  an    attack  upon  my 

language  !  what  do  you  think  of  that  ?— an  afper- 

fion  upon  my  parts  of  fpeech  !  was  ever  fuch  a 

brute! 
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brute!  Sure  if  I  reprehend  any  thing  in  this 
World,  it  is  the  ufe  of  my  oracular  tongue,  and 
a  nice  derangement  of  epitaphs  ! 

Abf.  He  deferves  to  be  hang'd  and  quartered ! 
let  me  fee; — "  fame  ridiculous  vanity" - 

Mrs,  Mai.  You  need  not  read  it  again,  Sin 

Abf,  I  beg  pardon,  Ma'am,  "  does  alfo  lay  her 
n  open  to  the  grofjeft  deceptions  from  flattery  and 
"  pretended  admiration" — an  impudent  coxcomb! 
x'Jb  that  I  have  afcheme  to  fee  you  jhortly  ivith  the 
M  old  Harridan's  confent,  and  even  to  make  her  a- 
"go-between  in  our  interviews," — —Was  ever 
fuch  afturance ! 

Mrs.  Mai,  Did  you  ever  hear  any  thing  like 
it  ? — he'll  elude  my  vigilance,  will  he — yes,  yes  ! 
ha!  ha  !  he's  very  likely  to  enter  theft  doors  !— 
we'll  try  who  can  plot  beft  ! 

Abf,  So  we  will,  Ma'am — fo  we  will. — Ma !  ha ! 

ha!  a  conceited  puppy,  hal  haf  ha!^ -Well,  but' 

Mrs.  Malapropras  the  girl  Items  fo  infatuated  by  ' 
this  fellow,  fuppofe  you  were  to  wink  at  her  cor- 
refponding  with  him  for  a  little  time-— 'let  her  even, 
plot  an  elopement  with  him— then  do  you  con- 
nive at  her  efcape— white  /,  juft  in  the  nick,  will 
have  the  fellow  laid  by  the  heels,  and  fairly  con- 
trive to  carry  her  off  in  his  Head. 

Mrs.  Mai.  I  am  delighted  with  the  fcheme, 
never  was  any  thing  better  perpetrated  ! 

Abf.  But,  pray,  could  not  I  fee  the  lady  for  a 
few  minutes  now  ? — I  mould  like  to  try  her  tem- 
per a  little. 

Mrs,  Mai.  Why,  I  don*t  know — —I  doubt  (he 
Is  not  prepared  for  a  vifirof  this  kind.  ——There 
is  a  decorum  in  thcfe  matters. 

Abf.  O  Lord !  ihe  won't  mind  Mr— only  tell 
her  Beverley  ■  ■  — ■ 

Mrs.  Mai.  Sir  I 

Abf.  Gently,  good  tongue.  \_Aftde. 

H  Mrs, 
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Mrs.  Mai.  What  did  you  fay  of  Beverley  ?     , 

,Abf.  0,  I  was  going  to  propofe  that  you  fhauld 
tell  her,  by  way  of  jeft,  that  it  was  Beverley  who 
was  below— ibe'd  comedown  fall  enough  then— 
ha!  ha!  ha! 

Mrs.  Mai.  'Twould  be  a  trick  flie  well  deferves 
— befides  you  know  the  fellow  tells  her  he'll  get 
my  confent  to  fee  her — ha!  ha! — Let  him  if  he 
can,  I  fay  again. — Lydia,  come  down  here! 
[Calttng,']~-He'\l  make  me  a  go-between  in  their 
interviews  /—ha!  ha!  ha!  Come  down,  I  fay, 
Lydia!— I  don't  wonder  at  your  laughing,  ha! 
ha !  ha  I  his  impudence  is  truly  ridiculous. 

Ah/.  'Tis  very  ridiculous,  upon  my  foul, 
Ma'am,    ha!  hal  hat 

Mrs.  Mai.  The  little  huffy  won't  hear. — Well, 
111  go  and  tell  her  at  once  who  it  is — fhe  fhall 
know  that  Capt.  Abfolute  is  come  to  wait  on  her. 
—And  I'll  make  her  behave-as  becomes  a  young 
woman.  , 

AbJ.  As  you  pleafe,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  For  the  prefent,  Captain,  your  fer- 
vant — Ah  !  you've  not  done  laughing  yet,  I  fee— 
elude  my  vigilance !  yes,  yes,  hal  ha!  hal  [Exit. 

AbJ.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  one  would  think  now  that  I 
might  throw  off  all  difguife  at  once,  and  feize  my 
prize  with  fecurity — but  fucfa  is  Lydia's  caprice, 
that  to  undeceive  were  probably  to  lofeher. — I'll 
fee  whether  the  knows  me. 

\Walks  afide  and  Jeems  engaged  in  looking  at 
the  pictures. 

Enter  Lydia. 

Lydia.  What  a  fcene  am  I  now  to  go  tbro*  I 
furely  nothing  can  be  more  dreadful  than  to  be 
obliged  to  liften  to  the  loathfome  addreflTes.of  a 
ftranger  to  one's  heart,— I  have  heard  of  girls 

peiiecuted 
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perfecuted  as  I  am,  who  have  appealed  In  behalf 
of  their  favoured  lover  to  the  generality  of  his 
rival :  fuppofe  I  were  to  try  it — there  (lands  the 
hated  rival— an  officer  too ! — but  O  how  unlike  my 
Beverley!— I  wonder  he  don't  begin — truly  he 
feeaft  a  very  negligent  wooer ! — quite  at  his  eafe, 
upon  my  word !  I'll  fpeak  firft — Mr.  Abfolute. 

Abf.   Ma'am.  [Turns  round, 

Lydia.  O  Heav'ns  !  Beverley  ! 

Abf.  Huih ! — hum,  my  life!— foftly!  be  not 
furprifed ! 

Lydia.  I  am  fo  aftoniihed !  and  fo  terrified ! 
and  fo  overjoyed  1 — for  Heav'ns  fake !  how  came 
you  here  ? 

Abf.  Briefly— I  have  deceived  your  Aunt— I  was 
informed  that  my  new  rival  was  to  vifit  here  this 
evening,  and  contriving  to  have  him  kept  away, 
have  paffed  myielf  on  ber  for  Capt.  Abfolute. 

Lydia.  O,  charming! — And  me  really  takes 
you  for  young  Abfolute  ? 

Abf.  .  O,  ihe's  convinced  of  it. 

Lydia.  Ha!  he!  ha!  I  can't  forbear  laughing 
to  think,  how  her  fagacity  is  over-reached  ! 

Abf,  But  we  trifle  with  our  precious  moments — 
fuch  another  opportunity  may  not  occur — then  let 
me  now  conjure  my  kind,  my  condefcending 
angel,  to  fix  the  time  when  I  may  refcue  her  from 
undeserving  perfecution,  and  with  a  licenfed 
warmth  plead  for  my  reward. 

Lydia,  Will  you  then,  Beverley,  confent  to 
forfeit  that  portion  of  my  paltry  wealth  ? — that 
burden  on  the  wings  of  love  ? 

Abf,  O  come  to  me — rich  only  thus — in  loveli- 
nefs — Bring  no  portion  to  me  but  thy  love— 'twill 
be  generous  in  you,  Lydia— for  well  you  know,  it 
ia  the  only  dower  your  poor  Beverley  can  repay. 

Lydia.  How  perfuafive  are  his  words ! — how 
charming  will  poverty  be  with  him ! 

H  2  Abf. 
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Abj.  Ah!  my  foul,  what  alife  will  wethenlive? 
Love  ihail  be  our  idol  and  fupport !  we  will  wor* 
ihip  him  with  a  monaftic  ftrictnefs  ;  abjuring  all 
worldly  coys,  to  center  every  thought  and  action 
there. — Proud  of  calamity,  we  will  enjoy  the  wreck 
of  wealth  -,  while  the  furrounding  gloom  of  atjver- 
iky  lhall  make  the  flame  of  our  pure  love  (how 
doubly  bnght.-~By  Heav'ns !  I  would  fling  all 
goods  of  fortune  from  me  with  a  prodigal  hand, 
to  enjoy  the  l'cenc  where  I  might  clafp  my  Lydia 
to  my  bofom,  and  fay,  the  world  affords  nofmile 

to  me— but  here-r [Embraeing  her. 

If  flie  holds  out  now  the  devil  is  in  it!       [Ajide„ 
Lydia.  Now  could  1  fly  with  him  to  the  Anti- 
podes !  but  my  perfecution  is  net  yet  come  to  a. 
crifis. 

Enter  Mrs,  Malaprop,  Ufiemng. 

Mrs.  Mai.  I  am  impatient  to  know  how  the 
little  huffy  deports  herfelf,  \Afid** 

Abj,  So  penfive,  Lydia ! — is  then  your  warmth 
abated  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Warmth  abated  1— fo ! — Ihe  has 
been  in  a  palfion,  I  fuppofe. 

lydia.  No — nor  ever  can  while  I  have  life. 
.  Mrs.  Mai,  An  ill-temper'd  little  devil  I-r-Sbe'll 
be  in  a  paflion  all  her  life— will  Ihe  ? 

Lydia.  Think  not  the  idle  threats  of  my  ridi- 
culous aunt  can  ever  have  any  weight  with  me. 

Mrs.  Mai,  Very  dutiful,  upon  my  word  I 

Lydia.  Let  her  choice  be  Capt.  Abjolutt,  but 
Beverley  is  mine. 

Mrs.  Mai,  I  am  aftonifhed  at  her  aJTurance  !-<*• 
to  his  face — this  is  to  his  face ! 

Abf.  Thus  then  letmeenforcemyfuit.  {Kneeling, 

Mrs.  Mai.  Aye— poor  young  man  !»-dowD  on 

his  knees  entreating  for  pity  1— I  can  contain  no 

longer, 
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longer.— Why,  thou  vixen !— I  have  overheard 
you. 

Abf.  O  confound  her  vigilance !  \Afide. 

Mrs. Mai.  Cape.  Abfelute—l  know  not  how  to 
apologize  for  her  (hocking  rudenefs. 

Abf.  So— all's  fafe,  I  find.  {Afide. 

I  have  hopes,  Madam,  that  time  will  bring  the 
young  lady 

Mrs.  Mai.  O,  there's  nothing  to  be  hoped  for 
from  her  !  (he's  as  headltrong  as  an  allegory  on 
the  banks  of  Nile, 

Lydia.  Nay,  Madam,  what  do  you  charge  me 
with  now  ? 

Mrs,  Mai.  Why,  thou  unblufhing  rebel— 
didn't  you  tell  this  gentleman  to  his  face  that  you 
loved  another  better  ?— didn't  you  fay  you  never 
would  be  his  f 

Lydia   No,  Madam — I  did  not. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Good  Heav'ns  1  what  aflurance  !— 
Lydia,  Lydia,  you  ought  to  know  that  lying  don't 
become  a  young  woman  \ — Didn't  you  boaft  that 
Beverley — that  ftroller  Beverley^  pofleffed  your 
heart  ? — Tell  me  that,  I  fay. 

Lydia.  'Tis  true,  Ma'am,  and  none  but  Be- 
verley.—— 

Mrs.  Mai.  Holdi— hold,  Aflurance  I— you  (hall 
not  be  fo  rude, 

Abf.  Nay,  pray  Mrs.  Malaprop,  don't  flop  the 
young  lady's  fpeech  :— (he's  very  welcome  to  talk, 
thus — it  does  not  hurt  me  in  the  leaft,  I  allure 
you. 

Mrs.  Mai.  You  are  too  good,  Captain— tea 
amiably  patient — but  come  with  mc,  Mifs— let  us 
fee  you  again  foon,  Captain— remember  what  we 
have  fixed. 

Abf.  I  (hall,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mil.  Come,  take  a  graceful  leave  of  the 
gentleman. 

Lydia. 
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Lydia.  May  every  bleffing  wait  on-  my  Bever- 
ley, my  lov'd  Bev 

Mrs.  Mai.  Huffy !  I'll  choak  the  word  in  your 
throat  !— come  along — come  along. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 
[Beverley  kijfing  bis  band  to  Lydia— Mrs,. 
Malaprop  jtopfing  her from  /peaking. 

SCENE       IV. 
Acres'j  Lodgings. 

Acres  and  David. 
Acres  asjuji  dre/s'd. 

Atrts.  Indeed,  David— do  you  think  I  become 
itfo? 

David.  You  are  quite  another  creature,  believe 
me,  Matter,  by  the  Mafs !  an'  we've  any  luck  we 
Hull  fee  the  Devon  monkeyrony  in  all  the  print - 
Jbops  in  Bath  t 

Acres.  Drek  does  make  a  difference,  David. 

David.  'Tis  all  in  all,  I  think — -difference !  why, 
an'  you  were  to  go  now  to  Clod-Hall,  1  am  cer- 
tain the  old  lady  wouldn't  know  you :  Matter 
Butler  would'nt  believe  his  own  eyes,  and  Mrs. 
Pickle  would  cry,  "Lard,  prefarve  me!"  our 
dairy-maid  would  come  giggling  to  the  door,  and 
I  warrant  Dolly  Tefter,  your  Honour's  favourite, 
would  blufli  like  my  waiftcoat— ^Oons !  I'll  hold  a 
gallon,  there  an't  a  dog  in  the  houfe  but  would 
bark,  and  I  queftion  whether  Pbillis  would  wag  a 
hair  of  her  tail ! 

Acres.  Aye,  David,  there's  nothing  like  po- 
lifhing. 

.  David.  So  I  fays  of  your  Honour's  boots  j  but 
toe  boy  never  heeds  me  1 

Acres. 
8 
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Acres.  But,  David,  has  Mr.  De-la-Grace  been 
•  here?  I  mull  rub  up  my  balancing,  and  chafing, 
and  boring.  ., 

David.  I'll  call  again,  Sir. 

Acres.  Do— and  fee  if  there  are  any  letters  for 
me  at  the  Poft-office. 

David,    1  will. — By  the  Mafs,   I    can't  help 

looking  at  your  head! — if  I  hadn't  been  by  « 

the  cooking,  I  with  I  may  die  if  1  fhould  have 

known  the  dilh  again  myfelf!  [Exit* 

[Acres  tomes forward,  fratlifing a'dancingfi-ef. 

Acres.  Sink,  Aide — coupee — Confound  the  firft 
inventors  of  Cotillons!  fay  I  — they  are  as  bad  x% 
algebra  to  us  country  gentlemen — I  can  walk-  a 
Minuet eafy  enough  when  I  am  forced!— and  I 
have  been  accounted  a  good  flick  in  a  Country- 
dance. —  Oddsjiggs  and  tabors! — I  never  valued] 
yourcrofs-over  to  couple — figure  in — right  airdl 
left — and  I'd  foot  it  with  e'er  a  Captain  in  the1 
country! — but  thefe  ovitlandifti  heathen  Alle- 
mandes  and  Cotillons  are  quite  beyond  me!— I . 
fhall  never  profper  at  'em,  that's  fure — mine  arc 
true-born  Englifh  legs — they  don't  underftand 
their  curft  French  lingo! — their  Poj  this,  and  PSr 
that,  and  Pas  t'other!  —  damn  me!  my  feet  don't 
like  to  be  called  Paws  !  no,  'tis  certain- 1  have 
moll  Antigallican  Toes ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Here  is  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger  to  wait  on 
you,  Sir.         ■  ■     - 

Aires.  Shew  him  in. 

EMtr  SirLugius.  .  . 

'  Sir  Luc.  Mr-;  Acre's,  I  am  delighted  to  em- 
brace you,  , 

Acres.  My  dear  Sir  Lucius^:  J  kifs  your  hands. 

Sir  Luc.  Pray,  my  friend,  what  has  brought  ■ 
you  fo  tuddealy  to  Bath  ? 

Acres* 
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Acres.  Faith !  I  have  followed  Cupid's  Jack-a* 
Lantern,  and  find  myfelf  in  a  quagmire  at  laft* 
—In  fbort,  I  have  been  very  ill--ufed,  Sir  Lucius* 
—I  don't  choofe  to  mention  names*  but  look  on 
me  as  on  a  very  ill-ufed  gentleman. 

Sir  Luc.  Pray  what  is  the  Cafe  f — 1  afk  no 
names. 

Acres.  Mark  me,  Sir  Lucius,  I  fall  as  deep  as 
need  be  in  love  with  a  young  lady— —her  friends 
take  my  part— I  follow  her  to  Bath— fend  word 
of  my  arrival;  and  receive  anfwer,  that  the  lady 
is  to  be  otherwife  difpofed  of.— -This,  Sir  Lucius, 
I  call  being  ill-ufed. 

Sir  Luc.  Very  ill,  upon  my  confeience.— Pray, 
can  you  divine  the  caufe  of  it  I 

Acres.  Why,  there's  the  matter:  flic  has  an- 
other lover,  one  Beverley,  who,  I  am  told,  is 
now  in  Bath.— Odds  flanders  and  lies  I  he  muft 
.  be  at  the  bottom  of  it. 

Sir  Luc.  A  rival  in  the  cafe,  is  there  i— and 
you  think  he  has  fupplanted  you  unfairly. 

Acres.  Unfairly  1  to  be  fure  he  has.— He  never 
could  have  done  it  fairly. 

Sir  Luc.  Then  fure  you  know  what  is  to  be 
done  1 

Acres.  Not  I,  upon  my  foull 

Sir  Luc.  We  wear  no  fwords  here,  but  you  un- 
derftand  me  ? 

Acres.  What !  fight  him  1 

Sir  Lac.  Aye,  to  be  fure:  what  can  I  mean  elfe? 

Acres.  But  he  has  given  me  no  provocation. 

Sir  Luc.  Now,  I  think  he  has  given  you  the 
greateft  provocation  in  the  world.*— Can  a  man 
commit  a  more  heinous  offence  againft  another 
than  to  fall  in  love  with  the  fame  woman?  O, 
by  my  foul,  it  is  the  moft  unpardonable  breach 
of  friendfhip. 

Acres.  Breach  of  friendfhip !  Aye,  aye j  but  I 
have 
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have  no  acquaintance  with  this  man.     I  never      ■ 
faw  him  in  my  life. 

SirLuc.  That's  no  argument  at  all— he  has 
the  lefs  right  then  to  take  fuch  a  liberty. 

Acres,  'Gad  that's  true — I  grow  full  of  aneer, 
Sir  Lucius ! — I  fire  apace !  Odds  hihs  and  blades ; 
I  find  a  man  may  have  a  deal  of  valour  in  him* 
and  not  know  it !  But  Couldn't  I  contrive  to 
have  a  little  right  of  my  fide  ? 

Sir  Luc.  What  the  Devil  fignifies  right,  when 
.  your  bemur  is  concerned  ?  Do  you  think,  Achilla 
or  my  little  Alexander  the  Great  ever  inquired 
where  the  right  lay  ?  No,  by  my  foul,  they 
drew  their  broad-fwords,  and  left  the  laty  fons 
of  peace  to  fettle  thejuftice  of  it. 

Acres,  Your  words  are  a  grenadier's  march  to 
my  heart !  I  believe  courage  muft  be  catching  ! 
—I  certainly  do  feel  a  kind  of  valour  riling  as  it 
were— — a  kind  of  courage,  as  J  may  fay — — — 
Odds  flints,  pans,  and  triggers!  I'll  challenge 
him  direftly. 

SirLuc.  Ah,  my  little  friend!  if  I  had  Blunder, 
i/n/s^Hail  here — I  could  ihew  you  a  range  of  an- 
ceftry,  in  the  O'Trigger  line,  that  would  furnilh 
the' new  room;  every  one  of  whom  had  killed 
his  man!— For  though  the  nrunfion-houfe  and 
dirty  acres  have  dipt  through  my  ringers,  I 
thank  Heav'n  our  honour  and  the  family-pic- 
tures are  as  Frefh  as  ever. 

Acres.  Q,  Sir  Lucius !  I  have  had  anceftors 
too ! — every  man  of  'em  colonel  or  captain  in  the 

militia! Odds  balls  and  barrels!  fay  no  more 

—I'm  brae'd  for  it.— ■ — The  thunder  of  your 
words  has  foured  the  milk  of  human  kindnefs  m 

my  brcaft! — Z— —  ds  !  as  the  man  in  the 

play  lays,  "  I  could  do  fuch  deeds- " 

Sir  Luc.  Come,  come,  there  muft  be  no  paf- 
fion  at  all  in  the  cafe— thefe  things  mould  al- 
ways be  done  civilly. 

I-  Jims, 
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Acres.  I  maft  be  in  a  paffion,  Sir  Lucius 1 

muft  be  in  a  rage Dear  Sir  Lucius,  let  me  be 

in  a  rage,  if  you  love  me. Come,  here's  pen 

and  paper.  (Sits  down  to  write.) 

I  would  the  ink  were  red! — Indite,  I  fay  indite! 
—How  (hall  I  begin  ?  Odds  bullets  and  blades ! 
I'll  write  a  good  bold  hand,  however. 

Sir  Luc.  Pray  compofe  yourfelf. 

Acres.  Come — now,  fhaU  I  begin  with  an  oath  ? 
Do,  Sir.  Lucius,  let  me  begin  with  a  damme. 

Sir  Luc  Pho  1  pho !  do  the  thing  decently, 
and  like  a  Chriftian.     Begin  now — "  Sir 

-Acres.  That's  too  civil  by  half. 

Sir  Luc.  "  To  prevent  the  confufion  that  might 
ari/e." 

Acres.  Well 

Sir  Luc.  "  From  cur  both  addrefiing  the  Jamt 
lady." 

.  Acres.  Aye — there's  the  reafon— "fame  lady" 
_WeJI— 

Sir  Luc.  "  I  fhall  expeiJ  the  honour  of  your  com- 
pany"  

Acres.  Z ds !  I'm  not  aflcing  him  to  dinner. 

Sir  Luc.  Pray  be  eafy. 

Acres.  Well  then,  "honourof  your  company" 

Sir  Luc.  "  To  fettle  our  pretenftons." 

Acres.  Well. 

Sir  Luc.  Let  me  fee,  aye,  King's  Mead-field 
will  do—*'  in  King's  Mead-fields." 

Acres.  So  that's  done. Well,  I'll  fold  it  up 

prefentlyj  my  own  creft-^— a  Jiand  and  dagger 
fliall  be  the  feal. 

Sir  Luc.  You  fee  now  this  little  explanation  will 
put  a  flop  at  once  to  all  confufion  or  mifunder- 
ftanding  that  might  arife  between  you. 

Acres.  Aye,  we  fight  to  prevent  any  mifunder- 
ftanding. 

Sir  Luc.  Now,  I'll  leave  you  to  fix  your  own 

time. — Take  my  advice,  and  ypu'U  decide  it  thi^ 

6  „  evening 
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evening  if  you  can  -,  then  let  the  word  come  of  it, 
'twill  be  off  your  mind  to-morrow. 

Acres,  Very  true. 

Sir  Luc.  So  I  flull  ice  nothing  more  of  you, 

unlefs  it  be  by  letter,  till  'the  evening. 1  would 

do  myfelf  the  honour  to  carry  your  meffage  j  but, 
to  tell  you  a  fecret,  I  believe  I  (hall  have  juft 
fuch  another  affair  on  my  own  hands.  There  is 
a  gay  captain  here,  who  put  a  jcft  on  me  lately, 
at  the  expence  of  my  country,  and  I  only'want  to 
fall  in  with  the  gentleman,  to  call  him  out. 

Acres.  By  my  valour,  1  mould  like  to  fee  you 
fight  rirft  !  Odds  life  \  I  fhould  like  to  fee  you 
kill  him,  if  it  was  only  to  get  a  little  leflbn. 

Sir  Luc.  I  mall  be  very  proud  of  inftructing 

you. Well  for  the  prefent but  remember 

now,  when  you  meet  your  antagonift,  do  every 

thing  in  a  mild  and  agreeable  manner. Let 

your  courage  be  as  keen,  but  at  the  fame  time  as 
pojifhed  as  your  fwerd.  [Exeunt Severally. 


I  2  ACT 
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ACT     IV. 
S    C    E    N    K      I.   ■ 

Acres's  Lodgings. 
■  Acres    and   David. 

DawW.HpHEN,  by  the  Mafs,  Sir!  I  would 
X  do  no  fuch  thing-— ne'er  a  Sir  Lu- 
cius OTrigger  to  the  kingdom  ftiouW  make  me 
fight,  when  I  wa'n't  fo  minded.  Oons  !■  what 
will  the  old  latfy  fay,  when  (he  hears  o't ! 

Acres.  Ah!  David,  if  you  had  heard  Sir  Lu- 
cius ! — Odds  fparks  and  flames  !  he  would"  have 
rmis'd  your  valour. 

David.  Not  he,  indeed.  I  hates  fuch  blood- 
thirfty  cormorants.  Look'ee,  Mafter,  if  you'd 
wanted  a.  bout  at  boxing,  quarter- ftaff,  or  fhort- 
ftaff,  I  (hould  never  be  the  man  to  bid  you  cry 
off:  But  for  your  curft  fharps  and  fnaps,  I  never 
knew  acy  good  come  of  'em. 

Acres.  But  my  honour,  David,  my  honour!  I 
mull  be  very  careful  of  my  honour. 

David.  Aye,  by  the  Mafs  !  and  I  would  be  very 
careful  of  it;  and  I  think  in  return  my  henour 
couldn't  do  lefs  than  to  be  very  careful  of  me. 

Acres.  Odds  blades !  David,  no  gentleman 
will  ever  rifk  the  lofs  of  his  honour  ! 

David.  I   fay  then,  it  would  be  but  civil  in 

henour  never  to  rifk  the  lofs  of  a  gentleman. 

.  Look'ee,  Mafter,  this  honour  feems  tome  to  be  a 
marvellous  falfe  friend  :  aye,  truly,  a  very  cour- 
tier-like fervant. — Put  the  cafe,  1  was  a  gentle- 
man (which,  thank  God,  no  one  can  fay  of  me)  j 
well. — my  honour  makes  me.  quarrel  with  another 
gentleman  of  my  acquaintance. — So — we  fight. 
(Plealant 
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(Plcafant  enough  that)  Boht—I  kill  him-— (the 
more's  my  luck..)  Now,  pray  who  gets  the  profit 
of    it  ?— Why,    my  honeur,—- But  put  the  cafe 

chat  he  kills   me! by  the  Mafs!    I  go  to 

the  worms,  and  my  honour  whips  over  to  my 
enemy. 

Acres,  No.David— in  that  cafe! — Oddscrowni 
and  laurels !  your  honour  follows  you  to  the  grave* 
.  David.  Now,  that's  juft  the  place  were  I  could 
make  a  fhift  to  do  without  it. 

Acres.  Z- — -ds!  David,  you  are  a  coward!— 
It  doesn't  become  my  valour  to  liften  to  youv— 
What,  (hall  1  difgrace  my  anceftors? — Think  of 
that,  David— think-  what  it  would  be  to  difgrace 
my  anceftors! 

David.  Under  favour,the  fureft  way  of  not  dis- 
gracing them,  is  to  keep  as  long  as  you  can  out 
of  their  company.  Look'eenow,  Matter,  to  go 
to  them  in  fuch  hafte— with  an  ounce  of  lead  in 
your  brains— I  fhould  think  might  as  well  be  \e% 
aione.  Our  anceftors  are  very  good  kind  of  folks ; 
but  they  are  the-lafl:  people  I  fhould  choofe  to  have 
a  vifiting  acquaintance  with.  ,  ' 

Acres.  But,  David,  now,  you  don't  think  there 
is  fuch  very,  very,  very  great  danger,  hey  ?— • 
Odds'  life !  people  often  fight  without  any  mif- 
ehief  -done ! 

David.  By  the  Mafs-,  I  think  'tis  ten  to  one 

againft  you  ! Pons  !  here  to  meet  fome  lion-' 

headed  fellow,  I  "warrant,  with  his  d— n'd  double- 
barrel! 'd  fwprds,  and  cut-and-thruft  ptftols  t 
Lord  blefs  us  !  it  makes  me  tremble  to  think  o'e 
« Thofe  be  fueh  defperate  bloody-minded  wea- 
pons !  Well,  I  never' could  abide 'em  !— from  a 
child  I  never  could  fancy  'em  !— =-1  fuppofe  there 
a'n't  been  fo  mercilefs  a  bealt  in  the  world  as  your 
loaded  piftol ! 

Acres.  Z— — ds  !  I  iwm't  be  afraid— Odds  fire 
and  fury !  you  lha'n't  make  me  afraid.— Here  ij 

the 
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the  challenge,  and  I  have  fen t  fdr  my  dear  friend 
Jack  Abfolute  to  carry  it  for  me. 

David.  Aye,  i'the  name  of  mrfchief,  let  bm  be 
the  mefienaer. — For  my  part,  I  wouldn't  lend  a 
band  to  it  for  the  beft  horfe  in  your  (table;  By 
the  Mafs  !  it  don't  look  like  another  letter! — It 
is,  as  I  may  fay,  a  defigning  and  malicious-look- 
ing letter !— and  I  warrant  fmells  of  gunpowder, 
like  a  foldier's  pouch ! — Oons !  1  wouldn't  fwcar 
it  mayn't  go  off! 

-   'Acres.  Our,  you  poltroon !— you  ha'n't  the  va- 
lour of  a  grais- hopper. 

■David.  Well,  I  fay  no  more — 'twill  be  fad 
news,  to  be  fure,  at  Clod  Hall ! — but  I  ha'  done.— 
How  Phyllis  will  howl  when  (he  hears  of  it  !— 
Aye,  poor  bitch,  (he  little  thinks  what  (hooting 
her  Matter's  going  after ! — And  I  warrant  old 
Crop,  who  has  carried  your  honour,  field  and 
road;  thefe  ten  years,  will  curfe  the  hour  he 
waV  born.  (IVbimpering.) 

Acres.  It  woh'tdo,  David — I  am  determined  to 
fight — fo  get  along,  you  coward,  while  I'm  in  the 
mind.  ,; 

Enter  Servant. 

Ser.  Captain  Abfolute,  Sir. 

Acres.  O  !  (hew  him  up.  [Exit  Servant. 

David.  Well,  Heaven  fend  we  be  all  alive  this 
time  to-morrow. 

Acres.    What's    that! — Don't   provoke    me,  v 
David ! 
■  David.  Good  bye,  Mailer.         (Whimpering.) 

Acres.  Get  along,  you  cowardly,  daftardly, 
croaking  raven.  Exit  David. 

Enter  Absolute. 

AhJ.  What's  the  matter,  Bob  ?    . 

Acres.  A  vile,  (hcep-hearted  blockheadl — If  I 
hadn't  the  valour  of  St.  George  and  the  dragon  to 
boot — 
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'AbJ.  But  what  did  you  want  with  me,  Bob? 

Acres,  O!— There—  ( Gives  bim  the  challenge.) 
,  Abf.  "  1o  Enfign  Beverley."  .So — what's  going 
on  now !  \dfidt. 

Well,  what's  this  ? 

Acres.  A  challenge ! 

AbJ.  Indeed ! — Why,  you  won't  fight  him ; 
will  you,  Bob? 

Acres.  'Egad  but  I  will,  Jack. — Sir  Lucius 
has  wrought  me  to  it.  He  has  left  me  full  of 
rage — and  I'll  fight  this  evening,  that  fo  much 
good  paflion  mayn't  be,wafted. 

AbJ.  But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this  ? 

Acres.  Why,  as  I  think  you  know  fomething  of 
this  fellow,  1  want  you  to  find  him  out  fpr  me, 
and  give  him  this  mortal  defiance.  - 

AbJ.  Well,  give  it  to  me,  and  truft  me  he  gets 
it.  , 

Acres.  Thank  you,  my  dear  friend,  my  dear 
Jack;  but  it  is  giving  you  a  great  deal  of 
trouble. 

AbJ.  Not  in  the  leaft — I  beg  you  wo'n't  men- 
tion it. — No  trouble  in  the  world,  I  affureyou. 

Acres.  You  are  very  kind. What  it  is  to 

have  a  friend ! You  couldn't  be  my  feqond— 

could  you,  Jack? 

AbJ.  Why  no,  Bob — not  in  ibis  affair— it  would 
not  be  quite  fo  proper. 

Acres.  Well,  then,  I  muft  get  my  friend  Sir 
Lucius.  I  (hall  have  your  good  wilhes,  however, 
Jack. 

AbJ.  Whenever  he  meets  you,  believe  me. 

■     Enter Servant. 

Ser.  Sir  Anthony  Abfolute  is  below,  inquiring 
for  the  Captain. 

..    Abf.    I'll  come  inftantly.— — Wellj  my  little 

hero,  fuccefs  attend  you.  (Going.) 

Acres. 
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Aires.  Stay — ftay,  Jack.— —If  Beverley  (hould 
aflt  you  what  kind  of  a  man  your  friend  Acres  is, 
do  tell  him  I  am  a  devil  of  a  fellow — will  you, 
Jack? 

AbJ.  To  be  fure  I  (hall. 111  fay  you  are  a 

determined  dog — hey,  Bob  ! 

Acres.  Aye,  do,  do — and  if  that  frightens  him, 
"egad,  perhaps  he  mayn't  come.  So  tell  him  I 
generally  kill  a  man  a- week  j  will  you,  Jack  ? 

AbJ.  I  will,  I  will;  I'll  fay  you  are  called  in 
the  country  "  Fighting  Bob." 

Acres.  Right,  right— 'tis  all  to  prevent  mis- 
chief; for  I  don't  want  to  take  his  life  if  I  clear 
my  honour. 

AbJ.  No!— that's  very  kind  of  you* 

Acres.  Why,  you  don't  wifh  me  to  kill  him— - 
do  you,  Jack  ? 

AbJ.  No,  upon  my  foul,  I  do  not. — But  a  de- 
vil of  a  fellow,  hey  ?  (Going.) 

Acres.  True,  true— but  ftay— ftay,  Jack— you 
may  add,  that  you  never  faw  me  in  fuch  a  rage 
before—a  moft  devouring  rage  ! 

AbJ.  I  will,  I  will. 

Acres.  Remember,  Jack— —a  determined  dog! 

AbJ.  Aye,  aye,  *( Fighting  Bob." 

[Exeunt Jevtrally, 


SCENE       II. 
Mas.   Malaprop'j  Lodgings* 
Mrs.    Malaprop  and  Lydia. 

Mrs,  Mai.  Why,  thou  perverfe  one !— tell  me 
what  you  can  object  to  him  ? — Isn't  he  a  hand- 
fome  man  ?— tell  me  that.-— A  genteel  man  ?  a 
pretty  figure  of  a  man  ? 

Lydia. 
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Lydia.  She  little  thinks  whom  (he  is  praifing ! 
(Afide.)So  is  Beverley,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  No  caparifons,Mifs,  if  you  pleafe.— _ 
Caparifons  don't  become  a  young  woman. — No! 
Captain  Abfolute  is  indeed  a  fine  gentleman  ! 

Lydia.  Aye,  the  Captain  Abfolute  you  have 
feen.  \Mde: 

Mrs.  Ma).  Then  he's/e  well  bred}—; fo  full  of 
alacrity,  and  adulation! — and  has  Jo  much  to  fay 
for  himfelf : — in  fuch  good  language  too ! — His 
phyfiognomy  fo  grammatical ! — Then  his  pre- 
fence  is  fo  noble ! — I  prated*  when  I  faw  him,  I 
thought  of  what  Hamlet  fays  in  the  Play :— • 
lc  Hefperian  curls — the  front  of  Jib  himfelf! — i 
rt  an  eye,  like  March,  to  threaten  at  command! 
"  -"-a  Station,  like  Harry  Mercury,  new—" 
Something  about  kiffing — oh  a  hill — however* 
the  fimilitude  ftruck  me  directly; 

Lydia.  How  enraged  (he'll  be  prefently  when 
file  difcovers  her  miltake  1  \Afide>, 

Enter  Servant. 

Set.  Sir  Anthony  and  Captain  Abfolute  are 
below,  Ma'am. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Shew  them  Up  here.  [Exit  Servant; 
Now,  Lydia,  I  infill  On  your  behaving  as  be- 
comes a  young  woman. — Shew  your  good  breed- 
ing, at  leaft,  though  you  have  forgot  your  duty. 

Lydia.  Madam,  I  have  told  you  my  refolution ! 
—I  (hail  not  only  give  him  no  encouragement, 
but  I  won't  even  fpeak  to,  or  look  at  him. 

[Flings  herfelfinto  a  cbair,  with  her  face  from 
the  doori 

Enter  Sir  Asthony  and  Absoluts. 

Sir  Anth.  Here  we  are,  Mrs.  Malaprop;  come 

ta  mitigate  the  frowns  of  unrelenting  beauty, — 

K  and 
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and  difficulty  enough  I  had  to  bring  this  fellow1.. 
— I  don't  know  what's  the  matter;  but  if  I  had 
not  held  him  by  force,  he'd  have  given  me  the 
flip- 

Mrs.  Mai.  You  have  infinite  trouble,  Sir  An- 
thony, in  the  affair. — I  am  afhamed  for  thecaufe! 
Lydia,  Lydia,  rife  1  befeech  you  !■ — pay  your  re- 
flects !  [Afide  to  ber. 
Sir  Anth .  I  hope,  Madam,  that  Mil's  Languifti 
has  reflected  on  the  worth  of  this  gentleman,  and 
the  regard  due  to  her  Aunt's  choice,  and  my  alli- 
ance.— Now,  Jack,  fpeak  to  her.       [Afide  to  him. 
Ahf.  What  the  d— 1  (hall  I  do!  (Afide.)— You 
fee,  Sir,  flie  won't  even  look  at  me,  whilft  you  are, 
here. — I  knew  (he  wouldn't ! — I  told  you  fo— 
Let  me  intreat  you,  Sir,'  to  leave  us  together  ! 
\Abfo\otefeemj  to  expofiulate  with  bis  Father. 
Lydia.  (Afide. J  I  wondef  I  ha'n'c  heard  my 
Aunt  exclaim  yet !  fure  flie  can't  have  lock'd  at 

him! perhaps  their  regimentals  are  alike, 

and  (he  is  fomething  blind. 

Sir  Anth.  I  fay,.  Sir,  I  won't  flir  a  foot  yet. 
'  Mrs.  Mai.  I  am  forry  to  fay,  Sir  Anthony,  that 
my  affluence  over  my  Niece  is  very  fmall. — Turn 
round,  Lydia,  I  blufli  for  you!  [Afide  tober. 
Sir  Anth.  May  I  not  flatter  myfelf,  that  Mifs 
Languifli  will  aflign  what  caufeof  diilike  (he  can 
have  to  my  fon! — Why  don't  you  begin,  Jack?> 
—  Speak,  you  puppy — fpeak  !  [Afide  tobim. 

Mrs.  Mai.  It  is  impoffible,  Sir  Anthony,  flie 
can  have  any. — She  will  not  fay  (he  has.--..  - 
Anfwer,  huffy  !  why  don't  you  anfwer  ? 

[Afide  to  her. 

Sir  Anth.  Then,  Madam,  I  trufl:  thatachildifh 

and  hafty  predilection  will  be  no  bar  to  Jack's 

happioefs. Z — ds  1    firrah!    why  don't  you 

fpeak?  [Afide to  him. 

Lydia,  (Afide.)  I  think  my  lover  icems  as  little 

inclined 
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inclined    to    converfation    as    myfclf. How 

ftrangely  blind- my  Aunt  muft  be! 

Abf.  Hem!  hem!  Madam — hem!  (Abfolute 
attempts  to  /peak,  then  returns  to  Sir  Anthony) — 
Faith  !  Sir,  I  am  fo  confounded! — and  fo— fo — . 
confufed! — I  told  you  I  mould  be  fo,  Sir,— I 
knew  it. — The — the— tremor  of  my  paffion  en- 
tirely takes  away  my  prefence  of  mind. 

Sir  Anth.  But  it  don't  take  away  your  voice, 

fool j  does  it  h — Go  up,  and  fpeak  to.  her  direflly ! 

[Abfolute  makes figns  to  Mrs.  Malaprop 

to  leave  them  together. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Sir  Anthony,  (hall  we  leave  them 

together?— Ah  !  you  ftubborn  little  vixen  ! 

\Afide  to  her, 

SirAntb.  Notyet,  Ma'am,  not  yet! — what  the 

d— 1  are  you  at?  unlock  your  jaws,  firrah,  or— » 

[A/tdelobim. 

[Absolute  draws  near  Lydia.] 

Abf.  Now  Heav'n  fend  me  may  be  too  fullen 

to  look  round! — I muft  difguifemy  voice.  (A/tde.) 

\_Speaks  in  a  low  hoar/e  tone. 

— Will  not  Mifs  Languilb  lend  an  ear  to  the  mild 

accents  of  true  love  ? — Will  not 

SirAntb.  What 'the  d — 1  ails  the  fellow? — 
Why  don't  you  fpeak  out  ? — not  ftand  croaking 
like  a  frog  in  a  quinfey  ! 

Abf.  The — the — excefs  of  my  awe,  and  my — 
my — my  modefty,  quite  choak  me  ! 

SirAntb.  Ah!  your  modefty  againl— I'll  tell 
you  what,  Jack;  if  you  don't  fpeak  out  dire&ly, 
and  glibly  too,  I  mall  be  in  fuch  a  rage!— Mrs. 
Malaprop,  I  wifli  the  lady  would  favour  us  with 
fomething  more  than  a  fide-front. 

[Mrs.  Malaprop/e«»J  to  chide  Lydia. 
Abf.  So! — all  will  out,  1  fee! 

[Goes  up  to  Lydia,  /peaks  foftly. 
Be  not  furprifed,  my  Lydia,  fupprefs  all  fur- 
prife  at  prefent. 

K  %  Lydia. 
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Lydia,  (Afide.)  Heav'ns !  'tis  Beverley's  voice  \ 
— Sure  he  can't  have  impofed  on  Sir  Anthony- 
tool 

[Looks  round  by  degrees,  ihenjlarts  up* 

Is  this  poffible !— my  Beverley  ! — how  can  this 
be? — my  Beverley  ? 

AbJ.  Ah  !  'tis  all  over,  \  Afide. 

Sir  Anth.  Beverley! — the  devil — Beverley! — i 
What  can  the  girl  mean  ?— This  is  my  (on,  Jack 
Abfolute. 

Mrs.  Mai.  For  ftiame,  huffy!  for  (hame! — » 
your  head  runs  fo  on  that  fellow,  that  you  have 
him  always  in  your  eyes!— beg  Captain  Abfo-. 
lute's  pardon,  directly, 

Lydia.  I  fee  no  Captain  Abfolute,  but  my 
Jov'd  Beverley! 

Sir  Anth.  Z— ds !  the  girl's  mad ! — her  brain's 
turn'd  by  reading ! 

Mrs.  Mai.  O'  my  confeience,  I  believe  fo! — i 
what  do  you  mean  by  Beverley,  huffy  ? — You  faw 
■Captain  Abfolute  before  to-day ;  there  he  is — ■ 
your  hufband  that  lb  all  be, 

Lydia.  With  all  my  foul,  Ma'am — when  I  re-i 
fufe  my  Beverley— 

Sir  Anth.  O  !  file's  as  mad  as  Bedlam  !: — or  has, 
this  fellow  been  playing  us  a  rogue's  trick! — ■ 
Come  here,  firrah,  who  the  d — 1  are  you  ? 

AbJ.  Faith,  Sir,  I  am  not  quite  clear  myfelf; 
but  I'll  endeavour  to  recollect. 

Sir  Anth.  Are  you  my  fon  or  not  ? — anfwer  for 
your  mother,  you  dog,  if  you  won't  for  me. 

Mrs.  Mai.  Aye,  Sir,  who  are  you?  O  mercy ! 
I  begin  to  fufpect ! — 

AbJ.  Ye  powers  of  Impudence,  befriend  me! 
(afide.)  Sir  Anthony,  moft  affuredly  J  am  your 
wife's  fon  j  and  tha.t  I  fincerely  believe  myfelf  to 
be  year's  alfo,  1  hope  my  duty  has  always  lhewn. 
—  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  am  your  moft  refpectful 
admirer— and  fhall  be  proud  to  add  affectionate 
nephew. 
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nephew.-^-I  need  not  tell  my  Lydia,  that  (he  fees 
her  faithful  Beverley,  who,  knowing  the  Angular 
generoOty  of  her  temper,  afium'd  that  name,  and 
a  ftation,  which  has  proved  a  tell  of  the  molt  dif- 
intercfted  love,  which  he  now  hopes  to  enjoy  in 
a  more  elevated  character, 

Lydia.  So',— there  will  be  no  elopement  after 
all!  (Julienly.)    . 

Sir  Antb.  Upon  my  foul,  Jack,  thou  art  a 
very  impudent  fellow !  to  do  you  juftice,  I 
think  I  never  faw  a  piece  of  more  confummatq 
affurance  1 

Abf,  O,  you  flatter  me,  Sir,— you  compliment 
«— 'tis  my  modefty  you  know,  Sir— my  modefty  that 
has  flood  in  my  way. 

■  SirAnth.  Well,  I  am  glad  you  are  not  the  dull, 
infenfible  varlet  you  pretended  to  be,  however!— 
"'m  glad  you  have  made  a  fool  of  your  father, 

ou   dog— jJ  am So  this  was  your  penitence, 

our  duty,  and  obfdiemel  —  \  thought  it  was  d — n'd 
uddenl — You  never  beard  their  names  before,  not 
you! — What,  The  Languishes  e/'Worcefterlhire, 
hey  1— if  you  could  flfafe  me  in  the  affair,  'twas  all 
you  deftred! — Ah  1  you  difiembling  villain  1— > 
What!  (pointing  to  Lydia,)  Jbe /quints,  don't Jbe? 
— a  little  red-haired  girl  I — hey? — Why,  you 
hypocritical  young  ralcal — I  wonder  you  a'n't 
afhamcd  to  hold  up  your  head  1 

Abf,  'Tis  with  difficulty,  Sir — -I  am  confus'd 
—very  much  confus'd,  as  you  muft  perceive. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O  Lud  1  Sir  Anthony ! — a  new* 
light  breaks  in  upon  me! — hey!— how!  what!. 
Captain,  did^oa  write  the  letters  then? — What! 
-r-am  I  to  thank  you  for  the  elegant  compilation 
of  '  an  old  -weather -beaten Jbe- dragon' — hey? — O 
mercy  !— was  hyou  that  reflected  on  my  parts  of 
fpeech  ? 
Abf.  Dear  S>rJ  *py  mpdefty  will  be  over- 
powcr'd 
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power'd  at  lalV,  if  you  don't  affift  me,— I  (hall 
■  certainly  not  be  able  to  Hand  itl 

Sir  Antb.  Come,  come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  we 
muft  forget  and  forgive; — odds'life!  matters 
have  taken  fo  clever  a  turn  all  of  a  fudden,  that 
I  could  find  in  my  heart,  to  befogood-humour'd! 
and  fo  gallant! — hey!  Mrs- Malaprop  ! 

Mrs.  Mai.  Well,  Sir  Anthony,  fince^oa  defire 
it,  we  will  not  anticipate  the  paft; — fo  mind, 
young  people— our  retrofpe&ion  will  now  be  all 
to  the  future. 

Sir  Anth.  Come,  we  muft  leave  them  together j 
Mrs.  Malaprop,  they  long  to  fly  into  each  other's 
arms,  I  warrant! — Jack — is'n't  the  cheek  as  I 
faid,  hey? — and  the  eye,  you  rogue! — and  the 
lit) — hey  ?  Come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  we'll  not 
difturb  their  tendernefs — their's  is  the  time  of 
life  for  happinefs !  ■  ■  ■  "  Youth's  the  Jeafm 
**  made  for  joy" — (fings) — hey  ! — Odds'life!  I'm 
in  fuch  fpirits, — I  don't  know  what  I  could  not 
do! — Permit  me,  Ma'am — (gives  bis  band  to 
Mrs.  Malaprop.)  (fings)  Tol-de-rol — 'gad  I 
fliould  like  to  have  a  lictle  fooling  myfelf — Tol- 
de-roll  de-roll  [Exit  jinging,  and  banding  Mrs. 
Malaprop.]  (fLydiafitsJuIlenly  in  her  chair.) 
Abf.  So  much  thought  bodes  me  no  good  (afidej 
—So  grave,  Lydia  1 
Lydia.  Sir ! 

Abf.  So!— egad!  I  thought  as  much! — that 
d— n'd  monofyllable  has  froze  me !  (afidej — 
Whar,  Lydia,  now  that  we  are  as  happy  in  our 
friends  confent,  as  in  our  mutual  vows  ■  ■  — 
Lydia.  Friends  confent,  indeed !  (peevifhly.) 
Abf.  Come,  come,  we  muft  lay  afidc  fome  of 
our  romance — a  little  wealth  and  comfort  may  be 
endured  after  all.     And   for  your  fortune,  the 

lawyers  (hall  make  fuch  fettlements  as > 

Lydia,  Lawyers .'  I  hate  lawyers  ! 

Ahf. 
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Ahf.  Nay,  then,  we  will  not  wait  for  their  linger- 
ing forms,  but  inftantly  procure  the  licence,  and — > 

Lydia.  The  licence ! — I  hate  licence  ! 

AbJ.  O,  my  Love!  be  not _  Jo  unkind  ! — thust 
let  me  intreat [Kneeling. 

Lydia.  Pfhaw  !— what  fignifies  kneeling,  when 
you  know  I  mufi  have  you  ? 

AbJ.  (R$ng)  Nay,  Madam,  there,  ftiall  be  no 
constraint  upon  your  inclinations,  I  promife  you. 
— If  I  have  loft  your  heart, — I  refign  the  reft.— 
'Gad,  I  mult  try  what  a  \itt\ejpirit  will  do.  (Aftdt* 

Lydia.  (R$ng)  Then,  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  the 
intereft  you  had  there  was  acquired  by  a.mean, 
unmanly  impofition,  and  deferves  the  punifh-_ 
ment  of  fraud. — What,  you  have  been  treating 
me  like  a  child! — humouring  my  romance!  and 
laughing,  Ifuppofe,  at  your  fuccefs ! 

AbJ.  You  wrong  me,  Lydia,  you  wrong  me— 
only  hear-  — — 

Lydia.  So,  while  /fondly  imagined  we  were  de- 
ceiving my  relations,  and  flatter'd  myfelf  that  I 
fhould  outwit  and  incenfe  them  All — behold  my 
hopes  are  to  be  crulh'd  at  once,  by  my  Aunt's 
confcnt  and  approbation — and  /  am  myfelf  the 
only  dupe  at  laft !  [Walking  about  in  a  beat.~\ — But 
here,  Sir,  here  is  the  pi&ure-*— Beverley's  picture! 
(taking  a  miniature  Jrom  her  bojom)  which  I  have 
worn,  night  and  day,  in  fpite  of  threats  and  entrea- 
ties ! — There,  Sir,  (Jlings  it  to  bim)  and  be  allured 
1  throw  the  original  from  my  heart  aseafily. 

AbJ.  Nay,  nay,  Ma'am,  we  will  not  differ  as  to 
that — Here,  (taking  out  a  fiSture)  here  is  Mifs 
Lydia  Languifh. — What  a  difference ! — aye,  there 
is  the  heav'nly  afTenting  fmile,  that  firft  gave  -foul 
and  fpirit  to  my  hopes! — thofe  are  the  lips  which 
feal'd  a  vow,  as  yet  fcarce  dry  in  Cupid's  calendar ! 
—and  there  the  half-refentful  blufh,  that  would 
have  check'd  the  ardour  of  my  thanks — Well,  all 
that's  paft !  —all  over  indeed !— There,  Madam— 

in 
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hi  beauty,  that  copy  is  not  equal  to  yOu>  but  in 
my  mind  it's  merit  over  the  original,  in  being  (till 
the  fame,  is  fuch^— that- — t  cannot  find  in  my 
heart  to  part  with  it.  [Puts  it  up  again,. 

Lydia.  (Softening)  'Tl&your  oHm  doing,  Sir*— I, 
I,  I  fuppofe  you  are  perfectly  fatisfied. 

Abf,  O,  moll  certainly — furf,  now*  this  is  much 
better  than  being  in  love  ! — ha !  ha !  ha  I— there's 
feme  fpirit  in  this! — What  fignifies  breaking 
fome  fcores  of  folcmn  promifes :— all  that's  of  no 
eonfequence  you  know.— To  be  fure  people  will 
fay,  that  Mifs  didn't  know  her  own  mind— but 
never  mind  that : — or,  perhaps,  they  may  .be  ill- 
natured  enough  to  hint,  that  the  gentleman  grew 
tired  of  the  lady  and  forfook  her— but  don't  let 
that  fret  you. 

Lydia.  There's  no  bearing  his  infolence. 

[Burfts  into  ttars* 
Enter  Mrs.M al  aprop  and  Sir  Ahthony. 

Mrs.  Mai.  (Entering)  Come,  we  mult  inter- 
rupt your  billing  and  cooing  a  while. 

Lydia.  This  is  worfe  than  your  treachery  and 
deceit,  you  bafe  ingrate.  [Sobbing*]. 

Sir  Antb.  What  the  devil's  the  matter  now  !— 
Z — ds  !  Mrs.  Malaprop,  this  is  the  oddeft  billing 
and  cooing  I  ever  heard  ! — but  what  the  deuce  is 
the  meaning  of  it  ?— I'm  quite  aftonilh'd ! 

AM.  Afk  the  lady,  Sir. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O,  mercy!— I'm  quite  analys'd  for 
my  part ! — why,  Lydia,  what  is  the  reafon  of  this  ? 

Lydia,  Aik  the  gentleman,  Ma'am. 

S'trAntb.  2 — ds  !  I  (hall  be  in  a  phrenzy !— ■ 
why,  Jack,  you  are  not  come  out  to  be  any  one 
elfe,  are  you  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Aye,  Sir,  there's  no  more  trick,  is 
there  ?— -you  are  not  like  Cerberus,  three  Gentle- 
men at  once,  are  you  ? 

Abf.  You'll  not  let  me  fpeak— I  fay  the  lady 
can  account  for  this  much  better  than  t  can. 

7  Lydia. 
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\Lyiia.  Ma^uii,  you  once  cothrrisnded  me  never 
ta  think  of  Beverley  ag^in— there?  is  the  man— I 
no*  obey  you  i-^-for,  from  this  moment,  I  re- 
nounce hrm  for  ever,  Exit  Lydia. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O  mercy!  and  miracles!  what  a 
torn  fitfre  i&*-why  fore,  Captain*  you  haven't  be- 
haved difrefpeftfotty  to  my  Niece. 

Sir  Antb.  Ha!  ha!  ha!— ha  I  ha!  ha !— now 
I  fee  ft-~>-Ha !  ha!  ha! — now  I  fee  it— you  have 
been  (oo  lively,  Jack. 

Abf.  Nay,  Sir,  upon  my  word — — 

SirAktb.  Come,  no  lying,  Jack-*— I'm  fure  'ttffts 
fir. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O  Lud !  Sir  Anthony  !— O  fie. 
Captain ! 

Abf.  Upon  my  foul,  Ma'am 

Sir  Antb.  Come;  no  excufesv  Jzckj-'-'why,  your 
father,  voir  rogue,  was  fo  before  you :— ^t  he  blood 
of  the  Abtfelutes  was  always  impatient. — Ha! 
H* !  ha  I  poor  little  Lydia  I-^-why,-  you've 
frighten'd  her,  you  dog,  you  have. 

Abf.  By  ail  that's  good,  Sir— < — 

Sir  Antb.  Z — ds!  fay  no  more,  I  telt  you— 
Mrs.  Malaprop  (hall  make  your  peace.-*- You 
moft  make  his  peace,  Mrs.  Malaprop :— you  mutt 
tell  he?  'tis  Jack's  way — tell  her  'tis  all  our  ways 
-*-4t  runs  in  the  blood  of  our  family!— Come, 
4way,  Jack/— ha !  ha!  ha!  Mrs.  Malaprop — a- 
young  villain  !  \_Pujhes  bi-m  out. 

Mrt.  Mat.  O  1  Sir  Anthony !— O  fie,  Captain ! 
[Exeunt  /tviraify.  * 

SCENE        IVV. 

the  North  Parade. 
Enter  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger. 
Sir  Luc.    I  wonder  where  this  Capt.  Abfolute 
hides  himfclf.— Upon  my  confciencel— thefe  offi- 
cers are  always  in  one's  way  in  love  affairs:— I 
.  L  remem- 
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remember  I  might  have  married  Lady  Dorothy" 
Carmine,  if  it  had  not  been,  for  a  little  rogue 
of  a  Major,  who  ran  away  with  her  before  five 
could  get  a  light  of  me  ! — And  I  wonder  too 
what  it  is  the  ladies  can  fee  in  them  to  be 
fo  fond  of  them — unlefs  it  be  a  touch  of  the 
old  fcrpent  in  'em,  that  makes  the  little 
■  creatures  be  caught,  like  vipers,  with  a  bit 
of  red  cloth. — Hah! — isn't  this  the  Captain 
coming  ? — faith  it  is  [—There  is-  a  probabi 
lity  of  fucceeding  about  that  fellow,  that  is 
mighty  provoking!  Who  the  devil  is  he  talking 
to  ?  [Steps  afide. 

Enter  Capt.  Absolute. 

Abf.  To  what  fine  purpofe  I  have  been  plot- 
ting! a  noble  reward  for  all  my  fchemes,  upon 
my  foul! — a  little  gypfey  ! — I  did  not  think  her 
romance  could  have  made  her  fo  d — n'd  abfurct 
either. — S'death,  I  never  was  in  a  wotfe  humour 
in  my  life! — I  could  cut  my  own  throat,  or  any 
other  per  fan's,  with  the  greateft  plcafure  in  the 
world ! 

Sir  Lue.  O,  faith  !  I'm  in  the  luck  of  it. — I 
never  could  have  found  him  in  a  fweetef  temper 
for  my  purpofe—  to  be  fure  I'm  juft  come  in. 
the  nick !  now  to  enter  into  converfation  with 
him,  and  fo  quarrel  genteelly. 

[Sir  Lucius  goes  up  to  Abfoltttc. 
'— — "■■  With  regard  to  that  matrer,  Captain, 
I  muft  beg  leave  to  differ  in  opinion  with 
you. 

Abf.  Upon  my  word,  then,  you  muft  be  a  very 
fubtle  difputant :  — becaufe,  Sir,  I  happen'd  juft 
then  to  be  giving  no  opinion  at  all. 

Sir  Luc.  That's  no  reafon — For  give  me  leave 

to  tell:  you,  a  man  may  think  an  untruth  as  well 

as  fpeak  one.  , 

Abf. 
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AbJ.  Very  true,  Sir;  but  if  a  man  never  utters 
liis  thoughts,  I  fhould  think  they  might  ftand  a 
chance  of  efcaping  controverfy. 

Sit  Luc.  Then,  Sir,  you  differ  in  opinion  with 
me,  which  amounts  to"  the  fame  thing, 

Abf.  Hark'eef  Sir  Lucius,— if  I  had  not  before 
known  you  to  be  a  gentleman,  upon  my  foul,  I 
fhouid  not  have  difcovered  it  at  this  interview : 
—for  what  you  can  drive  at,  unlcfs  you  mean  to 
quarrel  with  me,  I  cannot  conceive  \ 

Sir  Luc.  I  humbly  thank  you,  Sir,  for  the 
quicknefs  of  your  apprehenfion,  [Bowing. 

— you  have  nam'd  the  very  thing  I  would  be 
at. 

AbJ.  Very  well,  Sir — I  (hall  certainly  not  baulk 

your  inclinations  : but  I  ihould  be  glad  you 

would  pleafe  to  explain  your  motives. 

Sir  Luc.  Pray,  Sir,  be  eafy — the  quarrel  is  a 
very  pretty  quarrel  as  it  (lands — we  ihould  only 
Ipoil  it,  by  trying  to  explain  it. — However,  your 
memory  is  very  fhort— - or  you  could  not  have 
forgot  an  affront  you  pafTed  on  me  within  this 
week.— So,  no  more,  but  name  your  time  and 
place. 

Abf.  Well,  Sir,  fince  you  are  {a  bent  on  it,  the 
fooner  the  better  i- — let  it  be  this  evenirig — here 
by  the  Spring' Gardens.' — We  fhall  fcarccly  be 
interrupted. 

Sir  Luc.  Faith!  that  fame  interruption  in  affairs 
of  this  nature  fhews  very  great  ill  breeding.—— 
I  don't  know  what's  the  reafon,  but  in  England, 
if  a  thing  of  this  kind  gets  wind,  people  make 
fuch.  a  pother,  that  a  gentleman  can  never  fight 
in  peace  and  quiet nefs.— However,  if  it's  the 
fame  to  you,  Captain,  I  ihould  take  it  as  a  par- 
ticular kindnefs,  if  you'd  let  us  meet  in  King's- 
Mead  Fields,  as  a  little  bufinefs  will  call  me 
there  about  fix  o'clock,  and  I  may  difpatch  both 
matters  at  once. 

La  Akf- 
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Abf.  'TUthcfameco|n?«?ia^ly.T-TAUtti((jJtcr 

fix,  rhcn.wc  will  difcufs  this  matter  more  fcrioufly. 

iS'ir  £«r.  If  you  pl^-ife,  Sir,  there  wiJJ  be  very 

pretty  fmaH-ffford  ijghr,  tho'  it  wo'n-'f  d.9  for  a 

long  fhor.— So  that  matter's  fettled  I    and  my 

mind's  at  eafc.  ■  [£*//  Sir  Lucius. 

Enter  Faulkland,  meeting  Absolute. 

Abf,  Well  met.— I  was  going  to  look  for  you. 
— O,  Faulkland  1  all  the  Daemons. of  fpite  and 
difappqintment  have  confpired  againft  me!  I'm 
fo  vex'd,  that  if  I  had  not  the  profpect  of  a  re- 
fource  in  being  knock'd  o'the  head  by  and  bye,  I 
ihould  fcarce  have  fpirits  to  tell  you  jhe  caufe. 

Faulk.  What  can  you  mean  ?■ .  --=  -Has  Lydia 
chang'd  her  mind? — I  jbould  have  thought  her 
.duty  and  inclination  would  now  have  pointed  to 
the  fame  object. 

Abf.  Aye,  juft  as  the  eyes  do  of  a  perlpn  who 
fquints: — when  her  love  eye  was  fix' d  on  me— 
t'other — her  eye  of  duty,  was  finely  obliqued: — 
but  when  duty  bid  her  point  that  the  fame  way— 
off  t'other  turn'd  on  afwivel,  and  fecured  its  re- 
treat with  a  frown ! 

Faulk.  But  what's  the  refource  you 

Abf,  O,  to  wind  up  the  whole,  a  good-natured 
Irifhman  here  has  (mimicking  Sir  Lucius)  begg'd 
leave  to  have  the  pleafure  of  cutting  my  throat — 
and  I  mean  to  indulge  him — that's  all. 

Faulk.  Prithee,  be  ferious. 

Abf.  'Tis  fait,  upon  my  foul.— Sir  Lucius 
O 'Trigger — you  know  him  by  fight — ^fpr  fome 
affront,  which  I  am  fure  I  never  intended,  has 
obliged  me  to  meet  him  this  evening  at  fixo'clock: 
—'tis  on  that  account  1  wiihed  to  f«  you — you 
mutt  go  with  me. 

Faulk.  Nay,  there  muft  be  fome  miftake,  fure. 

—Sir  Lucius  Iball  explain  himfclf — and  I  dare  fay 

matters 
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pMttert  may  be  accommodated :-— but  this  even- 
ing, did  you  fay  ? — I  with  it  had  been  any  other 
time. 

Abf.  Why?! — there  will  be  light  enough:  — 
there  will  (as  Sir  Lucius  fays)  «  be  very  pretty 
fmall-fword  light,  tho'  it  will  not  do  for  a  Jong 
{hot." — Confound  his  long  (hoes ! 

Faulk,  But  I  am  myfelf  a  good  deal  ruffled,  by 
a  difference  I  have  had  with  "Julia— my  vije  tor- 
menting temper  has  made  me  treat  her  lb  cruelly, 
that  I  (hall  not  be  myfelf  till  we  are  reconciled. 

Abf.  By  Heav'ns,  Faulkland,  you  don't  defer vc 
her. 

Enter  Servant,  gives  Faulkland  a  letter. 

Faulk,  O  Jack  !  this  is  from  Julia — I  dread  to 
open  it — I  (ear  it  may  be  to  take  a  laffc  leave- 
perhaps  to  bid  me  return  her  letters — and  reftore 
— — O  !  how  I  fuffer  for  my  folly ! 

Abf.  Here — let  me  fee. 

[Takes  the  letter  and  opens  if. 
-Aye,  a  final  fentence,  indeed  ! — 'tis  all  over  with, 
you,  faith! 

Faulk.  Nay,  Jack— rdon't  k«p  me  in  fufpence. 

Abf.  Hear  then.—"  As  I  am  convinced  that  my 
"  dear  Faulkland'j  own  refieQims  have  already  uP~ 
"  braided  bint  for  bis  loft  unkindnefs  to  me,  I  will 
"  not  add  a  word  on  tbefubjeB. — Iwifb  to  fpeak 
*'  witbyou  asjion  aspoffible. — Tours  ever  and  truly. 

*'  Julia." There's  ftubbornnefs  and   refent- 

ment  for  you  1  [Gives  bint  tbe  Utter. 

Why,  man,  you  don't  feem  one  whit  the  happier 
at  this. 

Faulk.  O,  yes,  I  am— but — but — — 

Abf.  Confound  your  huts. — You  never   hear 

any  thing  that  would   make  another  man  blefs 

hitnfclf,  but  you  immediately  d— n  ic  with  a  but. 

8  Faulk. 
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Faulk.  Now,  Jack,  as  you  are  my  friend,  own 
hooeftly — don't  you  think  there  is  fome  thing  for- 
ward— fomething  indelicate  in  this  hafte  to' for- 
give ? — Women  mould  never  fue  for  reconcilia- 
tion : — that  ihould  always  come  from  us. — They 
mould  retain  their  cold  net's  till  woo'd  to  kindnefs 
— and  their  pardon,  like  their  love,  fhould  "  not 
"  unfought  be  won." 

Abf.  I  have  not  patience  to  liften  to  you  : — 
thou*rt  incorrigible  !— fo  fay  no  more  on  the  fub- 
jeft. — I  muft  go  to  fettle  a  few  matters— ~iet  me 
fee  you  before  fix — remember— -at  my  lodgings. 
— A  poor  induftrious  devil  like  me,  who  hav* 
toil'd,  and  drudg'd,  and  plotted  to  gain  my  ends, 
and  am  at  I  aft  dtfappointed  by  other  people's 
folly. — may  in  pity  be  allowed  to  fwear  and 
grumble  a  little;- — but  a  captious  fceptic  in 
love, — a  flave  to  fretfulnefs  and  whim — who  has 
no  difficulties  but  of  his  own  creating — is  a  fub-r 
jeft  more  fit  for  ridicule  than  compaflion  ! 

[Exit  Abfotute. 
Faulk.  I  feel  his  reproaches : — yet  I  would  not 
change  this  too  exquifite  nicety,  for  the  grots  con- 
tent with  which  be  tramples  on  the  thorns  of  love, 
i — Hia  engaging  me  in  this  duel,  has  ftarted  an 
idea  in  my  head,  which  I  will  inftantly  purfue, — ■ 
-  1*11  ufe  k  as  the  touchftone  of  Julia's  fincerity 
and  difintereftednefs — -if  her  love  prove  pure  and 
fterling  ore — my  name  will  reft  on  it  with  honour! 
—and  once  I've  ftamp'd  it  .there,  1  lay  afide  thy 
doubts  for  ever  : — but  if  the  drofs  ©f-felfifhnefs, 
the  allay  of  pride  predominate — 'twill  be  beft  to 
leave  her  as  a  toy  for  Tome  lefs  cautious  fool  to 
fjgh  for.  {Exit  Faulkland, 
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A  C  T      V. 

SCENE         I. 

Julia's  DreJ/tng-Roow. 
Julia,  Jola. 

HOW  this  mcffage  has  alarmed  me  J  what 
dreadful    accident  can    he  mean  ?  why 

fuch  charge  to  be  alone  ? O  Faulkland  ! — 

how  many  unhappy  moments  ! — how  many  tears 
have  you  coll  me! 

Enter  Faulkland. 

■  Julia.  What  means  this? — why  this  caution, 
Faulkland  ? 

Faulk.  Alas  !  Julia,  T  am  come  to  take  a  long 
farewell. 

Julia.  Heav'ns  !  what  do  you  mean  ? 

Faulk.  You  fee  before  you  a  wretch,  whofe  Life 
is  forfeited. — Nay,  dart  not!  —  the  infirmity  of 
my  temper  has  drawn  all  this  mifery  on  me. — I 
left  you  fretful  and  paflionate — an  untoward  ac- 
cident drew  me  into  a  quarrel—  the  event  is,  that 
1  mutt  fly  this  kingdom  inftantly. — O  Julia,  had 
I  been  fo  fortunate  as  to  have  call'd  you  mine 
entirely,  before  this  mifchance  had  fallen  on  me, 
I  mould  not  fo  deeply  dread  my  banifhment ! — 

Julia.  My  foul  is  opprefs'd  with  forrowst  the 

nature  of  your  misfortune :  had  thefe  adverfe  cir- 

cumftances 
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cumftances  arifen  from  a  lefs  fatal  caufe,  I  fliould 
have  felt  ftrorig  comfort  in  the  thought  that  I 
could  now  chafe  from  your  bofom  every  doubt  of 

the  warm  fincerity  of  my  love. My  heart  has 

long  known  no  other  guardian— t  now  intruft  my 
perfon  to  your  honour — we  will  fly  together. — > 
When  fafe  from  purfuit,  my  Father's  will  may  be 
fulfilled — and  I  receive  a  legal  claim  to  be  the 
partner  of  your  forrowsj  and  tendered  comforter. 
Then  on  the  bofom  of  your  wedded  Julia,  you 
may  lull  your  keen  regret  to  numbering  ;  while 
virtuous  love;  with  a  Cherub's  hand,  Ihall  fmooth 
the  brow  of  upbraiding  thought,  and  pluck  the 
thorn  from  compunction. 

Faulk.  O  Julia!  I  am  bankrupt  in  gratitude  ! 
but  the  time  is  fo  preffing,  it  calls  on  you  for  fo 
hafty  a  refblution. — Would  you  not  wifh  fome 
hours  to  weigh  the  advantages  you  forego,  and 
what  little  compenfation  poor  Faulkland  can 
make  you  befide  his  folitary  love  ? 

Julia.  I  alk  not  a  moment. — No,  Faulkland,  I 
have  lov'd  you  for  yourfelf*.  and  if  I  now,  more 
than  ever,  prize  the  folcmn  engagement  which  fo 
long  has  pledged  us  to  each  other,  it  is  becaufe 
it  leaves  no  room  for  hard  afperfions  on  my  fame, 
and  puts  the  Teal  of  duty  to  an  aft  of  love. — Bui 
let  us  not  linger.— Perhaps  this  delay*—— 
■  Faulk.  'Twill  be  better  I  fliould  not, venture 
out  again  till  dark.— Yet  am  I  griev'd  to  think 
what  numberlefs  diftreffes  will  prefs  heavy  on 
your  gentle  difpoficion  ! 

Julia.  Perhaps  your  fortune  may  be  forfeited 
by  this  unhappy  aft. — I  know  not  whether  'tis  fo 
— but  furethat  alone  can  never  make  us  unhappy; 
— The  little  I  have  will  befufficient  to  fupport 
us  ;  and  exile  never  mould  be  fplendid. 

Faulk.  Aye,  but  in  fuch  an  abject  ftate  of  life, 
my,  wounded  pride  perhaps  may  increafe  the  na- 
tural 
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tural  fretfulnefs  of  my  temper,  till  I  beqome  a 
rude,  morofe  companion,  beyond  your  patience  to 
endure.  Perhaps  the  recollection  of  a  deed  my 
confcience  cannot  juftify,  may  haunt  me  in  fuch 
gloomy  and  unfocial  fits,  that  I  (hall  hate  the  ten- 
dernefs  that  would  relieve  me,  break  from  your 
arms,  and  quarrel  with  your  fondnefs  I 

Julia.  If  your  thoughts  (hould  aflume  fo  un- 
happy a  bent,  you  will  the  more  want  fomcmild 
and  affectionate  fpirit  to  watch  over  and  confole 
you : — One  who,  by  bearing  your  infirmities  with 
gentlenefs  and  resignation,  may  teach  you  Jo  to 
bear  the  evils  of  your  fortune. 

Faulk.  Julia,  I  have  proved  you  to  the  quick! 
and  with  this  ufelefs  device  I  throw  away  all  my 
doubts.  How  fhall  I  plead  to  be  forgiven  this 
laft  unworthy  effect  of  my  refllefs,  unfatisficd 
difpoGtion? 

Julia.  Has  no  fuch  difafter  happened  as  you 
related  ? 

Faulk.  I  am  aihamcd  to  own  that  it  was  all  pre- 
tended ;  yet  in  pity,  Julia,  do  not  kill  me  with 
refenting  a  fault  which  never  can  be  repeated: 
But  fealing,  this  once,  my  pardon,  let  me  to-mor- 
row, in  the  face  of  Heaven,  receive  my  future 
guide  and  monitrefa,  and  expiate  my  pad  folly, 
by  years  of  tender  adoration. 

Julia.  Hold,  Faulkland !— that  you  are  free 
from  a  crime,  which  I  before  fear'd  to  name, 
Heaven  knows  how  fincerely  I  rejoice  ! — Thefe 
are  tears  of  thankfulnefs  (or  that!  But  that  your 
cruel  doubts  Ihould  have  urged  you  to  an  impofi- 
tion  that  has  wrung  my  heart,  gives  me  now  a 
pang,  more  keen  than  I  can  exprefs  ! 

Faulk.  ByHeav'nsl  Julia 

Julia.  Yet  hear  me. My  Father  Iov'd 

you,  Faulkland !  and  you  prefcrv'd  the  life  that 

tender  parent  gave  me  »  in  his  pretence  I  pledged 

M  my 
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my  hand— joyfully  pledged  it — where  before  I  had 
given  my  heart.  When,  foon  after,  I  loft  that 
parent,  it  feem'd  to  me  that  Providence  had,  in 
Faulk]  and,  Ihewn  me  whither  to  transfer,  without 
a  paufe,  my  grateful  duty,  as  well  as  my  afie&ion : 
Hence  I  have  been  content  to  bear  from  you  what 
pride  and  delicacy  would  have  forbid  me  from 
another.-*-I  will  not  upbraid  you,  by  repeating 
how  you  have  trifled  with  my  fincerity.-      ■  ■  • 

Faulk.  I  cdnfefs  it  all !  yet  hear—-  — - 

Julia.  After  fuch  a  year  of  trial — I  might  have 
flattered  myfelf  that  I  fliould  not  have  been  in- 
fulted  with  a  new  probation  of  my  fincerity,  as 
cruel  as  unneceflary  !  I  now  fee  it  is  not  in  your 
nature  to  be  content,  or  confident  in  love.  With 
this  conviftion — I  never  will  be  yours.  While  I 
had  hopes  that  my  perfevering  attention,  and  un- 
reproaching  kindnefs  might  in  time  reform  your 
temper,  1  mould  have  been  happy  to  have  gain'd 
a  dearer  influence  overyou;  but  1  will  not  furmfh 
you  with  a  licenfed  power  to  keep  alive  an  incor- 
rigible fault,  at  the  expence  of  one  who  never 
would  contend  with  you. 

Faulk.  Nay,  but  Julia,  by  my  foul  and  honour, 
if  after  this 

Julia.  But  one  word  more. — As  my  faith  has 
once  been  given  to  you,  I  never  will  barter  it  with 
another. — I  fliall  pray  for  your  happinefs  with  the 
trucft  fincerity  ;  and  the  dcarcft  bleffmgl  can  a(k 
of  Heaven  to  fend  you,  will  be  to  charm  you  from 
riiat  unhappy  temper,  which  alone  has  prevented 
the  performance  of  our  folemn  engagement. — All 
I  requeft  of  you  is,  that  you  will  yourfelf  reflect 
upon  this  infirmity,  and  when  you  number  up  the 
many  true  delights  rt  has  deprived  you  of — let  it 
not  be  youtleajl  regret,  that  it  loft  you  the  love  of 
one — who  would  have  follow'd  you  in  beggary 
through  the  world !  [Exit. 

Faulk. 
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Faulk.  She's  gone ! — for  ever ! — There  was  as 
awefut  re'folution  in  her  manner,  that  riveted  me 

-  to  my  place O  Fool ! — Dolt ! — Barbarian !  — 

Curft  as  I  am,  with  more  imperfections  than  my 
fellow-  wretches,  kind  Fortune  fent  a  heaven-gifted 
cherub  to  my  aid,  and,  like  a  ruffian,  I  have  dri- 
ven her  from  my  fide  ! — I  mud  now  hade  to  my 
appointment. — Well,  my  mind  is  tuned  for  fuch  a 
fcene. — I  fhall  with  only  to  become  a  principal  in 
it,  and,  reverfe  the  tale  my  curfed  folly  put  me 

upon  forging  here. O  Love!—  Tormentor! — 

Fiend ! — whofe  influence,  like  the  Moon's,  acting 
on  men  of  dull  fouls,  makes  idiots  of  them,  but 
meeting  fubtler  fpirits,  betrays  their  courfe,  and 
urges  fenfibility  to  madnefs  1  [Exit. 

Enter  Maid  diu/ Lydia. 

Maid.  My  Miftrefs,  Ma'am,  I  know;  was  here, 
juft  now — perhaps  (he  is  only  in  the  next  room. 
{Exit  Maid. 

Lydia.  Heigh  ho !— -Though  he  has  ufed  me 
fo,  this  fellow  runs  ftrangely  in  my  head.  I  be- 
lieve one  lecture  from  my  grave  Coulin  will  make 
me  recal  him. 

Enter  Julia. 

Lydia.  O,  Julia,  I  am  come  to  you  with  fuch 
an  appetite  for  confolation. — Lud  !  Child,  what's 
the  matter  with  you  ?— You  have  been  crying ! — 
I'll  be  hanged,  if  that  Faulkland  has  not  been 
tormenting  you  1 

Julia.  You  miftake  the  caufe  of  my  uneafinefs ! 
—Something  has  flurried  me  a  little,— Nothing 
that  you  can  guefs  at.— —I  would  not  accufe 
Faulkland  to  a  Sifter  1  (Afide, 

Lydia.  Ah !  whatever  vexations  you  may  have, 
M  a  I  can 
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I  can  allure  you   mine   furpafs  them.— —You 
know  who  Beverley  proves  to  be  ? 

Julia.  I  will  now  own  to  you,  Lydia,  that  Mr. 
Faulkland  had  before  inform'd  me  of  the  whole 
affair.  Had  young  Abfolute  been  the  perfon  you 
took  him  for,  I  fhould  not  have  accepted  your 
confidence  on  the  fubjeft,  without  a  ferious  en- 
deavour to  counteract  your  caprice. 

Lydia.  So,  then,  I  fee  I  have  been  deceived  by 
every  one!— but  I  don't  care— I'll  never  have 
him. 

Julia.  Nay,  Lydia 

Lydia.  Why,  is  it  not  provoking?  when  I 
thought  we  were  coming  to  the  prettieft  diftrefs 
Imaginable,  to  find  myfelfmadea  mere  Smithfield 

bargain  of  at  laft There,  had  I  projected  one 

of  the  mod  fentimehtal  elopements! — fo  be- 
coming a  difguifc! — fo  amiable  a  ladder  of 
Hopes! — Confcious  Moon-— four  horfes-^-Scotch 
parfon — with  fuch  furprife  to  Mrs.  Malapropr-i- 
and  fuch  paragraphs  in  the  News-papers ! 
O,  I  frail  die  with  difappointment. 

Julia.  I  don't  wonder  at  it ! 

Lydia.-  Now — fad  reverfe  ! — what  have  I  to 
expect,  bur,  after  a  deal  of  flimfy  preparation  with 
a  bifhop's  licence,  and  my  Aunt's  bleffmg,  to  go 
fimpering  up  to  the  A'tar*  or  perhaps  be  cried 
three  times  in  a  country-church,  and  have  an 
■unmannerly  fat  clerk  afk  the  confent  of  every 
'  butcher  in  the  parifh  to  join  John  Abfolute  and 
Lydia  Languifh,  Spinfter !  O,  that  I  fliould  live, 
to  hear  myfelf  called  Spinfter  ! 

'Julia.  Melancholy,  indeed  ! 

Lydia.  How  mortifying,  to  remember  the  dear 
delicious  fhifts  I  ufed  to  be  put  to,  to  gain  half  a 

minute's  converfation  with  this  fellow ! How 

often  have  I  ftole  forth,  in  the  coideft  night  in 

January,  and  found  him  in  the  garden,  ftuck  like 

5  a  dripping 
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a  dripping  ftatue  1 — There  would  he  kneel  to  me 
in  the  (now,  and  freeze  and  cough  fo  pathetically ! 
he  (hivering  with  cold  and  I  with  apprehenfion  ! 
end  while  the  freezing  btaft  numb'd  our  joints, 
how  warmly  would  he  prefs  me  to  pity  his  flame, 
and  glow  with  mutual  ardour! — Ah,  Julia,  that 
was  fomcthing  like  being  in  love. 

Julia.  If]  were  in  fpirits,  Lydia,  I  fliould  chide 
you  only  by  laughing  heartily  at  you ;  but  it  fuits 
more  the  fituation  ofmy  mind,  at  prefent,  earneftly 
ta  entreat  you,  not  to  let  a  man,  who  loves  you 
with  fincerity,  fuffer  that  unhappinefs  from  your 
caprice,  which  I  know  too  well  caprice  can  inflict. 

Lydia.  O  Lud !  what  has  brought  my  Aunt 
here? 

Enter  Mrs.  Malaprop,  Fag,  and  David. 

Mrs.  Mai.  So!  io\  here's  fine  work! — here's 
fine  filicide,  paracide,  and  fimulation  going  on  in 
the  fields !  and  Sir  Anthony  not  to  be  found  to 
prevent  the  antiftrophe! 

Julia.  For  Heaven's  fake,  Madam,  what's  the 
meaning  of  this? 

Mrs.  Mai.  That  gentleman  can  tell  you — 'twas 
he  enveloped  the  affair  to  me. 

Lydia.  Do,  Sir,  will  you,  inform  us.   {To  Fag.) 

Fag.  Ma'am,  I  fliould  hold  myfelf  very  defi- 
cient in  every  requifite  that  forms  the  man  of 
breeding,  if  I  delayed  a  moment  to  give  all  the 
information  in  my  power  to  a  lady  fo  deeply  in- 
terested in  the  affair  as  you  are. 

Lydia.  But  quick  !  quick,  Sir  ! 

Fag.  True,  Ma'am,  as  you  fay,  one  fliould  be 
quick  in  divulging  matters  of  this  nature }  for 
Jhould  we  be  tedious,  perhaps  while  we  are  fiou- 
rifliing  on  the  fubjeft,  two  or  three  lives  may 
fce  loft  J 

Lydia. 
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Lydia.  O  patience  !—Do,  Ma'am,  for  Heaven's 
fake !  tell  .us  what  is  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Why!  murder's  the  matter !  daugh- 
ter's the  matter !  killing's  the  matter ! — but  he  can 
tel]  you  the  perpendiculars. 

Lydia.  Then,  prithee.  Sir,  be  brief. 

Fag.  Why  then,  Ma'am,  as  to  murder— I  can- 
not  take  upon  me  to  fay — and  as  to  Daughter,  or 
manflaughter,  that  will  be  as  the  Jury  finds  it. 

Lydia.  But  who,  Sir — who  are  engaged  in  this? 

Fag.  Faith,  Ma'am,  one  is  a  young  gentleman 
whom  I  ftiould  be  very  forry  any  thing  was  to  hap- 
pen to — a  very  pretty  behaved  gentleman  1— We 
have  lived  much  together,  and  always  on  terms. 

Lydia.  But  who  is  this?  who!  who!  who! 

Fag.  My  Matter,  Ma'am — my  Matter— I  fpeak 
of  my  Matter. 

Lydia.  Heavens !  What,  Captain  Abfolute ! 

Mrs.  Mai.  G,  to  be  fure,  you  are  frightened 
qow  ! 

Julia.  But  who  are  with  him,  Sir? 

Fag.  As  to  the  reft,  Ma'am,  this  gentleman 
can-  inform  you  better  than  I. 

Julia.  Do  fpeak,  friend.  (To  David.) 

David.  Look'ee,  my  Lady by  the  Mafs  ! 

there's  mifchief  going  on.  Folks  don't  ufe  to 
meet  for  amufement  with  fire-arms,  firelocks, 
fire-engines,  fire-fcreens,  fire-office,  and  the  de- 
vil knows  what  other  crackers  hefide  !• This, 

my  Lady,  I  fay,  has  an  angry  favour. 

Julia.  But  who  is  there  befide  Captain  Abfo- 
lute, friend  ? 

David.  My  poor  Matter — under  favour  for 
mentioning  him  firft. — 'You  know  me,  my  Lady— 
I  am  David' — and  my  Matter  of  courfe  is,  or  was, 
Squire  Acres. — Then  comes  Squire  Faulkland. 

Julia.  Do,  Ma'am,  let  us  inftantly  endeavour 
to  prevent  mifchief. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Mai.  O  fi««-it  would  be  very  enelegant 
in  us  : — we  mould  only  participate  things. 

David.  Ah  !  do,  Mrs.  Aunt,  fave  a  few  lives— 
tfcey  are  defperaiely  given,  believe  me.— Above 
all,  there  is  that  blood-thirily  Philiftine,  Sir  Lu- 
cius O'Trigger: 

Mrs.  Mai.  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger ! — O  mercy ! 
have  they  drawn  poor  little  dear  Sir  Lucius  into 
the  fcrape?— Why,  how  you  (land,  girl!  you 
have  no  more  feeling  than  one  of  th<  Derbyshire 
Putrefactions ! 

Lydia.  What  are  we  to  do,  Madam  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Why  fly  with  the  utmoft  felicity,  to 
be  fure,  to  prevent  mifchiefl — here,  friend— 
you  can  fliew  us  the  place? 

Fag.  If  you  pleafe,  Ma'am,  I  will  conduct  you. 
—David,  do  you  look  for  Sir  Anthony. 

[Exit  David, 

Mrs.  Mai.  Come,  girls 1— this  gentleman  will 
exhort  us. — Come,  Sir,  you're  our  envoy — lead 
the  way,  and  we'll  precede. 

Fag.  Not  a  ftep  before  the.ladies  for  the  world  1 

Mrs.  Mai.  You're  fure  you  know  the  fpot. 

Fag.  I  think  I:  can  find  it,  Ma'am  j  and  one 
good  thing  is,  we  Giall  hear  the  report  of  the 
piftols  as  we  draw  near,  fo  we  can't  well  mils 
them; — never  fear.  Ma'am,  never  fear. 

.  [Exit,  be  talking, 

SCENE    II. 

South-Parade. 

Enter  Absolute,  putting' his  Jword  under  bis  great 
1  coat. 

AbJ,  A  fword  teen  in  the  Greets  of  Bath  would 
raife  as  great  an  alarm  as  a  mad-dog.— How  pro- 
voking this  is  in  Faulklandl — never  punctual!    I 
flxall 
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fiiall  be  obliged  to  go  without  him  at  laft-^O, 

the  devil !  here's  Sir  Anthony ! how  lhall  I 

cfcape  him  ? 

\Muffles  up  his  fact •,  and  takes  a  circle  to  go  off* 

.  Enter  Sir  Anthony. 

Sir  Antb.  How  one  may  be  deceived  at  a  little 
diftance !  only  that  I  fee  he  don't  know  mc,  I 
could  have  fworn  that  was  Jack  1 — Hey! — Gad's 
life !  it  is. — Why,  Jack,— what  are  you  afraid  of  ? 
hey! — fure  I'm  right.— Why,  Jack— Jack  Ab- 
solute! [Goes  up  SO  him. 

Abf.  Really,  Sir,  you  have  the  advantage  of 
me: — I  don't  remember  ever  to  have  had  the 

honour my  name  is  Saunderfon,    at    your 

Service. 

Sir  Antb,  Sir,  I  beg  your  pardon — I  took  you 
—hey! — why  z — ds!  it  is— —Stay— — 

[Looks  up  to  bis  face. 
So,  fo— your  humble  fervant,  Mr.  Saunderfon  i 
—Why,  you  fcoundrel,  what  tricks  are  you  after 
now  ? 

Abf.  O !  a  joke,  Sir,  a  joke !— I  came  here  on 
purpofe  to  look  for'  you,  Sir. 

Sir  Antb.  You  did  !  well,  I  am  glad  you  were 
fo  lucky:— but  what  are  you  muffled  up  fo  for  ?— 
what's  this  for? — hey? 

Abf.  'Tis  cool,  Sir j  isn't  it?— rather  chilly 
fomehow : — but  I  lhall  be  late— 1  have  a  parti- 
cular engagement. 

Sir  Antb.  Stay.— — Why,  I  thought  you  were 
looking  for  me  ?— Pray,  Jack,  where  is't  you  are 
going? 

Abf.  Going,  Sir! 

Sir  Antb.  Aye— where  are  you  going  ? 

Abf.  Where  am  I  going  ? 

Sir  Antb.  You  unmannerly  puppy ! 

Abf. 
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4kf-  '  *«  gping,  Sir,  fa— to— to— to  Lydia— 
Sir,  tq  Lydia — to  make  putters  up  if  I  could ; — 
and  I  was  looking  for  you.  Sir,  to — to——— . 

Sir  Antb.  To  go  with  you,  I  fuppofe— Well 
come  along. 

Abf.  O  !  z — ds  !  no,  Sir,  not  for  the  world  I 
— i -I  wifiVd  to  meet  with  you,  Sir,— to— to-^to 
— r— -You  find  it  cool,  I'm  fore,  $ir — you'd 
better  not  flay  out. 

SirAntb.  Cool !— not  at  all— Well,  Jack— and 
what  will  you  fay  to  Lydia  ? 

Abf,  O,  Sir,  beg  her  pardon,  humour  her — 
promjfe  and  vow :— bur..J  detain  you,  Sir— confi- 
der  the  cold  ajr  on  your  gout. 

Sir  Anth,  O,  not  at  all } — not  at  all ! — I'm  io 
no  hurry. — Ah  !  Jack,  you  youngfters  when  once 
you  are  wounded  here. 

■  [Putting  bis  bang  to  Ab/oIuteV  preaft. 
Hey  !  what  the  depce  haye  yOU  got  here  ? 

Abf.  Nothing,  Sir— nothing. 

SirAntb.  What's  this i — here's  fornethingd— d 
hard- 

Abf,  O,  trinkets,  Sir!  trinkets— a  bauble  for 
Lydia ! 

SirAntb,  Nay,  let  me  fee  your  tatte. 

[Pttlh  bis  coat  open,  /be Jbtw/j faffs. 
Trinkets!— a  bauble  for  Lydia! — z — ds!  firrah, 
you  are  not  going  to  cut  her  throat,  are  you  r 

Abf.  Ha!  ha!  ha! — I  thought  it  would  divert 
you,  Sir,  tho'  I  didn't  mean  to  tell  you  till  .after- 
wards. 

SirAntb.  You  didn't?— Yes,  this  is  a  very 
diverting  trinket,  truly. 

Abf,  Sir,  I'll  explain  to  yog. — Ypu  know,  Sir, 
Lydia  is  romantic — dev'lifli  romantic,  and  very 
abfurd  of  courfe :— now,  Sir,  I  intend,  if  (he  re- 
fofes  to  forgive  me — -to  unJheath  this  fword — and 
fwear" — I'll  fall  upon  its  point,  and  expire  at  her 
fectl 

N  (  -Sir 
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SirAnth.  Fall  upon  a  fiddle-flick's  end  1 — why, 
I  fuppofe  it  is  the  very  thing  that  would  pleaie 
her— Get  along,  you  fool. 

AbJ.  Well,  Sir,  you  Qiall  heir  of  my  fuccefs— 
you  ftiall  hear, — "  O,  Lydia ! — forgive  me,  or 
this  pointed  fteel"— fays  I. 

Sir  Anth.  "  O,  booby !  ftab  away,  and  wel-' 
come" — fays  lhe — Get  along!— and  d — n  your 
trinkets  1  [Exit  Abfoiute. 

Enter  David,  running. 

David.  Stop  him!  flop  him!  Murder!  Thief! 
Fire! — Stop  fire!  Stop  fire! — O!  Sir  Anthony- 
call!  call!  bid  'm  ftop!  Murder!  Fire! 

Sir  Anth.  Fire  !  Murder  1  where  ? 

David.  Oons!  he's  out  of  fight !  and  I'm  out 
of  breath!  for  my  part!  O,  Sir  Anthony,  why 
didn't  you  ftop  him  ?  why  did'nt  you  ftop  him  f 

Sir  Anth.  Z — ds !  the  fellpw's  mad  ! — Stop 
■whom  ?  ftop  Jack  ? 

David.  Ay,  the  Captain,  Sir ! — there's  murder 
and  (laughter.—— 

Sir  Antb.  Murder ! 

David.  Aye,  pleafe  you,  Sir  Anthony,  -there's 
all  kinds  of  murder,  all  forts  of  daughter  to  be, 
feen  in  the  fields:  there's  fighting  going  on,  Sir 
—bloody  fword-and-gun  fighting  1 

Sir  Antb.  Who  are  going  (o  fight,  Dunce? 

David.  Every  body  that  I  know  of,  Sir  An- 
thony : — every  body  is  going  to  fight,  my  poor 
'Matter,  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger,  yoor  fon,  the 
Captain 

Sir  Antb.  6,  the  dog !— I  fee  his  tricks  : — do 
you  know  the  place  ? 

David.  King's  -Mead-Fields. 

Sir  Antb.  You  know  the  way  ? 

David.  Not  an  inch*— but  I'll  call  the  Mayor 
—Alder, 
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—  Aldermen  —  Con  (tables  —  Church- wardens  — 
and  Beadles— we  can't  be  too  many  to  part  them. 
StrAntb.  Come  along — give  me  your  moulder  I 
we'll  get  alfiftance  as  we  go— the  lying  villain  ! 
—Well,  I  lhalt  be  in  fuch  a  phrenzy — So— this 
was  the  hiftory  of  his  trinkets  1  I'll  bauble  him ! 
[Exeunt. 

SCENE        III. 

King's  Mead-Fields. 
Sir  Lucius  and  Acres,  with  Pijialt. 

Acres.  By  my  valour!  then,  Sir  Lucius,  forty 
yards  is  a  good  diftance — Odds  levels  and  aims  1 
• — I  fay  it  is  a  good  diftance. 

Sir  Luc.  Is  it  for  mufkets  or  fmall  field-pieces  ? 
upon  my  confeience,  Mr.  Acres,  you  muft  leave 
thofe  things  to  me. — Stay  now — I'll  fliew  you. 

[Meajures  faces  along  the  ft  age. 
there  now,  that  is  a  very  pretty  diftance — a  pretty 
gentleman's  diftance. 

Acres.  Z — ds !  we  might  as  well  fight  in  a 
fentry-box!  I  tell  you,  Sir  Lucius,  the  farther 
he  is  off,  the  cooler  I  lhall  take  my  aim. 

Sir  Luc.  Faith !  then  I  fuppofc  you  would  aim 
at  him  be  ft  .of  all  if  he  was  out  of  fight ! 

Acres,  No,  Sir  Lucius — but  I  lhould  think  forty 
pr  eight  and  thirty  yards  ■     ■ 

Sir  Luc.  Pho !  pho !  nonfenl'c!  three  or  four 
feet  between  the  mouths  of  your  piftols  is  as  good 
as  a  mile. 

Acres.  Odds  bullets,  no! — bymyvalour!  there 
is  no  merit  in  killing  him  fo  near :  do,  my  dear 
Sir  Lucius,  let  me  bring  him  down  at  a  long  mot : 
*-?&  long  {hot,  Sir  Lucius,  if  you  love  me  ! 

N  a  Sir 
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Sir  Luc.  Well— the  gentleman's  friend  and  T 
muft  fettle  that.— But  tell  me  now,  Mr.  Acres,  in 
cafe  of  an  accident,  is  there  any  little  will  or  com- 
'jriiffion  I  could  execute  for  you! 

Acres.  -I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Sir  Lucius— 

but  I  don't  underftand >■ 

■  Sir  Luc.  Why,  you  may  think  there's  no.being 
fliot  at  without  a  little  rilk — and  if  an  unlucky 
bullet  mould  carry  a  Quietus  with  it — I  fay  if 
will  be  no  time  then  to  be  bothering  you  about 
family  matters. 

Acres.  A  Quietus ! 

Sir  Luc*  For  inftance,  now — if  that  Ihould  be 
the  cafe — would  you  chute  to  be  pickled  and  fent 
home  ? — or  would  it  be  the  fame  to  you  to  lie  here 
in  the  Abbey  ?— I'm  told  there  is  very  fnug  lying 
in  the  Abbey. 

Acres.  Pickled ! — Snug  lying  in  die  Abbey  !-*• 
Odd's  tremors !    Sir  Lucius,  don't  talk  fo! 

Sir  Luc.  I  fuppofe,  Mr.  Acres,  you  never  were 
engaged  in  an  affair  of  this  kind  before  ? 

Acres.  No,  Sir  Lucius,  never  before. 

Sir  Luc.  Ah  \  that's  a  pity! — there's  nothing 
like  being  ufed  to  a  thing. — Pray  now,  how 
would  you  receive  the  gentleman's  ftiot  ? 

Acres.'  Odds  files! — I've  praftifed  that — there, 
Sir  Lucius— there  [Puis  bimfclf  in  an  attitude, 
—a  fide-front,  hey  ?— Odd  !  I'll  make  myfelf 
fm all  enough  : — I'll  ftand  edge-ways. 

Sir  Luc.  Now — you're  quite  out— for  if  you 
ftand  fo  when  I  take  my  aim —   [Levelling  at  bim. 

Acres.  Z— ds!  Sir  Lucius — are  you  fure  it  is ' 
hot  cock'd  ? 

Sir  Luc.  Never  fear. 

Acres.  But — but—you  don't  know — it  may  go 
off  of  its  own  head! 

Sir  Luc.  Pho  !  be  eafy — Well,  now  if  I  hit  you 
in  the  body,  my  bullet  has  a  double  chance — for 

if 

■ 
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if  it  miffes  a  vital  part  of  your  right  fide— 'twill 
be  very  hard  if  it  don't  fucceed  on  the  left! 
Acres.  A  vital  part ! 
Sir  Lac.  But,  there-— fix  yourfelf  fo — 

[Plating  him, 
let  him  fee  the  broad-fide  of  your  full  front- 
there — now  a  ball  or  two  may  pafs  clean  thro'    ■ 
your  body,  and  never  do  any  harm  at  all. 

Acres.  Clean  thro'  me ! — a  ball  or  two  clean 
thro'  me ! 

Sir  Luc.  Aye— may  they— and  it  is  much  the 
genteeleft  attitude  into  the  bargain. 

Acres.  Look'ee!  Sir  Lucius — I'd  juft  as  lieve 
be  lhot  in  an  aukward  pofture  as  a  genteel  one— 
fo,  by  my  valour!  I  will  ftand  edge-ways. 

Sir  Luc.  (Looking  at  bis  watch.)  Sure  they' 
don't  mean  to  difappoint  us— Hah  I — no  faith— 
I  think  I  fee  them  coming. 

Acres.  Hey!— what! — Coming  I-*—    ■■ 
Sir  Luc.  Aye— Who  are  thofe  yonder  getting 
over  the  ftile? 

Acres.  There  are  two  of- them,  indeed ! — well— 
let  them  come— hey,  Sir  Lucius !— we— we — we 
—we — won't  run. — 
Sir  Luc.  Run! 

Acres i  No — I  fay — we  won't  run,  by  my  valour ! 

Sir  Luc.  What  the  devil's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

Acres.  Nothing — nothing— my  dear  friend— 

my  dear  Sir  Lucius — but  I-l-I  don't  feel  <juite  fo 

bold,  fomehow> — as  I  did. 

Sir  Luc.  O  fie! — confider  your  honour. 
Acres.  Aye — true — my  honour— Do,  Sir  Lu- 
cius, edge  in -a  word  or  two  every  now  and  then 
about  my  honour. 

■  Sir  Luc.  Well,  here  they're  coming.   [Leaking. 
'      Acres.  Sir  Lucius — if  I  wa'n't  with  you,    I 
ftiould  almoft  think  I  was  afraid — if  my  valour 
Jhould  leave  me !— Valour  will  come  and  go. 

Sit 
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t  Sir  Luc.  Then  pray  keep  it  faft,  while  you 
have  it. 

Acres.  Sir  Lucius — I  doubt  it  is  going — yes— 
my  valour  is  certainly  going!— it  is  fneakingoff! 
—I  feel  it  oozing  out  as  it  were  at  the  palms  of 
my  hands  I 

Sir  Luc.  Your  honour — your  honour.— Here 
they  are; 

,   Acres.  O   mercy !— now- — that  I  was  fafe   at 
Chd-Halll  or  could  be  (hoc  before  I  was  aware ! 

Enter  Faulkland  and  Absolute. 

Sir  Lucius.  Gentlemen,  yourrnoft  obedient— 
Hah!— what  Captain  Abfolute  ! — So,  I  fuppofe, 
Sir,  you  are  come  here,  juft  like  myfelf — to  do  a 
kind  office,  firft  for  your  friend— then  to  proceed 
to  buflnefs  on  your  own  account. 

Acres.    What,    Jack!— my  dear  Jack!— my 
dear  friend  1 
Ahf.  Heark'ee,  Bob,  Beverley's  at  hand. 
Sir  Luc,  Well,  Mr.  Acres — I  don't  blame  your 
fainting  the  gentleman  civilly. — So,  Mr.  Beverley, 
(to  Faulkland)  if  you'll  chufe  your  weapons,  the 
Captain  and  I  will  meafure  the  ground. 
Faulk.  My  weapons,  Sir. 
Acres.  Odds  life  !  Sir  Lucius,  I'm  not  going  to 
fight    Mr,  Faulkland  i    thefe  are  my  particular 
friends. 

Sir  Luc.  What,  Sir;  did  not  you  come  here  to 
fight  Mr.  Acres  ? 

.  Faulk,  Not  I,  upon  my  word,  Sir, 
\  Sir  Luc.  Well,  now,  that's  mighty  provoking! 
But  I  hope,  Mr.  Faulkland,  as  there  are  three  of 
us  come  pn  purpofe  for  the  game— you  won't  be 
fo  cantanckerous  as  to  fpoil  the  party  by  Gtting 
Out. 

AbJ.  O  pray,  Eaulkland,  fight  to  oblige  Sir 
Lucius. 

i  Faulk, 
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Faulk.  Nay,  if  Mr.  Acres  is  fo  bent  on  the 
matter. 

Acres.  No,  no,  Mr.  Faulkland — I'll  bear  my 
difappointment  like  a  Chriftian — Look'ee,  Sir 
Lucius,  there's  no  occafion  at  all  for  me  to  fight  j 
and  if  it  is  the  fame  to  you,  I'd  as  Heve  let  it 
alone. 

Sir  Luc.  Obferve  me,  Mr.  Acres — I  muft  notbe 
trifled  with.  You  have  certainly  challenged  forae- 
body— and  you  came  here  to  fight  him— Now,  if 
that  gentleman  is  willing  to  reprefent  him— I  can'c 
fee,  for  my  foul,  why  it  isn't  juft  the  fame  thing. 
•  Acres.  Why  no — Sir  Lucius — I  tell  you,  'tis 
one  Beverley  I've  challenged — a  fellow,  you  fee, 
that  dare  not  ihew  his  face  ?  If  be  were  here,  I'd 
make  him  give  up  his  pretenfions  directly  !— 

AbJ.  Hold,  Bob — let  me  fet  you  right — there 
is  no  fuch  man  as  Beverley  in  the  cafe. — The  per- 
son who  afiumed  that  name  is  before  you  ;  and  as 
his  pretenfions  are  the  fame  in  both  characters,  he 
is  ready  to  fupport  them  in  whatever  way  you 
pleafe. 

Sir  Luc.  Well,  this  is  lucky— Now  you  have 
an  opportunity — 

Acres.  What,  quarrel  with  my  dear  friend  Jack 
Abfolute— not  if  he  were  fifty  Beverleys !  Z — ds ! 
Sir  Lucius,  you  would  not  have  me  be  fo  unna- 
tural. 

Sir  Luc.  Upon  my  confcience,  Mr.  Acres,  your 
valour  has  oozed  away  with  a  vengeance  ! 

Acres.  Not  in  the  Jeaft !  Odds  Backs  and  Abet* 
tors  !  I'll  be  your  fecond  with  all  my  heart — and 
if  you  mould  get  a  .Quietus,  you  may  command 
me  entirely.  I'll  get  you/sag  lying  in  the  Abbey 
here  \  or  fickle  you,  and  lend  you  over  to  Blundcr- 
bufs-hall,  or  any  thing  of  the  kind  with  the 
greatcft  pleafure. 

Sir  Luc,  pho !  pho  1  you  ate  little  better  than 
a  coward. 

Acres, 
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Acres.  Mind,  gentlemen,  he  calls  me  a  Cowards 
Coward  was  the  word,  by  my  valour! 

Sir  Luc.  Well,  Sir? 

Acres.  Look'ee,  Sir  Lucius,  'tisn't  that  I  mind 
the  word  Coward — Coward  may  be  faid  in  jote-rr- 
But  if  you  had  call'd  me  a  Paltrom,  Odds  Dag- 
gers and  Balls 

Sir  Luc.  Well,  Sir? 

Acres.  - —I  mould  have  thought  you  a  vary 

ill-bred  man. 

Sir  Luc.  Pho !  you  are  beneath  my  notice. 

AbJ.  Nay,  Sir  Lucius,  you  can't  have  abetter 
fecond  than  my  friend,  Acres — He  is  a  molt  deter- 
mined dog — call'd  in  the  country,  Fighting  Bab.-*- 
He  generally  kills  a  man  a  week;  don't  you,  Bob? 

Acres.  Aye— at  home  ! — 

Sir  Luc,  Well  then,  Captain,  'tis  we  mull  be- 
gin-^fo  come  out,  my  little  coimfellor, 

[draws  his /word. 
and  aflc  the  gentleman,  whether  he  will  resign  the 
lady,  without  forcing  you  to  proceed  aga  mil  him  ? 

Abf.  Come  on  then,  Sir  (draws);  fince  you 
won't  let  it  be  an  amicable  fuit,  here's  my  reply. 

Enter  Sir  Anthony,  Davip,  and  the  Women. 
.  David.  Knock  'em  all  down, fweet  Sir  Anthony, 
knock  down  my  Matter  in  particular— -and  bind 
his  hands  over  to  their  good  behaviour  ! 

Sir  Antb.  Put  up,  Jack,  put  up,  or  I  fha.ll  be 
in  a  phrenzy — how  came  you  in  a  duel,  Sir? 

Abf.  Faith,  Sir,  that  gentleman  can  tell  you 
better  than  I ;  'twas  be  call'd  on  me,  and  you 
know,  Sir,  I  frrve  his  Majefiy. 

Sir  Antb.  Here's  a  pretty  fellow  !.  I  catch  him 
going  to  cut  a  man's  throat,  and  he  tells  me,  fie 
ferves  his  Majefty!*— Zounds !  firrah,  then  how 
durft  you  draw  the  King's  fword  againft  one  of 
his  fubjefts  P       « 
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'Aif.  Sir,  I  tell  you !  That  gentleman  call'd  me 
out,  without  explaining 'his  reafons. 

Sir  Antb.  Gad!  Sir,  how  came  you  to  call  my 
Ion  out,  without  explaining  your  reafons? 

Sir  Lac.  Your  fon,  Sir,  infulted  me  in  a  man- 
ner which  my  honour  could  not  brook. 

Sir  Antb.  Zounds  !  Jack,  how  durft  you  infult 
the  gentleman  in  a  manner  which  his  honour 
could  not  brook  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Come,  come,  let's  have  no  Honour 
before  ladies — Captain  Abfolute,  come  here— 
How  could  you  intimidate  us  fo  ?— Here's  Lydia 
has  been  terrified  to  death  for  you. 

Abf.  For  fear  I  fhould  be  killed,  or  cfcape, 
Ma'am  ? 

Mrs.  Mai.  Nay,  no  delufions  to  the  paft— 
Lydia  is  convine'd  j  fpeak,  child. 

Sir  Luc.  Wieh  your  leave,  Ma'am,  I  muft  puc 
in  a  word  here — I  believe  I  could  interpret  the 
young  Lady's  fiience— Now  mark— 

Lydia.  What  is  it  you  mean,  Sir  ? 

Sir  Luc.  Come,  come,  Delia,  we  muft  be  ferious 
now— this  is  no  time  for  trifling. 

Lydia.  'T is  true,  Sir;  and  your  reproof  bids 
me  offer  this  gentleman  my  hand,  and  folicit  the 
return  of  his  affections. 

Abf.  O !  my  little  angel,  fay  you  fo  ? — Sir 
Lucius — I  perceive  there  muft  be  fome  roiftake 
here — with  regard  to  the  affront  which  you  affirm 
I  have  given  you.  I  can  only  fay,  that  it  could 
not  have  been  intentional. — And  as  you  muft  be 
convinced,  that  I  fhould  not  fear  to  fupport  a 
real  injury — you  ihall  now  fee  that  I  am  not 
afliamed  to  atone  for  an  inadvertency — I  afk  your 
pardon. — But  for  this  lady,  while  honour'd  with 
her  approbation,  I  will  fupport  my  claim  againft 
any  man  whatever. 

Sir  Antb.  Well  faid,  Jack,  and  I'll  ftand  by 
you,  my  Boy. 

O  Acres. 
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rfrfcrw.  Mind,  I  give  up  all  my  claim— I  make 
no  pretentions  to  any  thing  in  the  world — and  if 
I  can't  get  a  wife,  without  fighting  for  her,  by 
my  valour !  I'll  live  a  bachelor. 

Sir  Luc,  Captain,  give  me  your  hand — an 
affront  handfomcly  acknowledged  becomes  an 
obligation — and  as  for  the  Lady— ifihechufes  to 
deny  her  own  hand-writing  here— 

[Takes  cut  letters* 
Mrs.  Mai.  O,  be  will  diflblve  my  myftery  1— - 
Sir  Lucius,  perhaps  there's  fome  miftake— per- 
haps I  can  illuminate— 

Sir  Luc.  Pray,  old  gentlewoman,  don't  inter- 
fere where  you    have  no  bufinefs.-— Mifs  Lan- 
guilh,  are  you  my  Delia,  or  not  ? 
Lydia.  Indeed,  Sir  Lucius,  I  am  not, 

[Lydia  and  Abfolute  walk  afide, 
Mrs.  Mai.  Sir  Lucius  O'Trigger-— ungrateful 
as  you  are — I  own  the  foft  impeachment — pardon 
my  blulbes,  I  am  Delta: 

Sir  Luc.  You  Delia- — pho  !  pho!  be  eafy. 
Mrs.  Mai. '  Why,  thou   barbarous  Vandyke— 
thofe  letters  are  mine — When  you  are  more  fen- 
fible  of  my  benignity— perhaps  I  may  be  brought 
to  encourage  your  addrefies. 

Sir  Luc,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  I  am  extremely  fen- 
fible  of  your  condefcenfion;  and  whether  you  or 
Lucy  have  put  this  trick  upon  me,  I  am  equally 
beholden  to  you. — And,  to  fliew  you  I  am  noc 
ungrateful,  Captain  Abfolute-!  fince  you  have 
taken  that  lady  from  me,  I'll  give  you  my  Delitv 
into  the  bargain. 

Abj.  I  am  much  obliged  to  you,  Sir  Lucius; 
but  here's  my  friend,  fighting  Bob,  unprovided 
for. 

Sir  Luc.  Hah !  little  Valour — here,  will  you 
make  .your  fortune  ? 
Acres.  OddsWrinkles  \  No.— But  give  me  your 
10  hand, 

D,gil  zed  by  GOOgle 


A     COMEDY.  99 

h*nd,  Sir  Lucius,  forget  and  forgive  j  but  if  ever 
I  give  you  a  chance  of  pickling  me  again,  fay  Bob 
Acres  is  a  Dunce,  that's  all. 

Sir  Anth.  Come,  Mrs.  Malaprop,  don't  be 
call  down — you  are  in  your  bloom  yet. 

Mrs.  Mai.  O  Sir  Anthony !  —men  are  all  bar- 
barians—     [All  retire  but  Julia  and  Faulkland. 

Julia.  He  feems  dejefted  and  unhappy — not 
f'ullen — there  was  fome  foundation,  however,  for 
the  tale  he  told  me— O  woman  1  how  true  ftiould 
be  your  judgment,  when  your  refolytion  js,fo 
weak  1        , 

Faulk.  Julia! — how  can  I  fue  for  what  I  fo 
little  deferve.?  I  dare  not  prefume — yet  Hope  is 
the  Child  of  Penitence. 

Julia.  Oh  I  Faulkland,  you  have  not  been 
more  faulty  in  your  unkind  treatment  of  me,  than 
Z  am  now  in  wanting  inclination  to  refent  it.  As 
my  heart  honeftly  bids  me  place  my  weaknefs  to 
the  account  of  love,  I  fhould  be  ungenerous  not 
to  admit  the  fame  plea  for  your's. 

Faulk.  Now  I  Hull  be  blcft  indeed  ! 

[Sir  Anthony  comes  forward. 

Sir  Anth.    What's   going  on  here? — So  you 

have  been  quarrelling  too,  I  warrant. Come, 

Julia,  r never  interfered  before  j  but  let  me  have 
«  hand  in  the  matter  at  lair. — All  the  faults  I 
have  ever  feen  in  my  friend  Faulkland,  feemed 
to  proceed  from  what  he  calls  the  delicacy  and 

Warmth  of  his  affection  for  you There,  marry 

him  directly,  Julia,  you'll  find  he'll  mend  fur- 
prifingly !  [The  reft  come  forward. 

Sir  Luc,  Come  now,  I  nope  there  is  no'difla- 
tisfied  perfon,  but  what  is  content}  for  as  I  have 
been  difappointed  myfelf,  it  will  be  very  hard  if 
I  have  not  the  fatisfaftion  of  feeing  other  people 
fucceed  better—  ■  - 

Acres.  Yow  are  right,  Sir  Lucius. — So,  Jack,  I 
with 
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wifli  you  joy — Mr.  Faulkland  the  fame— -Lacttes, 
—come  nowj  to  Ihcw  you  I'm  neither  vex'd  not 
angry,  Odds  Tabors-  and  Pipes!  I'll  order  the 
fiddles  in  half  an  hour,  to  the  New  Rooms — and 
I  infift  on  your  all  meeting  me  there. 

SirAnth.  Gad!  Sir,  I  like  your  fpiritj  and  at 
night  we  fingle  lads  will  drink  a  health  to  the 
young  couples,  and  a  hufband  to  Mrs.  Malaprop. 

■Faulk.  Our- partners  are  ftolen  from  us,  Jack. 
— I  hope  to  be  congratulated  by  each  other— 
yours  for  haviBg  checked-  in  time,  the  errors  of 
an  ill  directed  imagination,  which  might  have 
tefrayed  an  innocen.t  heart;  and  mine,  for  having^ 
by  her  gendenefs  and  candour,  reformed  the  un- ■" 
happy  temper  of  one,  who  by  it  made  wretched 
-whom  he  loved  mod',  and  tortured  the  heart  he 
Ought  to  have  ador'd. 

Abf. ..Well,  Jack,  we  have  both  tailed  the 
'Bitters,  as  well  as  the  Sweets,  of  Love— with  this 
difference  only,  that  .yea  always  prepared  the  bitter 
cup  for  yourfelf,  while  I- - 

Lydia.  Was  always  obliged  to  me  for  it,  Hey  t* 
Mr,  Modefty  ?-— —  But  come  no  more  of  that-w- 
our  happuiefs  is  now  as  unallay'd  as  general'.' 

Julicti  Then let  us  ftudy  to  preferve  it  fo :  anro 
while  Hone  pictures  to  us  a  flattering  .fcene  Qt 
future  blifs,  let  us  deny  its  pencil  thofe  colours 
which  are  too  bright  to  be  laftirig. — When' Hearts; 
deferving  Happinefs  would  unite  their  fortunes,. 
Virtue  would  crown  them  With  an  unfading  gar- 
land  of  modeft  hurtlefs  flowers  j  but  ill-judging 
■PaSion  will  force  the  gaudier  Rofe  into  thje 
wreath,  whofe  thorn  offends  themi  when-  ir» 
Leaves  are  dropt !    •■■■■■         , 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

PERHAPS  there  is  no  exprefjion  of  gratitude  at 
once  fo  necejfary  and  fo  fufpicious,  as  that  which  the. 
author  of  a  dramatic  performance  pays  to  the  fe- 
deral Ladies  and  Gentlemen  who  fuppcrted  him  in 
its  reprefentation. — He  muft  pojfefs  much  more  confi- 
dence in  kimfelf  than  belongs  to  the  author  of  the 
Fugitive,  who  believes  be  can  injure  fuccefs  upon  the 
Stage,  without  the  concurrence  of  their  kindefi  and 
moft  atlive  exertions — and  yet  in  proportion  as  ac- 
knowledgments are  warmly  and  vividly  given,  they 
are  obnoxious  to  this  pojfible  imputation — that  they  are 
the  injidious  vehicle  of  furtive  praife  to  the  author, 
and  nothing  more  in  their  fubftance  and  intention,  than 
a  circuitous  tribute  to  his  own  merits — for,  if  all  this 
excellence  was  exhibited  in  the  reprefentation,  what  are 
we  to  fay  of  the  perfon  who  laid  the  foundation  for  it 
by  bis  Work  ?  Hoes  not  the  author  then  introduce  bim- 
felf  amtngft  the  Dramatis  Perfonx  and  in  compact 
hut  pithy  dialogue,  not  hfs  grateful  to  his  ear,  than 
the  bappiefl  effufton  which  be  may  have  allotted  to 
a  ethers, 
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ethers,  fay?  orfeem  to  fay — tlTou  hear  what  eulogies 
"  have  been  .pronounced  upon  the  performance- ~ ad~ 
."  mirable  charaUer — cbafte  but  lively  ailing,  &c 
**  &c.  Ecce  homo  ! — look  at  me — lam  the  man 
"  lahefe  compofition  was  the  hefts'  of  their  merits,  and 
"  to  whofefine  writing,  in  the  firfi  infianee,  they  owe 
**  their  fuccefsful performance  in  the  lajl." — For  ex- 
ample, when  it  is  affirmed,  which  is  nothing  more  than 
common  jufiice  andfiriB  truth,  that  the  performance  of 
Mifs  Farren,  in  the  reprefentation  of  the  Fugitive, 
was  at  once  elegant  and  intelligent,  feminine  andfenfi~ 
lie,  gracefully fextoui  and  impreffvely  gay — that  Mrs. 
Jordan  completely  dmonfirated  to  the  town,  that 
parts  of  tender  intereft  are  as  congenial  to  her  powers^ 
and  more  cannot  be  faid,  as  characters  of  the  mofi 
lively  and  efeShe  comedy  ;  or  that  Msfs  Pope  with 
an  admirable  dexterity  peculiar  to  herftlf,  fiiewed 
that  fhe  could  exhibit  the  humour  of  vulgar  life, 
unpolluted   by  the  Jlratned    and    offenfioe    vulgarity 

of   its    manners that    Mrs.    Hopkins,    Mrs. 

Kemble  and  Mrs.  Ward,  did  ample  jufiice  to 
their  parts that,  to  ufe  the  words  of  a  liv- 
ing writer  unrivalled  in  this  department  of  literature 
— "  no  language  could  do  jufiice  to  the  merits  of  Mr. 
King 
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JKikc — that  the  varied  whim  and  rich  luxuriance 
*/  Parsons  have  not  been  often  more  fuccefsfully  dif- 
|  played  even  by  himfelf—^-that  the  great  andfuperior 
powers  of  Mfjfrs.  _  Palm  ex,  Dodd,  Beksley, 
Wroughton  and  Wewijzer,  fo  well  known  in 
the  difiincl  branches  of  their  art,  and  fa  jufily  admired 
bytheTownt  were  exhibited  with  their  u/ual  felicity, 
find  that  all  the  performers  had  tbejujleft  claims  on  the 
approbation  and  hndnefs  of  the  author — when  all 
this  has  beenfatd,  the  qutfiioH  at  lajl  recurs,  whether 
fir  no  the  jufi  praife  which' the  author  has  beftowed 
does  not  find  Usfource  in  infinmted  egotifm,  and  that 
finder  the  prefentation  of  gratitude  he  has  been  con- 
friving  a  crafty  panegyric  for  himfelf. 

The  author  will  not  contend  with  logicians  of  this 
fufpicious  caft,  and  as  he  cannot  prove  the  opinion  which 

he  entertains  of  bimfelf,  will  fe$  content  with  the  eon- 
fcious  encouragement  of  his  own  mind,  which  perfuadet 

and  affures  him,  that  it  is  poffible/or  w  author  to  do 
juflice  to  others  without  the  fubtlety  of  '  f elf -adulation  j 

and  that  there  is  at  leafl  one  infiance  of  gratitude 

which  is  not  the  irregular  progeny  of  conceit. 
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The  author  has  a  diftinfi  acknowledgment  Jo  make 
for  the  liberal  attention,  the  criticifm,  and  the  friendly 
zeal  of  frfr.  Kemblz. — He  has  alfo  to  return  his 
heft  thinks  to  the  fame  gentleman  for  the  kind  promp- 
titude with  which  be  undertook  the  performance  of 
Admiral  Cleveland  at  a  veryjhort  notice,  and  for  the 
able  manner  with  which  be  acquitted  bimfelf. 
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WRITTEN  BY  RICHARD  TICKELL,  Est*. 

spoken  ar  mr.  bannister,  junior. 

WHAT  perturbation  flutters  in  the  breaft     - 

Of  the  fair  Novice,  for  St.  James's  dreft  ! 

What  almoft  equal  hopes  and  fears  tranfport 

The  matron  friend  that  chaperertt  her  to  court! 

Clofe  to  the  Palace,  as  her  chair  draws  near, 

The  very  taflels  feem  to  quake  with  fear.— — 

On  moves  her  friend,  amid  the  gathering  bands 

Of  ftars,  gold  fticks,  blue  ribbons,  and  white  wands  -, 

With  look  that  canvafs  and  with  pleading  air 

Befpeaking  favour  fur  the  ftranger  there  ; 

Who,  clofe  behind,  while  fearfully  Ihe  goes, 

Peeps  thro'  her  fan,  and  eyes  the  observing  beaux. 

As,  down  the  labyrinth  of  filk  and  lace, 

They  catch  a  vifta  vifion  of  her  face.— 

Such  are  the  terrors  untried  bards  difmay, 

Thus  to  this  Court,  the  Prologue  leads  the  Play  j 

Actor  and  author  in  one  panic  join'd ; 

I  quake  before  the  curtain ;  he  behind. — 

And  yet,  in  modern  times,  the  afpiring  Wit 

Braves  but  few  perils  from  the  well  drefs'd  pit. 

Not  as  of  old,  when,  trair.'d  to  frown  and  fret, 

In  murky  ftate,  the  furly  fynod  met. 

Vain  of  half  learning  and  of  foreign  rules, 

Vamp'd  from  the  jargon  of  the  antient  fchools, 

In  black  full-bo ttom'd  wig,  the  Critic  God 

Shook  bis  umbrageous  curls,  and  gave  the  nod  ! 

The  pit  was  then  all  men — how  fhrunk  the  mufe 

From  thofe  bleak  rows  of  overhanging  yews  ! 

Unlike  the  gay  parterre  we  now  falute, 

That  fhines  at  once  with  bloflbms  and  with  fruit ; 

With  chequer'd  crowds  that  mingled  tafte  difpenfe  5 

With  female  foftnefs  join'd  to  manly  fenfe. — 

Here,  if  ungenerous  fpleen  fhould  ftrive  for  vent, 

Some  fair  alfochte  foothes  it  to  content ; 

It's  rage  with  promifiory  looks  beguiles, 

And  checks  the  incipient  hifs  by  weH-tim'd  fmiles — 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


PROLOGUE. 

The  vanquifh'd  critic*  frown,  but  {often  faft  ; 
Hiis  and  look — hifs  and  look — hifs  and  look— and  dap 
at  laflr. 
Oh  !    if  each  fterner  judge  thus  mitdly  view 
The  poet's  toils,  what  can  he  dread  from  you  ? 
From  forms  with  fympathetic  foftnefs  joined  ; 
From  features  fafhion-'d  to  the  lovlier  mind  ; 
From  eyes,  where  gentienefs  has  Ci'd  her  throne  j 
From  rofeate  lips,  that  move  in  fmiles  alone- 
Well  may  the  Fugitive  with  hope  appear, 
-When  every  blended  grace  gives  refuge  here. 
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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 


Lord  Dartford  — 

Sir  William  Wingrove  — 

Mr.  Wingrove  — 

Old  Manly           —  — 

Young  Manly      —  — 

Admiral  Cleveland  — 

Mr.  Welford         —  — 

Jenkins            —  — 

Larron             —  — 

O'Donnel         —  — 

William             —  — 

Servant            —  — 


Mr.  Done 
Mr.  Benslet. 
Mr.  Wroughtoh. 
Mr.  Parsons. 
Mr.  P  aimer. 
Mr.  King. 
Mr.  Barryuo&b. 
Mr.  Maddox. 
Mr.  Wewitzer. 
Mr.  Phillimorb. 
Mr.  Benson. 
Mr.  Banks. 


WOMEN. 

Mrs.  Manly        —  —  Mrs.  Hopkins. 

Mifs  Herbert      —  —  Mifs  Farren. 

Mifs  Julia  Wingrove  —  Mrs.  Jordan. 

Mifs  Manly  —  —  Mrs.  KembLE. 

Mrs.  Larron       —  —  Mifs  Pope. 

Mrs.  Rachel  Cleveland  Mrs.  Wars. 
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FUGITIVE 
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ACT       1. 


SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  in  Sir  William 
Wingrove'j  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  William  and  Mifs  Julia  WiugrovA. 

LET  me  mtfeat  you,  fir,  to  hear  me— let  rea* 
foil  be  my  advocate. 
Sir  William.  Reafoft,  Julia! — You  know  *tia 
my  delight,  my  glory.  What  conftitutes  the 
pre-eminence  of  man,  but  his  reafon?  'Tis,  like 
the  facred  virtue  of  high  blood,  z  natural  exalta- 
tion, of  which  we  can  never,  lofe  the  advantage, 
but  by  voluntary  degradation,  or  perverfe  mifufe— • 
What' but  reafon  is  the  foundation  of  my  pre- 
ference for  Lord  Dartford  ?— Is  he  not  of  a  family 
w  ancient,  even  as  my  own  > 

B  Julia* 
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Julia.  Did  Lord  Dartford  inherit  any  of  the 
virtues,  which,  probably,  acquired  thole  highly 
valu'd  honours  of  his  anceftry,  my  father  might 
have  fome  caufe  to  regret  that  his  daughter's  incli- 
nations were  at  enmity  with  her  duty. 

Sir  William.  And  where,  madam,  have -you 
learnt,  that  the  fplendor  of  Lord  Dartfwd's  family 
fuffers  any  diminution  in  his  own  perfon  ? 

Julia,  Where  fome  of  the  happieft  years  of  my 
life  have  been  paffed,  fir,  at  my  dear  deceafed 
aunt's. 

Sir  fHl&awh  Mr.  "Manly,  now,  I  dare  fay, 
had  not  the  leaft  fhare  in  producing  this  averfion  to 
Lord  Dartford. 

Julia.  Mr.  Manly,  fir! — Mr.  Manly  wou'd 
fcorn — nor  can  it  ever  be  neceffary  for  him  to 
raife  his  own  character  by  a  ufelefs  degradation  of 
Lord  Dartford. 

Sir  William.  Aye,  aye,  nqw  we  have  it — t 
thought  what  (hare  the  eloquence  of  your  aunt  had 
had  in  this  apoftacy  from  the  faith  of  your  an* 
ceftors — Mr.  Manly,  it  feems,  has  contrived  to 
make  fo  fuccclsful  a  monopoly  of  all  the  virtues, 
that  there  does  not  remaia  even  the  leavings  of  an 
accompli  fhment  for  any  other  perfon. — But  fince  I 
defpair  of  making  jwu  enter  into  the  juft  views  of 
your  family,  by  dutifully  confenting,  as  you-  ought, 
to  marry  a  man  for  the  revered  merit  of  his  blood, 
your  brother  fhall  try,  whether  your  young  fpark 
be  not  compofed  of  more  practicable  materials. 

Julia.  For  heaven's  fake,  dear  fir, forego  this — 
What  muft  be  the  confequence  of  their  meeting? 

Sir  William.  If  you  have  any  objection  to  the 
interview,  yuu  know  how  to  prevent  it. 

Julia.  Oh,  fir,  do  not  force  me  to  fo  dreadful 
an  alternative.  I  will,  if  you  require  it,  bind 
Hiyfelf  by  the  rnoft  folemrt  engagements  to  give  up 

all 
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all  thoughts  of  Mr.  Manly,  only  let  me  no  more 
be  perfecuted  with  the  addreffts  of  Lord  Dartford. 
Sir  William.    Nay,  now  I  muft  believe  you ; 
for  where  has  it  been  recorded  that  an  enamour'd 
damfel  ever  broke  a  promife  to  an  old  father,  when 
given  at  the  expence  of  a  young  lover  ? — For  once, 
howevrr,  you  mult  excufe  me,  if  I  am  a  little 
difobedient  to  the  authority  of  precedent,  and 
endeavour   to  End  fotne  better  fecurity  for  the 
honour  of  my  family,  even  than  your  love-fick 
renunciation  of  the  objeft  of  your  affc&ions. 
Julia.    Yet,  fir,  hear  me. 
Sir  William.     I  do  hear  you— But  firft  tell  me 
why  have  I  preferred  you,  fince  the  deceafe  of  your 
aunt,  from  all  intercourse  with  the  world,  With 
the  fingle  exception  of  the  friendfhip  of  Mifs  Her* 
bert,  whofe  approaching  alliance  with  your  bro- 
ther) gives  her  a  common  intereft  in  the  luftre  of 
our  houfe  ? — Why  have  I,  like  a  fond  parent,  for- 
bid you  fociety  ?— Kept  you  facred  from  the  arts  of 
our  fex  and  the  more  dangerous  follies  of  your  own 
*~Iock*d  you  up  and  guarded  you,  like  the  archives 
of  my  own  family,  that  you  might  increafe  in  value, 
as  you  advanced  in  years  ?— Why  ?    but  to  fecure 
you  from  the  contagion  of  a  degenerate  world — 
who  feel  more  anxiety  about  the  means  of  fupport- 
ing  new  families,  than  awful  reverence  for  the  names 
of  old  ones,  and  would  meanly  thrive  by  plebeian 
induftry,  rather  than  diet  on  the  rich  recollection 
of  their  immortal  anceftry. 

Julia.  But  my  dear  father,  juft  now,  kindly 
condefcended  to  fay  he  would  iuffcr  me  to  reafon 
with  him  on  this  fubjeft.  Can  birth,  alone,  entitle 
a  man  to  the  high  diftinftion  you  fpeak  of  ?— 
And  furely  Lord  Dartford — 

Sir  William.     Grant  me  patience,  heaven  !    Do 

*  you  call  in  queftion  the  prudence  of  my  choice  ? 

Ungrateful  Julia,  never  more  will  I   hear  you  on 

B  a  this 
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this  fubje& — and  now  attend  my  final  determina- 
tion— To-morrow  you  marry  Lord  Dartford. 
Julia,     To-morrow,  fir!- — You  will  not — 
Sir  William,    Pofitively  to-morrow — neither  re- 
monft  ranees,  nor  tears   (hall  fway  me  from  my> 
determin'd  ipurpofe.      I    leave  you  now  to  your 
reflections,  and  go  to  adjuft  the  necefiary  prelimi- 
naries of  a  ceremony,  that  will  recall  you,  incon- 
.  fiderate  girl,  to  duty  and  to  reafon.  [Exit. 

Julia.  Is  it  poffiblc !  —  Can  my  father  thus  (hue 
his  heart  to  the  diftrefles  of  his  Julia — My  bro- 
ther too,  happy  in  his  own  affections,  not  only 
abandons  me  to  the  interefted  rigour  of  his  cruel 
ambition,  but  affifts  and  animates  him  in  the  pro- 
fecution  of  his  views.— Wretchod!  friendlefs 
Julia— Whither  wilt  thou  turn!— Ah  Manly, 
that  amidft  the  variout  excellencies  of  thy  heart 
there  is  yet  a  carelefs  generofity  in  thy  nature— 
an  irregular,  though  not  ungraceful  excefs  in  thy 
very  virtues,  which,  though  it  neither  forbids 
efteem,  nor  damps  affection,  yet  gives  the  alarm 
to  delicacy,  and  checks  the  full  pleafure  of  a  feartcfS) 
unfufpecting  -confidence— -were  it  not  for  this,  I 
think  I  could  not  deny  myfelf  with  thee  a  willing 
afyluni  from  the  feverities.  of  thiadomeftic  perfecu- 
tion,  [Exits 

SCENE    II.   Sir  WillUtfs  Gar&tu 

Enter  TeUni  Manly. 

Temg  Manly.  Thus  far,  I  have  atehiev'd  mf 
purpoic  without  difcovery — what  a  devil  of  a  wajl 
have.  I  had  to  fcrambie  up  to  obtain  even  the 
chance  of  an  inter  vie  w-^The  fulky- grandeur  of 
your  ancient  battlements,  was  always  the  difficulty,, 
and  the  glory  of  an  enamour'd  hero— But  what  can 
the  maddeft  of  the  mgft  venerable  lads,  of  chivvy 

Us 
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Jay  claim  to,  that  does  not  to  the  full  as  reafoiw 
ably  belong  to  me  ?  I  have  all  their  hopes  with  all 
their  appre  hen  lions,  all  their  fears  with  all  their 
confidence—  AD  their  weaknefs  with  all  their  for- 
titude—So I  think  it  cannot  be  denied  but  that  I 
pofiefs  as  many  good,  found  contradictions  in  my- 
character  as  the  beft  of  them — I  have  not  indeed 
the  gift  of  waiting  that  thofe  gentlemen  had,  for  I 
begin  already  to  feel  impatient  at  Julia's,  delay. 
Would  1  cou'd  gain  but  a  diftant  glimpfe  of  her, 
or  hear  one  ftrain  of  her  enchanting  voice— deaf 
melodious  voice !  foft  as  a  lover's  figh  embodied 
into  mufic,  and  fweet  as  the  infpired  eloquence  of 
a  confenting  fmile — But  foft!  foft!  me  approaches, 
and  in  tears!  let  me  endeavour  to  learn  the  caufe 
of  them,  before  I  make  my  appearance ;  .  what 
mult  he  be  compofed.ef,  and  what  does  he  not 
deferve,  wbo  has  been  prophane  enough  to  excite 
them.  [Retires  behind  a  tre*. 

Enter  Julia,  andfeatshtrfelftnan  alcove, 

Julia.  Here  let  me  reft  awhile,  and  endeavour 
to  collect  my  fcattered  thoughts.  Could  it  be  be- 
lieved that  my  father,  ftrict  as  his  general  notions 
of  honour  are,  Ihould  think  of  forcing  me  to  be- 
come the  wife  of  a  man  whom  my  foul  abhors ! 

TorngMany.  Forcing  thee ! 

Julia,  When,  too,  he  is  convine'd  of  my  being 
attach'd  to  another.  .    . 

Young  Manly,  To  another ! 

Julia.  I  think  he  loves  me. 

Young  Manly.  I  am  furc  he  does— that  is  if  I  am 
he. 

Julia,  He  is  kind  and  generous,  capable  of  the 
moft  ardent,  and  difinterefted  paffion. 

You^g  Manly.  It  mud  be  me. 

Julia.  But  he  has  faults,  great  faulta. 

Young 
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Young  Manly.  Now  I  am  furs  'tis  me. 
Julia.  I   dread  the  levity  of  his   nature— Oh 
Manly,  Manly,  why  cannot  I  truft  thee. 
Young  Manly.  J  am  fure  I  can't  tell. 
Julia.  How  gladly  cou'd  I  owe  the  relief  of  my 
prefent  affli&ions  to  thy  kindnefs,    but   for  the 
dread  of  being  afterwards  expofed  to.  the  feverer 
Calamity  of  thy  indifference.     Oh    why,    why, 
Manly,  cannot  I  confide  in  thee  1 

Young  Manly  [comes  forward].  Why  indeed! 
Dear  generous  Julia,  baniih  thefe  apprehenuons, 
I  never  can  injure  truth,  innocence,  and  beauty 
like  thine. 

Julm.  Mr.  Manly  1  How  you  have  alarm'd  me! 
What  a  rafh  ftep  it  this — But  fly,  I  conjure  you  j 
if  you  have  any  regard  for  my  happinefs— fly. 

Young  Manly.  Fly,  Julia  ?  Yes,  fwifter  than  a 
lover's  thought  i  but  you  mull  be  the  partner  of 
my  flight. 

Julia,  You  cannot  furely  be  ferious, 
Teung  Manly.  So  ferious  that  I  mail  not  flir  one 
fingle  ftep  without  you — Julia,  Julia,  this  is  no 
time  for  trifling  or  for  ceremony.  To  be  candid  with 
you,  I  have  overheard  you,  and  if  I  deferve  pu- 
nifhment  for  the  involuntary  offence,  referve  it 
till  the  danger  is  over  that  threatens  you. 

Julia.  Indeed,  Mr.  Manly,  your  generous  con* 
cern  for  me  leaves  me  as  little  right,  as  I  have  in- 
clination to  be  fevere,  but  therefore  it  is  I  intreat 
you  to  quit  this  fcene  of  danger— You  know  the 
fury  of  my  relations. 

Young  Manly.  Kay,  Julia,  I  care  not  how  foo.K 

I  go— As  we  depart  together  you.  cannot  reafon- 

ably  fufpeft  me  of  being  an  advocate  for  delay. 

Julia.  What  can  you  mean? 

Toung  Manly.  Mean  ! — Why  to  decide  my  fate 

en  the   inftant-'-Either  to  follow   you    as  your 

humble 
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humble  Have  through  the  wide  world  of  happinefs, 
for  it  can  have  no  place  in  it  forbidden  to  delight 
while  you  are  with  me,  or  meet  with  resignation, 
on  the  foot,  the  bittereft  refentment  of  your  vin- 
dictive family. 

Julia,  Oh  I  Manly,  give  me  not  fuch  a  fatal 
proof  of  your  affection — 1  will  confider  of  youc 
propofal  by  to-morrow — but  go  now,  I  befeech  you. 
Young  Mapty.  Not  a  ftep — If  I  am  ftubborn, 
Julia,  you  are  my  example.  I  have  not  often 
fuch  authority  for  my  conduit — I  will  not  quit 
you  till  I  am  affurcd  of  youc  deliverance  from  thU 
unnatural  tyranny.  .    ' 

jtdia.  Hear  ma  for  a  moment— I  do  not  wifh 
to  conceal  from  you  how  much  .my  gratitude  is 
jnterefted  in  your  fafery— The  ernbafraffmcnt  of 
my  prefent  fituatron,  added;  to  this. dangerous  evit 
dence  of  your  attachment,  will,  I  hope,  in  Come 
meafure,  excule  me  for  the  confeffion  I  am  about 
to—— nBttt1  indeed,  Sir,  indeed— whar,'fhaJl  I  fay? 
A  womanifh  apprehenfion  prevails  over  my  tongue, 
and  fways  it  from  the  direction  of  my  heart,  in 
fpite  of  me — Indeed,  I  cannot  go  with  you — Cha- 
racter, prudence,  duty  forbid  it. 

Young  Manly,  I  confefs,  madam,  I  was  prepared 
to  expect:  more  candour,  and  more  decjfion  from 
the  lips  of  Mifs  Wingrove. 

Julia.  Dear  Manly,  I  thank  you  for  this  rebuke 
, — U  brings  me  back  to  myfelf— fomething  mult 
be  allowed,  to  the  fond  agitation  of  a  woman's  fears 
— but  they  are  gone  ;  Love  himfelf,  unfriendly  as 
he  is  to  truth,  yet  fmiles  propitiouQy  upon  a  flo\r 
obedience  to  it  at  lad. — Meet  me  at  one,  in  the 
avenue  before  our  houfe,  and  then  with  more  fafety 
to  my  Henry,  as  well  as  more  fecurity  to  our  en- 
terprize,  I  will  refign  myfelf  and  all  my  hopes  to 
your  faithful  guidance. 

Young 
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Toung  Manly.  Deareft  Julia,  on  my  knees  I 
thank  you— I  am  oppreffed  at  once  with  love  and 
gratitude — It  is  needlefs  to  fay  with  what  anxious,  - 
vigilant  punctuality,  I  will  obey  your  mandate— 
with  what  idolatry  of  fubmiffive  afFe&ion,  1  will 
watch  over  every  riling  thought,  and  half-formed 
object  of  your  future  life.  [Rifes."}  Ffom  this 
moment,  then,  difmifs  all  apprehenfion  of  yout 
Henry's  levity,  and  be  fatisfied  that— 

Julia.  I  am  fatisfied — Surely,  I  have  proved  ! 
am  ib — But  mtcrefting  as  your  conversation  always 
is,  and  on  this  theme  fraught  with  peculiar  en- 
dearment, I  mud  deprive  myfelf  of  it — You  mult 
go — pray  obey  me  now — My  turn  for  obedience 
approaches  fall.  ■  Remember. 

Toung  Manly.  Can  I  forget  the  confecrated  mo* 
mem!     Adieu,  ever  deareft,  till  then. 

Julia.  Adieu,  dear  Manly.  .  f  Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.     lord  Dartford's  Houfe. 
Enter  Lord  Dartford,  followed  by  Jenkins. 

Lord  Dartford.  Jenkins,  does  Sir  William  knovf 
of  my  arrival  here? 

Jenkins.  He  does,  my  lord. 

Lord  Dartford.  Well,  I  fuppofe  I  muft  pay  the 
firft  vifit— But  hold,  mould  not  I  brulh  up  my 
ftyle  a  little,  to  enable  me  to  undergo  this  en- 
counter of  genealogy  ?  No — I  believe  there  is  no 
occafion ;  the  fecret  lies  in  a  Ihort  compafs— Pe- 
digree's the  word — and  one  of  your  real  accurate 
lovers  of  hiftorical  virtu — will  believe  any  thing— 
And  fo,  we'll  truft  to  chance  and  the  affiftance  of 
fuch  convenient  abfurdiiies  as  may  happen  to  arifc 
{A  knocking  at  the  door.}— But  fee  who's  there, 
Jenkins. 

{Jenkins  goes,  and  infredutes  Sir  William  Wingrmt, 
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Sir  William.  I  hope,  my  lord,  my  prefence,  thus 
unannounced,  does  not  interrupt  any  of  your  lord- 
fhip's  weightier  concerns. 

Lord  Dartford.  It  is  impoflibte  that  the  favour 
of  Sir  William  Wingrove's  company  can  ever  be 
felt  as  an  intruGon. 

Sir  William.  Your  lordftiip  is  kindnefs  itfelf— 
[Tbey  fit  down  ]  It  is  a  doubtful  point  with  me, 
my  lord,  in  the  alliance  which  is  upon  the  eve  of 
accomplishment,  by  which  party  the  honour  will 
be  given  or  received. 

Lord  Dartford.  So  he's  off  already — there's  but 
one  way  for  me — 1  (bould  ill  deferve  my  good 
fortune,  Sir  William,  were  I  not  fenfibie  that  the 
honour  and  the  happinefs  are  both  eminently  mine. 

Sir  William.  Why,  my  lord,  that  is  by  no  means 
a  clear  cafe — I  perceive  that  your  lordfhip  pof- 
feBes  a  very  competent  knowledge  of  the  antiquity 
of  our  family  ;  but  to  deal  candidly  with  you,  I 
believe  yours  takes  its  rife  nearly  about  the  fame 
time — pretty  nearly,  that  is  to  fay— I  mean  within 
a  century  of  us,  or  fome  fuch  trifle — I  dare  fay  it 
does  s  for  the  Dartford  family  may  be  very  clearly 
traced  to  the  conqueft. 

Lord  Dartford.  The  conqueft,  Sir  William,  is 
modern — It  is  not  long  fince  I  perufed  a  valuable 
manulcript,  that  makes  very  honourable  mention 
of  the  Wingroves,  in  one  of  the  remoter  reigns  of 
the  Saxon  Heptarchy. 

Sir  William.  Could  your  lordfliip  procure  me  % 
fight  of  that  manufcript  ?  The  favour  will  be 
infinite. 

Lord  Dartford.  Sir  William  may  rely  upon  it, 

that  if  my  friend  can  be  prevailed  upon  to  refign 

the  parchment,  I  fhall  be  happy  in  promoting  his 

with.  \Afide.'\  And  if  he  does,  his  politcnefs  muft 

C  pofuively 
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pofitively  be  of  a  mod  accommodating  cad,    tq 
enable  him  to  part  with  what  he  never  had. 

Sir  William.  In  one  of  the  remoter  reigns  of  the 
Saxon  Heptarchy !  Is  it  poffible !  But  why  nor 
poflible  ?— To  what  times  may  not  the  family  of 
the  Wingroves  be  traced  by  the  laudable  diligence 
of  learned  enquiry  ?  Even  up  to  the  dark  periods 
of  early  nature,  of  rudenefs,  ignorance,  and  bar- 
barity, where  Knowledge  fails  us,  and  Hiftory 
herfelf  is  loft  in  the  cpnfufion  of  her  materials. 

[Mufis. 

Lord  Dartford.  Now  will  he  not  be  content  till 

'  he  has  purlucd  his  high  birth  to  the  illuftrious 

parentage  of  a  favage,  and  drawn   the  boafted 

ftream  of  his  pure  blood  from  the  polluted  leavings 

of  the  deluge. 

Sir  William.  Now,  my  lord,  to  bufinefs — The 
fifty  thoufand  pounds  which.  I  purpofe  as  my 
daughter's  dower,  is  but  a  final],  and  indeed  in- 
adequate compenfation  for  the  honour  of  ypur 
dignified  alliance — Happy,  but  too  happy,  (hould 
we  all  feel  ourfelves,  .if  her  inclinations  accorded 
with  our  wifiies,  and  acquiefced  in  the  brilliant 
provifion  we  have  made  for  her — But  fhe  is  per- 
verfe,  my  lord,  unaccountably  perverfe — Yet  fub- 
mit  the  (hall,  and  that  without  delay — I  am  fixed, 
immutably  fixed — But  if  your  lordihip  will  do  me 
(he  honour  to  accompany  me  to  my  houfe,  I  will 
there  explain  to  your  lordihip  the  difficulties  we 
have  to  encounter,  and  the  expedients  we  have 
provided  to  overcome  them — Nay,  my  lord. 

[Contending  on  the  etiquette  of  precedency. 

Lord  Dor tfefd.  Impoflible,  Sir  William!  mere 
title  is  adventitious,  birth  inherent.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE, 

,i,  zed  by  GOOgle    ' 


A     COMEDY.  11 

SCENE  IV.     fie  RoaJ,  with  a  dijtant  View  of 
Sir  William  IVingrove's  Houfe. 

Enter  YoukcJ  Mahly,  finging. 
Toung  Manly.  Was  there  ever  foch  a  happy^ 
unlucky  dog  as  myfelf — happy  beyond  the  narrow 
bounds  of  mortal  imagination  in  the  love  of  my 
Julia — but  horribly  unlucky,  that  the  certainty  and 
near  approach  of  my  felicity  has  quite  bereft  me 
of  my  fcnfes — Tuft  as  1  had  abandoned  myfelf  to 
dfcfpair,  to  be  raifed  in  one  delicious  half-hour  to 
the  fummie  of——  Oh!  egad  there's  no  bearing 
il !    I  wall  run  mad — I  am  mad,  that's  certain. 

[Sihgi  and  dances. 

Enter  Admiral  Clevelakd. 

Admiral,  So,  fo — there's  young  Frolickfome  in 
his  whirligigs— 'What,  'Squire  Madcap,  are  you 
praftifing  how  to  make  a  fool  of  yourfclf  ? — ■ 
Don't  take  fo  much  trouble,  young  man  ■,  you  can 
fucceed  pretty  well  without  fo  much  pains. 

Toung Manly.  Ha!  my  old  man  of  wat — give 
me  your  hand— When  -mall  you  and  I  go  upon  a 
voyage  to  the— 

Admiral.  To  the  moon,  Eh!  young  Frefh- 
water?  Why,  you  feem  to  be  in  her  latitude"  al- 
ready -,  or  have  you  been  flowing  in  a  frelh  lading 
of  champagne  ? 

Toang  Manly.  Your  firfl  conjecture  is  perhaps  a 
little  near  the  mark;  for  my  understanding,  I  be- 
lieve, is  rather  upon  the  go ;  but  as  for  champagne 
—curie  champagne. 

Admiral.  What  then  you  have  been  in  a  tight 
engagement  at  play,  and  have  brought  the  enemy 
to A'nt  that  it,  my  young  fliark  ? 

Toung  Manly.  No,  no,  my  heart  of  oak;  I  defy 

the  power  of  gold  to  diforder  my  fenlbs— But, 

C  2  what 
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what;  do  you  think,  my  noble  commander,  of  gain- 
ing the  woman  one  loves.  Can  your  old  weather- 
beaten  fancy  conceive  any  joy  equal  to  that? 

Admiral,  Why,  I  don't  think  I  can ;  unlefs  it 
be  feeing  an  enemy's  fliip  ftrikc j  and  that  does 
give  the  fenfes  a  whirl  that  none  but  a  feaman  can 
be  a  judge  of. 

Young  Manly,  Why  then*  as  I  am  a  ft  ranger  to 
naval  fenfations,  the.  pleafure  of  being  beloved  by 
an  angel,  muft  ferve  my  turn, — Wheo  conquered 
beauty  prepares  to  yield— when  willing.  Iqve  ftrikes 
the  flag— that's  the  whirl  for,  my  money. 

Admiral.  WelL,  that's,  good-natured,  however, 
to.  rejoice  at  the  thoughts  of  an  engagement,  where 
you  are  fure  to  have  the  worft  on't  ? 

Young  Msnly,  Dear  admiral,  had  I  but  known 
you  when  I  was  a  boy. 

Admiral.  What  then? 

Young  Manly.  Then?  Da  you  afk-  me  what 
then?     Oh,  Julia! 

h  My  foul  hath  her  content  £o  abiblute, 
**■  That  not  another  comfort  like  to  this 
"  Succeeds  in  unknown  fate." 

Admiral.  Poor  young  man — Well,  my  lad,  when 
your  Wits  are  at  anchor,  though  I  fear  the  veffel's 
too  crazy  ever  to  fee  port  again,  you  and  I  may 
drink  a  can  together— till  then,  your  fervant. 

Young  Manly.  Nay,  nay,  don't  go  yer. 

{.Dancing. 

Admiral.  Why,  damn  you,  you  vere  about  fo, 
one  might  as  well  look  for  anchorage  in  a  whirl- 
pool, as  think  to  hold  a  parley  with  you. 

Young  Manly.  Well,  come  then,  1  will  be  ferious 
—Do  you  ever  pray  ac  fea,  admiral  ? 

Admiral.  Why,  what  ihould  we  pray  for  ?  Ex- 
cept, indeed,  when  there's  danger  in  the  wind,  and 
then,  to  be  fure,  that  alters  the  cafe. 

Young 
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Toung  Manly.  Well,  now,  there  lies  your  error. 

Admiral.  Erroe! — meaning  me.-— You  ? 

Toung  Manly.  Aye ! — I  hold  it  fuch  an  abomi- 
nable ignorance  of  duty. 

'  Admiral.  Ignorance  of  duty ! — why,  you  pala- 
vering whipper-fnapper,  am  I  to 'be  taught  my 
duty,  after  having  had  the  command  of  a  Meet, 
by  fuch  a  freaking  fon  of  a  whore  as  you  ? 

Toung  Manly.  Nay,  but  why  fo.  hot,  my  good 
friend  ?    You  cannot  think  I  meant  to  offend  you  ? 

Admiral  Not  mean  to  offend,  when  you  tell  me 
I  don't  kaow  bow  to*  command  ?  Ignorance  of 
duty,  indeed— Out  of  my. way,  you  live  Lumber- 
Damn  you,  I  only  thought  you  were  mad,  but 
now  I  find-you're  a  fool.  [Exit. 

Toung  Manly.  Ha!  hal  ha! — At  any  other 
time  I  mould  have  been  a  good  deal  vexed  to  have 
offended  old  True  Blue,  that's  certain;  but  at  this 
moment  my  heart's  fo  crouded  with  Jemations  of 
mirth  and  joy — with  fuch  a  confuted  jumble  of 
contending  raptures — with  fo  much  delight  at 
what  has  already  patted,  and  fuch  a  maddening 
anticipation  of  what  is  yet  to  come,  that  no  thought 
of  apprehenfive  care  can  obtain  fanctuary  in  my 
bofom.  My  dear  Julia,  my  own  Julia!  Oh  I 
that  idea  overpowers  me  with  tranfport — Gad  lb, 
there's  Sir  William — If  I  ftay  here  much  longer, 
playing  the  fool,  I  mall  be  oblerved  by  fome  of 
the  family,  and  then — adieu  to  all  my  hopes— 
What  fljall  I  do? — I'll  return  to  the  Star  Inn, 
which  is  juft  in  view  of  the  houfe,  and  deceive 
the  tedious  interval  with  my  companions  whom  I 
left  there,  till  my  fair  day  ftar  arifes,  that  leads 
me  to  new  life,  to  happinefs  and  love.  [Exit. 


END   OP   ACT   FIRST, 
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ACT         it. 

SCENE  I.    A  nearer  View  c/Sir  William  Win- 
grove's  Heufe.     (Moon-light.) 

Enter  Julia.  She  opens  the  poor  gently  j  and  after 
an  Appearance  ef  Irrefolutien,  Jhuts  it  after  her. 
She  then  comes  forward. 

Juiid. 

SO,  now  my  fate's  decided !— What  have  I  done  ? 
— I  dare  not  think  upon  it— If  Manly  now 
deceives  me,  I  am  undone— Shalt  I  go-back  ? — and 
confent  to  be  the  wife  of  Lord  Dartford— thai: 
niuft  follow — for  but  too  well  I  know,  that  ten- 
dernefs  never  yet  prevailed  upon  the  ftefn  am- 
bition of  my  father's  nature — But  why  flioold  I 
doubt  my  Henry's  unftained  honour? — Though 
he  is  wild,  whom  did  he  ever  wrong  ? — Pardon, 
dear  Manly — pardon  the  unjuft  lufpicion  of  thy 
Julia — and  fee  he  comes  to  clear  my  heart  of  doubt, 
[Manly  jtngs  without. 
Oh,  Gracious  Heaven,  is  this  the  man  l'vechoferi 
to  be  the  guardian  of  my  honour — Fly,  fly,  my 
feet — let  me  but  reach  my  fatner's-*-Tne  doof  is 
fait;  I  have  now  no  Hope  left,  unlefs  the  wild 
confuQon  that  wine  hns  made  in  him,  prevent  his 
obferving  me.     Heaven  grant  it  may. 

[Conceals  berfelf  behind  a  tree,  and 
draws  a  veil  over  her  face. 

Enter  Young  Manly  finging. 
"  Heighten  every  joy  to-day,  and  never  mind 

"  to-morrow." 
Aye,  fo  fay  I — The  prefent— the  prefent  is  the 
only  time  that's  worth  a  wife  man's  concern — why 
fhould   we  give  ourfelves  any  trouble  about  to- 
morrow, when  we  don't  know  that  to-morrow  will 
ever 
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ever  reach  us  ?— or  that  we  (hall  reach  it,  which 
is  pretty  nearly  the  fame  thing,  I  take  it  5  and  then 
there  is  juft  fo  much  good  care  thrown  away.~- 
Fore  Heaven,  the  man  that  wrote  that  fong  muft 
have  been  a  raoft  profound  perfon — That  (ingle 
fine  ought  to  have  immortalized  htm — It  Ihall  be 
my  motto.  [SintJ. 

*'  Why  the  plague  (hould  we  be  fad, 

WhiJft  on  earth  we  moulder; 
Whether  we're  merry,  or  grave,  or  mad, 
We  every  day  grow-older." 

*Sdeath,  the  ground's  full  of  rocks  and  quick- 
fands,  I  think;  my  feet  either  fink  or  Humble  at 
every  ftep— -What  can  be  the  reafon  ?  I  that  am 
fo  fteady  a  goer — always,  always  was— all  my  life 
— Egad,  I  believe  the  thickets  are  going  to  dance 
•—Maybe,  they  miftake  me  for  Orpheus — Nay, 
gentlemen,  if  you  pay  fuch  a  compliment  to  my 
tinging,  1  can  do  no  Ids  than  take  a  turn  with 
you — I  am  as  frolicfome  as  you  can  be  for  the 
foul  of  you — So  now,  let  me  chufe  my  partner. 

[fatcbes  at  a  tree*  behind  which  Julia  is 
concealed,  who  JhrUks. 
By  all  the  fylyan  powers,  another  Daphne,  f  Kneels. 
Madam,  behold  a  fwain,  not  altogether  fo  mufical 
as  Apotlo,  I  grant  you,  but  a  good  honeft  fellow 
for  all  that — So,  madam,  fo — piha,  never  mind 
more  words — let  us  go. 

Julia.  Oh,  my  hard  fortune  ? 

Manly.  What  do  you  fay  ? — Speak  out,  my  an* 
gel — I  know  that  your  voice  is  more  tuneful  than 
Philomel's,  or  mine — that  your  eyes  are  the  fpark- 
Jing  harbingers  of  Icjve — that  your  dimples  are  the 
chofen  hiding-places  qf  all  the  Cupids— and  thofe 
lips! — But  hold— rrot  it— I  had  forgot— I  can't 
fee  e'er  a  one  of  them — Never  mind— no  matter 
for  that — 1  dare  fay  it's  all  true  j  and  if  it  isn't, 
why  then  we  muft  mend  the  matter  with  thinking. 
Julia. 
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Julia.  Oh,  heavens !    is  it  pofliblel 

Young  Manly.  No,  certainly — it  cannot  be  pof- 
fibte — ic  is'n't  poffible — Come,  come,  I  know  you 
are  kind  as  you  are  beautiful,  and  fo  it  is  pof- 
fible— and  lb,  without  more  waftc  of  time,  come 
to  my  arms,  and— 

Julia.  It  is  in  vain  to-rcafon  with  him  in  this 
ftatc — I  mult  endeavour  to  divert  his  attention, 
and  by  that  means  efcape  him  if  I  can. — If  you 
will  permit  me  to  be  your  guide — 

Young  Manly.  Enough,  my  pretty  pilot  t  take 
me  where  you  will.  We  will  never  part  any  more, 
fhall  we?    No,  never. 

Julia.  I  dare  fay  not,  fir. 

Young  Manly.  Not,  fir  ? — Why  to  be  fure  not, 
'fir — Never,  never,  never. 

Julia.  Let  us  walk  quickly,  [Afidt.\  Oh! 
Heaven,  affift  me. 

Young  Manly.  As  quick  as  you  pleafe,  my 
angel — I'll  fly*  if  you  chufe,  for  I'm  very  fteady, 
and  very  loving.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  II.  A  Wood. 
Enter  Juxia. 
Julia.  At  length,  thank  Heaven,  I  have  efcaped 
— efca'ped — but  is  this  a  place  of  fafety  !  What 
will  become  of  me  ?  Yet  'tis  fome  comfort,  that 
the  day  appears — Oh,  Manly,  thou  haft  made  life 
hateful  to  me.— Who  comes  here  ? — I've  furely 
fcen  his  face.  Oh !  I  remember  I  have  feen  him 
fometimes  at  my  aunt's,  with  lace  and  gauzes — If 
he  fhould  not  know  me,  perhaps  I  may  prevail  on 
him  to  conceal  me — He  has  a  wife,.  I  know.  Let 
me  confider  what  I  Dull  fay  to  him. 

Enter  Larron  (with  bundles.) 

Defc  villain  Cuftome-houfe  Officers  give  von 

honeft  man  no  refte — You  go  to  bed  late — you 

rife 
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rife  early — pardie — you  fit  up  all  night — it.  make 
no  difference,  dey  vil  be  vid  vou — Ma  foi,  I  believe 
dey  tink  fleep  ccmrabande  [fees  Julia.]  Ah  !  par 
St.  Dominique,  here  be  von  young  ladi  en  great 
agitation— Ah!  p.ir  hazard  her  equipage  eft  un 
peu  derange,  and  fhe  be  retire  here  till  tout  ioit 
ajufte — a  littel  eivilitie  de  ma  parte,  me  produira- 
peutecre  beaucoup  de  pratique  on  de  ladi's — En 
verite  de  torough  bred  trader  know  how  to  faire 
fon  profit  de  chaque  circonftance—  Madame, 
excule — but  yo,u  Teem  beaucoup  afflige  fi  Madame 
—if  1  can  by  de  utmoft  exertion  of  mine  con* 
tribuer  en  de  fmallcft  inftance  to  votre  accomo- 
dation, 1  fli all  confider  de  fortune  vich  led  me  dis 
vay,  as  de  plus  grande  felicire  de  ma  vie,  de  greateft 
happinels  of  my  life. 

Julia.  He  fpeaks  very  civilly  ;  I  think  I  may 
venture  to  tell  him  fo  much  of  my  unhappy  fitua- 
tion,  as  may  let  him  know  how  much  I  need  his 
affiftance. 

Larron.  Madam,  you  no  anftre — May  I  beg  de 
faveur  to  be  informe,  if  I  can  merite  Phonneur  de 
vpus  rendre  le  moindre  fervice?  Your  fery ants', 
Madame,  ave  you  any  littel  menage  to  convey  to 
dem  ?  May  I  hope  you  vill  permit  a  me  de  vous 
ticorter  a  votre  caroffe? 

Julia.  Sir,  you  miltake  the  matter  entirely — I 
have  neither  coach,  fervants,  nor  f< iends  at  prefent 
—The  cruelty  of  one  in  whom  1  moft  confided, 
has  involved  me  in  this  calamity;  and  I  muft 
thankfully  avail  myfelf  of  your  obliging  offers  of 
fa-vice,  by  entreating  the  (helter  of  your  roof,  till 
I  can  difpofe  of  myftlt,  fo'  as  not  to  be  an  incum- 
brance to  any  one. 

Larron.  Eh,  my  dear — vat  you  fay  ?— You  no 

coche  no  fervantes,  no  friend,  no'  hou  e,  no  home, 

ou    vant  to  come  and  live  a  vid  me?— Non,  hon, 

ma  fille— dat  vill  not  do— non.  non— Dae  be  de 

D  vat 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


I*  THE    TUGITJVE: 

▼it  do  you  call  P  de  maifon  tTindu'ftrie,  de  vork- 
houfe  tor  dcpbor  girl — Perfonne  go  to  my  houfe, 
but  fuch  as  peut  mine  une  belle  depenfc. 

Julia.  {JJidt.}  Mercenary  wretch!  [Goiitg. 

Larren.  Holla!     you  Intel  girl— jou  tefl  me* 

can  you  vorke?    Suppofe  dat  1  vas  to  take  pitie 

upon  your  condition,  can  you  pay  mc  veil  dcre- 

fore? 

Julia.  What  Khali  I  fay  ?  1  muft  bear  with  his 
low  hopertineoce,  to  induce  him  to  give  me  a 
flicker.  ]To  Larren.]  I  can,  fir,  embroider  neatly, 
and  make  lace. 

Larren.  Oh  pardie,  you  be  von  l'rttel  bury  bee! 
—You  can  make  lowe,  too.  Canyounot,  myidear? 
Julia.  Infupportable ! — ff,  Sir,  you  ■ccnfiderlhe 
favour  you  feemed  inclined  to  confer,  as  a  fanftion 
for  your  impertinent  freedom,  1  muft  beg  you  to 
leave  me  to  my  misfortunes. 

Larren.  Comroe  vousvoulex,  nrafitte— eTerenot 
be  many  dat  vill  take  you  in — You  may  meet  rid 
fome,  if  you  ftay  here  long,  dat  vill  make  you 
vorfe  ofier. 

Jiflia.  That's  too  true!— If  I  get  to  his  hotrie, 
his  wife  will  proteft  me  from  his  odious  fami- 
liarity—I muft  try  to  make  my  peace.  [7v  LafrvnA 
Perhaps,  Sir,  I  have  been  too  hafty.  If  yon  im 
conduft  me  to  your  houfe,  I  Ihalt  corrfider  it  as  an 
obligation  which  I  (ball  endeavour  by  my  utmoft 
induftfy  to  repay, 

Larren.  Ha,  hah!— You  fay  fo?— Veil  den  I 
vpl  tink  about  ic.  {jifide.}  She  poor,  me  pretty, 
fhe  vorke — Mais  elle  eft  Sere  comme  one  princefle 
—Veil,  I  vill  have  her — She  be  von  fille  dat  know 
devoid j    ic  favefo  much  trouble— She  be  von 

fauvre  innocente,  my  glory  vill  be  de  greater. 
To  Julia.]  You  be  good  girl,  and!  vill  take  yoa 
—I  vill  inform  you  vat  you  fay  to  my  vifc  as  « 
*p  along. 

Julta, 
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JeJia.  How  onc-nafh .  fte.p.  has  involved  me  in  a 
labyrinth.,  of  difficulties!— t  fee  no.  end  to  it ;  yet 
dare  not  tiead  back,  the  way,  I've  gone.  [2i  Lor- 
w».],  Very  wellvSir- 

harron.  Veil,  you  hold  up  your  bead' — You  not 
be  focalfcdawn.  "Tenez.— you  carry.  dis  bondel— 
you-  valk  firft— I f  you  fee.  un  homme  dat  Took  lik« 
von  officer  des.  c.u  (tome,  you-  run  ttraight  forward 
till*  you  come  to  de.  ftile,  and  van  dere  for  me. 

Julia.  Excufe  me.  Sir  j  I  cannot  canfont  to  be 
employed  in  any  unfair  tranfaftion. 

Lam*.  Vat  you  net  ftnogel  for  me,  petite  in- 
grata  ■?■ — Muft  1>  not  fmogei  for  you?  Mult  I  not 
run  you  upon  my  v-ife  ?  Axe.  you  not:  von.  littrl 
piece  of  cantrabande  vous  meme  ? — You  feej  my 
dear,  you,  have  to  deal,  vid,  von  bel  efpxit> — buc 
prenez.  courage,  I,  v.ill  not  be  too  hard,  vid-  you— 
A  <&■■<— jk>u>  vill.  do.  vcr.  v«]|  by  and  by.       {.Exeunt, 

SCENE  HI.    Sir  William  Winum**  A^fe 
Enter  Mr.  Wingrovi. 

Mr,  Wmgrove,,  How  powenful  is.  the  influence 
of.  prejudice;  My  reafon  convinces  me  that  there 
is  no.  other,  juft  criterion,  for  deciding  upon  the 
merits  of  mon,.but  fuch  at  grows  auc  of  their  own 
perfonal  good,  or  ill  properties.  If  it  were  true, 
that  ihe  qualities  of  the  parent  were  traoimuted  to 
the  progeny,  then,  indeed,  it  might  be  as  neceflary 
to  eftabJiffl  the  genealogy  of*  a  man,  as  to  afecrtain 
the.  pedigree:  of  ai  hoxic.  But-  the  properties  of  the 
mind  dude  the  frail  laws  of  hereditary,  defcent, 
andioKu.no.fprt. of  obedience  to.  their  authority,— 
How  is  it,  then,  that  with  this  diHki&  light  before 
mev  1  cannot  help,  falling  into-  my;  iuiher*s<  pre- 
judices'—I feel  them  to  be  unjuA:-,  1 know- 1 ham 
ta  be.  abtuwl :  and  yet,  unjuft  and;  abujrd  as  they 
are,  they  influence  my  conduct  in,  fujxe  of  me.-— 
P  2  I  love 
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J  love  my  lifter — I  know  her  affections  are  engaged 
to  Young  Manly— I  am  fatisfted  he  is  worthy  of 
her— Yet  I  am  adverfe  to  the  match,  and  co'nipire 
with  my  farher  in  throwing  every  obftacle  in  the 
way  of  its  completion,  and  in  favour  of  whom  ? 
Of'  Lord  Dartford't  a  man  void  of  feeling,  fen- 
tim'ent,"  or  fincerity — uniting  in  him  every  con. 
tradition  of  depravity;  cold,  gay,  oftematious, 
and  interefted — But  he  is  a  man  of  birth— pefpi- 
cable  diftin&ion. 

Enter  O'Donnel. 

O'Donnel.  Oh,  Sir,  Sir 1— my  young  matter— 7 
the  houfe  is  in  an  uproar.  Sir,  Sir. 

Mr.  ffingrove.  Well,  Sir,  what's  the  matter  ? 

O'Donnel.  Oh  \  I  don't  know  what's  the  mat-, 
ter,  Sir  ;  my  young  lady's  the  matter.  Sir — We're 
all  undone,  Sir—She's  gone,  Sir— Nobody  knows 
where,  Sir, 

Mr.  Wingrove.  My  filler  gone  I  impoffible— • 
Degenerate  Julia!  Is  it  thus  you  reward  the  kind, 
the  anxious  zeal  of  your  friends  to  place  you  in 
a  lituation  woithy  the  exalted  regard  they  enter- 
tained for  you  j  to  throw  yourfclt  away  upon  the 

mean  prerenfions  of  a  pie  beam But  where  is 

my  father  ? — Let  me  fly  to  him  with  the  news  of 
this  difafter.  [£»'/. 

Enter  Sir  "William,  with  fervanU. 
Sir  William.  1*11  not  believe  that  (lie  is  gone- 
gone!— What — my  daughter  eloped  at  midnight ! 
<Jo  all  of  you  and  featch  again — I  am  certain  flie 
■is  hid  fomewhere. 

'     O'Donnel.  Suppofe  your  honour   then    was.  to 
■order  the  canal  and  the  fiflj-ponds  to    be  farched, 
for  I  am  certain  if  (he  be  hid,  it  muft  be  at  the 
bottom  of  one  of  them. 
• '■  Sir 
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Sir  William.  Be  dumb,  horrible  brute— Would 
you  have  me  think — Did  I  ever  give  her  Cau'c— 
Was  I  not  ever  the  (ondeft  of  parents  ? 

O'Dotmel  Saninly,  your  honour  meant  it  all  for 
her  good  But  when  a  young  lady  finds  nothing 
to  plafc  her  in  this  world,  lhe  is  apt  fometimes 
to  take  a  jjeep  into  the  other  to  try  the  difference. 

Sir  William.  Begone  I  fay — find  her,  or- I'll  dis- 
charge you  all  for  your  negligence  in  fuffering  her 
to  efcape.  [Exit.  O'Donnel  and  fervants.']  The 
conjectures  of  this  blonderng  blockhead  terrify 
me— I  hope-  Julia  has  not  in  a  fit  of  ralh  perverfe- 
nefs — Yet  I  think  her  piety — 

-    *     Re-enter  Mr.  WinO&ove, 

Well,  William,  any  news  of  your  filler. 

Mr.  Wtngreve.  No,  fir,  no  news— but  of  her 
difhonour,  difgra^efu)  girl! 

Sir  William.  O'Donnel  alarms  me  exceedingly — 
bethinks  that  in  a  phrenzy  of  difappointed  paffion 
fhe  has ■ 

Mr.  Wingrove.  No,  my  dear  fir,  Julia  is  not 
fo  weary  of  life — The  porter  tells  me  be  found  all 
the  doors  leading  to  the  road  unbarr'd  this  morn- 
ing. Wou'd  I  cou'd  difcover  whether  lhe  bad  a 
companion  in  her  flight — If  (he  be  no*  recovered 
fpeedily  the  difgrace  will  be  indelible — Lord 
■Dartford  will  be  here  foon.  What  (hall  we  fay  to 
him  ?  Oh  1  lhamelefs  Julia. 

Sir  William.  Forbear,  my  ifon — thefe  violent 
tranfports  diftrefs  me  even  more  than  your  filler's 
flight — Confider  that  it  is  thro*  you  the  pure  blood 
,of  our  family  muft  defcend  to  pofterity — that 
thro*  you  the  name  of  Wingrove  muft  be  tranf- 
'"mitted  to  ages  as  diftant  and  unknown  as  thofe 
from  whence  it  fprurig.  Reflect  a  little,  my  fon, 
bring  reafon  to  your  aid,  and  confider  how  trifling 

and 
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and  in6gnificant  are  the  misfortunes  of  your  Gfter, 
comMT'd  to  objedU.  fo  important*  and  fo-facredaa- 
tjb^tf-—  Becalm  then,,  William. 
Mr.  Wingmre.  I  will  endeavour  it,  fir. 
Sir.  William.  If  you  were  to-go  to-Mifs  Herbart'si 
he*  acquaintance  is  ft>  cxteofive,.  you  perhaps,  may 
#btain  fame  information  of  Julia  tlw*— Go,  go, 

my,  fon. 

Mr.  Wingrove*  I  obey  you,,  fir.-  \Mx&. 

Enter  CDomnel. 

.  Q'X)<mneI.     Lord  Dartford,  your  honour. 

Sir  William.  He  baa  not  been  iafcrm'd;  of  my 
daughter's  abfence  r 

O'Dennel.  No,  your  honour;  not  a  fyllable  has 
been  fpoken  to  him  fince  he  entered  the  houfe. 

Sir  William.  Where  is  he  now  ? 

O'Dennel.  In  the  falcon,  fir^  in  arneft  difcourfe 
with  your  honour's  chaplain. 

Sir  William.  Blockhead !—  I'll  gp  to.him  then. 
[Exit. 

Q'Dmtul.  Oh!  'tis  a  pretty  blundering; piece  of 
bufmefs  fait. —Devil  burn  me.  but  if  I  didn't- tink 
bow  it  wou'd  endi  There's  nothing  fo  fare  to 
make  a  young  lady  run  away,  as  keeping,  her  faft 
by  the bceisn-O ,il  I)  had  a  wife  that  I  wanted,  to 
get  rid  of,  fait,  I  wou'd  keep  her  fafe  under  lock 
and  key.  IBmt* 

SCENE  IV.    Mfs  HsrbertV  biufe.. 

gnter  MJl  Herbert,  and  Mrs.  Rachel  dm- 
EANtr. 

Mifs  Htrhert.  Mifsv  Wingrowe  elop'd  aunt.? 
Heaven  grant  it  may  be  true !  and  that  thole  to 
whom  i  fbe  has  fled  for  refuge  may  be  fenfLbk  of  bar 
merit — the- 1  think  I  can  guef&tbe,D<rfcin« 

Mrs, 
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iltfrs.  RtclcL  i  have  heard  ft  fuppofed  thai- 
young  Mr.  Manly  had  a  place  in  her  affodtians—  ;  ■'! 
he  n  the  proceiSor  fhe  ihas  made  choke  oi,i  fea,  >:- 
lady's  chars&er,  and  the  young  man's  life  are  ia 
equal  danger.     : 

MifiHerbtrt.  The  adventure  wears  a  'much  left 
formidable  afpoct  to  me,  'I  confefs,  provided  1he 
efcapes  her  fadrer's  purfuit — Oh  fcow  t  Thall  enjoy 
the  vexation  of  Sir  William  and  htsfoo,  at  finding 
ill  the  views  of  their  perfecuting  ambition,  thus 
happily  disappointed. 

Mrs.  Rsibtl.  Nay,  Harriett,  now  I  think  yoo 
do  not  fpeak  with  your  ufaal  ifincerioy — Mr.  Wjrf 
grove  1  am  periuaded  is  not  indifferent  to  you. 

AS/s  Herbert.  Dear  aunt,  you  are  partly  right, 
and  partly  wrong.  Mr.  Wingrore  has,  I  acknow- 
ledge, touch'd  my  heart  a  little,  bat  the  conta- 
gion has  not  yet  made  its  way  to  my  -head—for 
tho'  the  little  god  may  have  thrown  away  upon 
tne,  an  idle  arrow,  or  ib,  he  has  kept  his  bondage 
as  an  embellifhment  to  his  own  perfun  :  1  can  let 
the  fadings  of  my  fwain  as  well  as  another, 

Mr j.  Rachel.  You're  a  mad  gki. 

■Enttr a  fervant. 

Servant.  Mr.  Wingreve,  madam. 

Mfs  Heritrt.  Defire  tiba  to  walk  up 

[Exit,  feromt.] 
Now  I  snuft  teaze  him  a  little— do  not  oppofe  me 
my  dear  aunt.  I've  a  mind  to  lead  him  to  be- 
lieve, that  his  filter  is  under  my  protection— diis 
«U1  ferve  her,  by  flapping  further  purfuit  fer  a 
whale,  and  at  the  fame  timeout  him  into  a  moft 
entertaining  rage  wkh  me. 

Enter  Mr.  Winorove. 

But  dear  -madam,  have  you  been  kind  enough  to 

tee 
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fee  that  fvery  avenue  to  the  eaft  wing  of  the 
hoiife  is  fecur'd  ?  has  good  cafe  been  taken  that 
the  poftern  gate  at  the  lower  end  of  the  wefttfii 
parterre  is  properly  faften'd  ? — Are  the  man  trap* 
all  ready  for  mapping  ?  Are  the  fpikes  ne.w  (harp* 
en'd  on  the  fouth  wall  ?— Have  orders  been  given 
that  if  any  of  the  tnquifitive  family  of  the  Win- 
grove's — Oh!  Mr.  Wingrove!— ifou  come  upon 
one  fo  fuddenly — but,  I  am  overjoyed  to  fee  you, 
fir.  ;. 

Mr.  Wingrove,  I  am  bound  in  pojitenefs,  ma- " 
dam,  to  return  the  compliment;  yet  after  what  I 
heard  at  my  entrance,  there  would,  perhaps  have 
been  no  great  offence  to  truth,  if  the  joy  had  been 
fupprefs'd  on  both  fides. 

i&js  Herbert.  You  do  well,  fir,  not  to  exprefs 
more  than  you  feel. 

Mr.  Wingrove.  If  I  did,    madam,  it  appears  I 
fhou'd  not  want  a  precedent  for  my  jttftification. 

Mifs  Herbert,  But  why,  Mr.  Wingrove,  if  as 
you  are  conftantly  telling  one  I  ufe  you  Jo  very, 
very  ill,,  why  will  you  throw  yourfelf  perpetually 
in  my  way  ? — 1  don't  recolleft  that  I  lent  for  you 
—Did  I  aunt?  Did  any  body  go  to  define  dear. 
Mr.  Wingrove  to  come  to  us  ?— I  forget,  I  vow.— 
And  yet  perhaps  I  might — for  I  know  it  does  him 
a  world  of  good,  poor  dear  man  ! — He  is  fond  of 
primitive  times,  and  like  all  your  good  people  of 
thofe  days,  loves  to  throw  himfelf  in  the  way  of  a 
little  wholcfome  perieciuion— But  now,  fir,  an- 
fwer  me  this,  you  unjutt — you  ungrateful  man, 
you — Did  I  ever  difappoint  you  whenever  you 
came  here  for  a  little  healthful  mortification  in  a 
morning? — Was  I  ever  the  perfon  to  fend  you 
away  without  your  errand  ? — No,  fir,  with  all 
your  malice,  I  defy  you  to  lay  that  to  my  charge. 
Mr.  Wingrove.  Madam,  1  have  many  .  obliga* 
tions  to  be  fure  to  the  gentlenefs  of  your  nature  \ 

but 
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out  I  entreat  you  not  to  add  one  more  to  the 
many  kindnefles  I  to  owe  it,  that  of  driving  me  to 
diftra&ion— will  you  have  the  gobdnefs  to  anfwer 
me,  madam — Is  not  my  filler  here  ? 

Mfi  Herbert.  Blefs  me,  Br,  and  fuppofe  flic  is— 
But  it  is  all  of  a  piece — You  fet  out  with  inform- 
ing me  you  were  very  forry  to  fee  me,  and  now 
you  would  forbid  me  all  intercourfe  with  the  only 
part  of  your  family  I  have  any  delire  to  be  ac- 
quainted with. 

Mr,  Wingrove.  Let  me  conjure  you,  my  dear 
lovely  tyrant  not  to  play  with  my  anxiety — fuf- 
pend  a  while  the  triumphs  of  your  farcafm,  you 
cannot  niifunderftand  the  agitations  of  my  heart 
at  this  moment — you  know  the  caufe  of  them — 
If  you  have  given  my  fitter  an  afylum— — 

Mifs  Herbert.  Then,  fir,  with  equal  folemnity, 
I  defire  you  to  believe,  that  if  I  have  given  your 
lifter  the  fhelter  you  imagine,  I  (hall  not  withdraw 
it  to  gratify  the  prejudices  of  any  of  her  relations* 
befides,  fir,  were  your  filler  allured  (he  Ihoukl  be 
lecure  from  the  odious  danger  that  thftatens  her 
from  a  man  £he  deceits,  (he  would  I  am  convinced 
be  happy  to  throw  herfelf  at  her  father's  feet,  and 
on  that  condition > 

Mr.  fVtngrove.  It  is  a  condition,  however,  that 
will  not  be  granted  her,  madam. '*.  What,  when 
our  honour,  when  the  dignity  of  ou*  houfe  are 
committed — (hall  all  be  facrificed  to  the  frivolous 
partiality  of  a  difobedient  girl. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Give  me  leave,  fir,  to  tell  you, 
that  you  leero  to  me  to  miftake  this  honour  for 
which  you  declaim  fo  warmly  •,  honour  holds  no 
fociety  with  injuftice. 

Mr.Wingrwe.  Injuftice  I  madam  1 

Mifs  Herbert.  Yes,  fir,  there  can  be  no  injuftice 

equal  to  that  of  compelling  a  woman  to  fo  facred  a 

E  con- 
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connexion  as  a  married  union  againft  the  known 
and  fettled  preference  of  her  heart.  It  U  befides, 
fir,  acting  a  very  ungenerous  part  towards  Lord 
Dartford  himfelf. 

Mr.  fVingrove.  Not  at  all,  madam;  Lord  Dart- 
ford  knows  of  her  averfion,  and  has  fpirit  enough 
to  difregard  it. 

Mifi  Herbert.  Does  he,  fir  \  then  indeed  there 
can  be  no  doubt,  with  all  due  deference  to  his 
fpirit,  but  he  merits  it — But  in  the  mean  time 
Mr.  Wingrove,  permit  me  to  embrace  the  very 
cadieft  opportunity  of  erpreffing  my  gratitude  for 
this  new  philosophy  you  have  been  Kind  enough 
to  teach  us.  You  are  th?  firft  lover  I  believe  that 
ever  told  his  miftrefs  to  her  face,  that  a  union  of 
the  affections  was  a  fuperfluous  ingredient  in  the 
compofition  of  matrimony — You  made  the  difco- 
very,  fir. — You  will  leave  it  to  me,  to  make  the 
proper  ufe  of  it. 

Mr.  Wingreot,  Nay,  madam,  if  you  are  deter- 
mined to  make  no  other  ufe  of  what  I  fay,  but  to 
pervert  it  into  ridicule  or  injury,  I  know  nothing 
that's  left  me,  but  to  ufe  the  only  privilege 
which  I  think  you  will  not  deny  me,  that  of 
making  a  fpeedy  departure.  I  have  long  defpaired. 
of  exciting  any  Sympathy  in  you  towards  myfelf, 
yet  the  diftrefies  of  an  afflicted  brother,  I  had 
fondly  believed,  would  have  inclined  you  to  forbear- 
ance at  leaft,  if  they  had  failed  to  produce  any 
more  active  effect  upon  your  humanity.         [Exit. 

Mi/s  Herbert.  Haughty  to  the  laft— Well, 
thank  heaven  this  interview  ii  over.  Julia,  I  have 
fought  hard  for  you. 

Mrs.  Rachel.  Indeed,  my  dear  neice,  you  carry  - 
mauers  too  far;  you  will  certainly  lofe  Mr.  Win- 
grove  fome  of  thefe  days,  if  you  pcrfevere  in  your 
relent  treatment  of  him. 

Mifi 
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Mifs  Herbert.  No,  my  dear  madam— certainly 
no— The  fymptoms  of  love  vary  with  the  difference 
of  conftitution,  and  in  a  lively  nature  there  is  no 
furer  proof  of  it,  than  a  little  playful  malignity — ■ 
and  that  the  man  ought  to  have  fenfe  enough  to 
underftand;  or,  wanting  that,  I  am  fare  .he  has  too 
little  to  entitle  him  to  become  the  lord  and  matter 
of  a  young  woman  of  my  fpirit  and  pretenfions. 

Mrr.  Rachel.  Aye,  but  have  a  care,  Harriet. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Well,  madam,  I'll  do  my  beft— 
but,  indeed,  if  I  cannot  laugh  and  teaze  htm  out 
of  feme  of  his  faults,  we  fhall  make  a  miferable 
couple.  1  can  be  a  willing  (lave  to  a  gentle  mailer, 
but  1  Ihould  prove  a  moft  rebellious  fubject  to  % 
tyrant,  1  am  certain.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE  V.    Mr.  MabtltV. 

Enter  Toung  Manly. 

Young  Manly.  Heigho  1'  What  is't  o'cJock-^-I 
wonder?  My  head  aches  horridly — perhaps  a 
little  tea  timely  aclminiftered  will  fet  all  to  rights  -, 
we'll  try. 

Enter  William. 
William,  how  came  I  to  have  no  better  accommo- 
dation than  the  fopha  laft  night  ?— I  fuppofe  I  was 
a  little  gone,  but  you  might  have  put  me  to  bed, 
firrah. 

William.  Sir,  you  know  I  was*nt  at  home,  you 
employed  me  elfewhere, 

Toung  Manly.  Elfewhere?  Hang  me  if  I  re- 
member— why,  how  did  I  employ  you  i 

William.  Youknow,  fir,  when  1  called uponyou 
at  the  Star  Inn,  you  fent  me  to  hire  a  little  veflel 
to  carry  you  and  Mifs  Wingrove  to  France. 

E  a  Tcung 
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Teung  Manly.  Mifs  Wingrove  and  me  to  France! 
peace  you  prophane  rafcal, 

William.  Dear  fir,  I  wonder  you  fhould  forger — 
You  know  you  was  almoft  befide  yourfeif  for  joy 
yefterday,  and  told  me  that  .Mifs  had  contented  to 
be  your's,  and  chat  you  mould  marry  her  in 
France  firft,  for  fear  of  accidents,  and  then  you 
bid  me  hire  a  good  tight  vefiei,  and  to  tell  the 
matter,  that  if  he -would  bring  to,  in  the  weft 
creek,  and  put  to  Tea  dire&ly  upon  your  getting 
on  board,  you  wou'd  give  him  a  hundred  guineas 
as  foon  as  he  had  landed  you  sipon  the  coaft  of 
France. 
"",  'Mr.  Manly.  Eh!— how?— Mifs  Wingrove  — 
Coaft  of  France ! 

William.  But  it  growing  day-light,  and  the 
captain  getting  fulky,  thinking  as  I  had  made  a 
fool  of  him,  1  made  the  beft  of  my  way  home  to 
tee  what  was  the  matter,  and  now  Tt's  all  the  talk 
this  morning  that  Mifs  Wingrove  is  run  away. 

Young  Manly.  What's  that?  Julia  left  her 
father's!— And  where  is  flic?  Tell  me  this  in- 
fant. 

William.  Dear  heart,  fir !  why  how  mould  I 
know  !  I  thought  the  had  been  with  you. 

Teung  Manly.  This  is  moft  unintelligible — 
William,  are  you  fure  I  am  awake  now?  Don't 
laugh  you  rafcal — Speak,  fool,  are  you  certain  I 
am  awake  I  fay— I  believe  I  had  better  convince 
myfelf  by  beating  the  fellow  handfomeiy,  what  fay 
you,  fir? 

William.  Why,  fir,  only— that  if  it  be  the 
fame  thing  to  your  honour,  1  would  as  tieve  you 
would  be  fo  good  as  try  fome  other  experiment. 

Teung  Mantf.    Heavens,  what  a  confufion  of 

horrors  breaks  in  upon  my  mind— My  Julia  fled, 

'  and 
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and  I  not  the  partner  of  her  flight)— Oh  I  I  dare 
not  fpcak  my  apprehenfions  even  to  myfelf!— 
If  they  are  true,  I  am  undone — Wretch  that  I 
am  were  that  all,  it  would  be  a  trifle;  but,  Julia, 
my  life,  my  foul,  my  love,  I  tuwc  ruined  thee. 
I  feel  it  all  come  rulhing  o'er  my  .mind  -,  yet  ftill 
it  has  the  wildnefs  of  a  dream— I  recoiled  Ibme- 
thing  of  a  fair  creature  weeping  and  entreating 
me  to  let  her  go— Was  it  pfflible,  that  in  any  ftate 
I  could  leaner  fue  in  vain. 

William*.  I  hope.  Sir,  you'll  forgive  me  for  being 
fo  bold,  but  I  jpn  afraid  Mils  and  you  have  had 
fome  difference.' 

Young  Manly.  What's  that  to  you,  Sir? — Co** 
temptible  villain  that  I  am,  I  blulh  that  my  own 
fervant  mould  guefs  at  my  conduct— Yet  Jhe  has 
efcaped  Lord  Dartford— How  know  I  what  (he 
has  efcaped,  or  what  endured  ?  Thofe  heavenly 
charms  of  her's  may  have  expofed  her  to  worfe 
than  robbery !  Yet  furely  her  melodious  tongue 
would  fubdue  a  tyger! — Did  it  foften  thee,  thou 
more  obdurate  far  than  any  other  of  thy  kindred 
favages  in  the  foreft  ?-  -And  yet  'tis  hard--'Twas 
to  her  own  dear  health  I  facriSced  my  reafon — 
Oh !  Julia,— if  I  had  lov'd  thee  lefs,  I  had  not 
deferved  to  have  loft  thee — Perhaps  William  might 

ft  fome  intelligence — I  cannot  let  him  know  how 
have  acted— Selfifh  wretch,  doll  thou  ftart  at 
flume  ?— May  he  not  bring  word  where  fhe  has 
taken  refuge — Pofiibly  I  can  ferve  her— Not  for 
myfelf— I  renounce  all  hope — Yet  if  lean  but 
ferve  her— William. 
William.  Sir. 

Young  Manly.  I  have  behaved  like  a  fcoandrel, 

William — worfe  than  a  brute.     I  went  to  meec 

Mifs  Wingrove,   and  you   find   how  I  qualified 

myfelf  to   be  her  protector.— Where  flw  is,  X 

know 
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know  not— Go,  enquire,  good  William — and  be 
fpeedy— Gp  to  her  father's-—every  where — and 
bring  me  word  before  I'm  quite  diftradled— -Stay, 
I'll  go  too — we'll  divide,  and  meet  at  the  poft- 
houfe  an  hour  hence. 

JVilUam.  Sir,  you're  fo  much  flurried,  you  had 
better  ftay  here  till  I  come  back. 

Toung  Manfy.  Don't  talk,  Sir — And  do  you 
bear  ? — Take  care .  you  don't  get  drunk,  Sir— 
I  know  your  failing,  rafca) »  but  when  matters  of 
importance  are  in  agitation,  none— -no,  none  but 
a  icoundrel  like  myfelf  would  degrade  his  nature 
by  bafely  unfitting  it  for  all  the  functions  which 
KOflf  r  it  either  ufeful  or  refpcctable.  [Exeunt. 

END    OF    ACT    SECOND. 


ACT     in. 

SCENE  I.     LARRON*j#iw/&. 

Enter  Mrs.  Larron  end  Julia. 

Mrs.  Larron. 

SO,  my  pretty  young  madam,  I  have  found  you 
out,  have  I.     Bui  I  guefled  how  it  was  from 
thefirft,  huffey. 

Julia.  Is  there  any  thing  1  can  fay  that  will 
convince  you  ? 

Mrs.  Larron.  Why  no,  to  be  fure  there  an't — 
Don't  you  think  as  all  you  fays  muft  go  for  no- 
thing, after  all  that  fine  mafquerading  (lory  trump- 
ed up  between  my  hufband  and  you  ?  He  faid 
you  was  juft  com'd  out  of  a  nunnery.  What  fort 
of  a  nunnery  was  it,  I  wonder  ? 

Julia. 
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Julia.  Good  Madam,  let  me  prevail  on  you  to 
liften  to  my  unhappy  ftory.- 

Mrs.  Larron.  Well,  child,  you  may  go  on,  I 
hears  you 

Julia.  Your  hufband  found  me  this  morning, 
deprived  (by  a  moft  unlooked-for  accident)  of 
friends,  of  home,  of  every  tWng. 

Mrs.  Larron.  You  muft  be  a  good  un  by  that 
— Well,  let's  hear-— go  on,  child. 

■Julia.  1  made  him  acquainted  with  my  diftrefs, 
and  he  agreed  to  afford  me  Ihelter,  till  I  could 
form  fome  plan,  adapted  to  my  melancholy  filtr- 
ation. 

Mrs.  Larron.  And.fo  you'd  have  me  believe, 
as  you  and  my  hufband  know'd  nothing  of  ont 
another  before  this  morning?— 'Hey  ? 

Julia.  I  can  folemnly  affure  you,  that  this 
morning  was  the  firft  of  our  acquaintance. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Well,  have  a  care  that  you  doesn't 
eqoivikit  now — If  1  finds  you  equivikiting,  you 
fliall  dearly  repent  it,  I  promile  you-— And  lb  you 
fays  as  you  wants  work— Why,  if  I  thought  you 
would  behave  yourfelf  as  you  mould  do,  may  be 
.  I'd  find  you  a  friend  myfelf,  that  wou'dn't  require 
much  of  you ;  and  I  fuppole  you  don't  care  how 
little  you  does — But  I  mould  like  to  know  how 
you  loft  your  laft  friend. 

Julia.  Let  me  entreat  you,  Madam,  to  fpare 
me  upon  that  point. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Aye,  you  none  on  you  likes  to 
tell— I  fuppofe  it  wa'n't  for  no  good  as  he  turn'd 
you  off.  [Jidia  turns  afide  and  weeps.]  What  a 
poor  little  whimpering  thing  it  is— I  wonders 
where  ftie  can  have  been,  as  I  have  never  feen  her 
afore- -If  I  can  get  her  off  to  old  'Squire  Manly, 
who  is  a  little  like  my  hufband  for  goodnefs,  ic 
will  be  putting  her  out  of  Larron' s  way,  and  be 
fomcthmg 
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fomething  into  my  pocket— Well,  wet),  adone 
crying,  do — I  fuppofc  you're  not  fo  dillikct  as  to 
object  to  a  middle-aged  gentleman. 

Julia.  Has  he  any  family,  madam  ? 

Mrs,  Larron.  Oh,  ye« — he's  a  fbn  and  a  daugh- 
ter, and  a  wife  into  pie  bargain — but  you  know 
that's  no  hobfticle  to  the  likes  of  you. 

Julia.  Quite  the  contrary,  madam  -,  I  am  glad 
to  hear  it. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Well,  that's  as  much  as  ever  I 
hard- -But  that's  none  of  my  bufinefs. 

■Julia.  Is  the  gentleman  an  embroiderer  ma- 
dam, or  what  ? 

Mrs.  larron.  Embroiderer  ?— No — the  gentle- 
man's a  gentleman. 

Julia.  Then,  madam,  I  fhould  prefer  going  into 
a  family  where  I  might  be  ufefuf,  rather  than  to 
become  an  idle  dependent  on  any  one. 

Mrs.  Larron.  What  the  deuce  is  in  the  wind 
now,  I  wonders  ?  Well,  the  gentleman  is  an 
embroiderer;  fo  let's  have  no  more  of  your  hums, 
and  haws,  but  get  up  to  your  own  room,  and  be 
fure  you  doesn't  ftir  till  I  calls  you.  [Exit  Julia. 
If  I  can  tell  what  to  make  of  her,  (he's  fo  full  of 
her  fine  words,  and  things — As  I  lives,  there's  the 
old  'Squire  going  by ;  I'll  bring  him  back.  Mr. 
Manly,  Mr.  Manly-  It's  a  pity  he's  fo  old;  for 
be  has  faults  enough  to  make  him  agreeable  to  any 
woman. 

Enter  Old  Mr.  Manly. 

So  you  forgets  your  old  acquaintance,  Sir;  I 
warn't  worth  thinking  on  -,  you  goes  by  the  door, 
without  ever  axing  how  one  does. 

Old  Monty.  What,  do  you  think  I  can  ever  for- 
get my  durable  bloflom  of  five-and-forty. 

Mrs. 
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Airs.  Larron,  Forty !  Lord,  fir,  why  you  rec- 
kons every  body's  years  by  your  own  lady's-— I 
flian't  be  the  age  you  mention  thefe  five  years. 

Old  Manly.  You  mean  you  hav'n't  been  the  age 
I  mention  thefe  five  years-— The  regifter  can  add 
nothing  to  the  evidence  of*  your  face — which  pro- 
claims fifty  as  ftrongiy  as  if  it  was  in  black"  and 
white  in  the  parifh  books. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Ah ! .  you're  ■-  merry  mart.  No 
wonder  Madam  is  fo  jealous  of  you. 

C  Id  Manly.  To  tell  you  the  truth,  Mrs.  Larron, 
I  never  thought  of  roving  till  (he  put  it  in  my 
head,  by  her  doubts  of  my  conftancy. 

Mrs.  Larron-  Why,  fir,  contradiction's  as  na- 
tural to  gentlemen  as  to  ladies,  for  any  thing  as  I 
fee- Now  there  is  up  flairs ■ 

Old  Manly.  What,  what  is  there  up  flairs  ? 

Mrs.  Larron  As  pretty  a  young  creter.  as  ever 
you  fet  eyes  on. 

Old  Manly.  Let  me  go  and  look  at  her  di- 
reaiy. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Nay,  but  (lay— She*s  as  full  of 
freaks  as. (he  can  hold.  '  I  hardly  knows  how  to 
deal  with  her — She  fays  (he  wants  to  work  at  em- 
broidering— But  that's  all  a  pertence--Howl'oever, 
I  muft  tell  her  at  firft  you  wants  to  employ  hef 
that  way. — -I'll  bring  her  down  in  a  minute. 

[Exit. 

Old  Manly.  Hang  her— I  wifh  fhe^had  not  call'd 
me  in.  I  begin  to  be  too  old  for  thefe  follies, 
1  have  half  a  mind  to  be  off— But  when  a  man 
has  continued  in  a  bad  practice  for  a  length  of 
time,  it  alrooft  cofts  him  as  much  fhame  to  make 
good  a  reformation,  as  it  did  at  firft  to  venture  on 
the  tranfgreffion — But  I  hear  a  lighter  foot  on  the 
flair-cafe  than  Dame  Larron's;  and  fo  for  the 
prefent  good.-bye,  morality — We*ll  call  upon  you 
another  time. 

F  Enttr 
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Enter  Miss  Julia  Wingrove  and  Mrs.  L arrow . 
'  Old  Manly.  By  all  that's  lovely,  anangel !  (ftarts) 
Mifs  Wingrove. 

Julia.  Mr.  Manly! 

Old  Manly.  Madam,  you  muft  think  it  very  odd 
—  very  ftrange,  I  fay,  and  very  odd — to  fee  me 
here  upon  fuch  an  Occafion— Appearances,  I  con- 
fefs,  make  againft  me. — Yet  upon  a  proper  ex- 
planation, madam,  I  don't  fear  being  able  to  fee 
all  to  rights. 

Julia,  Sir,  to  fee  you  here,  was  What  indeed  I 
did  not  expect— By  fome  means,  I  find  Ike  place 
of  nay  concealment  is  difcovered — Bur,  fir,  though 
I  cannot  deem  it  otherwife  tha»  amiable  in  you, 
10  attempt  fome  apology  for  the  conduct  of  your 
fon,  yet  I  muft  tell  you,  in  the  anguifti  of  my 
heart,  that  I  would'  fooner  become  the  wife  of  the 
man  I  once  moft  abhorred,  than  unite  myfelf  to 
htm,  or  even  liften  10  the  fmalleft  palliation  of  his 
perfidy — And  now,  fir,  excufe  my  abrupt  de- 
parture. [Exit. 

Old  Manly.  Why,  Mrs.  Larron,  are  we  awake 

here? Is  there  nothing  of  enchantment  in  ali 

this  ?  Egad,  I  hope  it's  no  trick  of  your's, 
miftrefs. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Trick  ? — Deuce  take  me  if  I 
knows  of  any,  I  hav'n't  been  able  to  find  what 
you  and  fhe  meant  for  myjiarr. 

Old  Manly.  As  to  what  (he  meant,  that  does  not 
appear  fo  difficult  to  unrayel— How  file  came  here 
is  what  puzzles  me. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Why,  my  hufband  brought  her — 
He  found  her  like  a  ftray'd  flieep,  and  fo  feiz'd  fier 
for  his  own. ' 

Old  Manly.  Your"hu(baad  muft  be  a  courageous 
fort  of  a  man,  I  think,  to  deal  a  young  lady  of  her 
pretenfions — And  you're  a  pretty  gentlewoman, 
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to  come  and  draw  a  man  in  to  make  a  fool  of 
himfelf— Here  did  I  expect  to  find  a  pretty  little 
good-humoured,  good-natured,  inGgniftcant  lort 
of  a  good-for-nothing  play-thing;  when,  inftead 
of  that,  I  am  expoied  to  encounter  the  reproachful 
glances  of  Mifs  Julia  Wingrove. 

Mrs.Larren.  Mifs  Wingrove!  My  ftars  I  Why 
is  (he  the  runaway  lady  that  at)  the  country's  up 
inarms  about?  [Afide.~\  lam  glad  to  hear  this 
— Well,  fir,  I'm  a  little  in  a  hurry,  and  fo  I  knows 
you'll  excufc  me. 

Old  Manly.  Oh,  with  all  my  foul — I  can  find 
excufes  enough  for  going  away.  The  only  .dif- 
ficulty is,  how  ts>dlfcover  an  apology  for  coming 
in.  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Larrcn.  Well,  fuse  fome  luck'll  come  of 
this  at  laft.  Who'd  have  thought  (he'd  been  fuch 
a  proud  man's  daughter,  fo  as-.fhe  be-humbled 
hcrfclf  to  me— I  hope  Ihe  ha'n't  giv'n  me  the  flip, 
though.— If  flic  is  fairly  out  of  the  houfe,  I  dares 
not  follow  her.  But  I  warrant  (he's  gone  back  to 
the  room — She's  too  genteel  to  have  lenfe  enough 
to  take  care  of  herfelfT  [Exit, 

SCENE  II.     Manly'j Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  and  Miss  Manly. 

Mrs.  Manly,  Surely,  Emma,  it  was  very  indif- 

creet  to  give  Mr.  Welford  permiflion  to  wait  on 

you,  at  a  time  when  your  brother  and  he  arc  at 

variance. 

Mifs  Manly.  Well,  madam,  let  him  be  refufed 
admittance.  I  find  every  caprice  of  Henry's  is  to 
be  complied  with,  however  it  may  interfere  with 
any  proipetts  of  mine.  But  I  dare  fay  he  will 
have  the  goodnefs  to  repay  your  lendernefs  with 
his  ufual  gratitude;  for,  if  I  miftake  not,  there  is 
'  -fome  new  adventure  in  agitation. 

Mrs,  Manly.  Don't  fpeak  with  fo  much  afperity 
F  2  of 
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of  your  brother,  Emma:  if  I  feem  to  feel  a  pan- 
ticular  intcreft  about  him,  it  is  not  that  I  entertain 
p.  greater  affection  for  "Henry  than  I  do  for  you. 
But  where  a  young  man's  imprudencies  are  con- 
ftandy  expofing  him  to  danger,  there  the  anxiety 
of  common  humanity  is  added  to  the  apprehenfion 
of  motherly  affection;  fo  that  it  is  only  the  fame 
regard  more  powerfully  awakened,  and  pity  taking 

part  with  duty.- But  what  makes  you  imagine 

that  he  is  at  prefcnt  engaged  in  fome  new  ad- 
venture ? 

Mifs  Manly.  Indeed,  my  dear  madam,  I  am 
ibrry  ]  fpoke  fo  harfhly ;  but  my  reafon  for  ap- 
prehending that  he  has  fome  wild  fchenie  on  foot, 
is,  that  yefterday  evening  his  fervant  told  my 
maid,  that  his  matter  would  foon  be  a  happy  man. 
William  itaid  out  all  night;  and  this  morning 
they  went  abroad  with  a  fort  of  myftery  together, 
when  William  told  my  woman,  that  his  young 
matter  had,  according  to  cuitom,  been  cutting  out 
vexation  for  himfelf. 

Mrs.  Manly.  Never,  fure^  had  any  woman  fo 
much  to  diiturb  her  peace  as  1  have  !  What,  with 
Harry's  imprudence,  and  Mr.  Manly's  neglect  of 
me,  it  is  a  miracle  h,ow  I  fupport  it. 

Mifs  Manly.  Dear  Madam,  your  own  appre- 
henfions  create  all  your  affliction  in  that  quarter. 
Indeed,  I  have  heard  my  father  fay  as  much. 

Mrs.  Manly.  What,  could  not  he  be  fatisfied. 
with  difregarding  me  himfelf,  but  he  muft  en- 
deavour to  prejudice  your  mind  againft  me? 

Mifs  Manly.'  Oh,  you  miftake  my  father's  mean- 
ing entirely,  madam.  He  was  only  lamenting 
your  want  of  confidence  in  him,  and  faying,  that 
had  he  never  been  caufelefsly  fufpected,  he  mould 
never  have  given  you  caufe  of  fufpicion. 

Mrs.  Manly.  So  then,  he  owns  he  has  wronged 

me  ?    He  cohfefles  his  infidelity,  and  makes  no 

iciuple 
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fcruple  of  avowing  it  to  you,  too.  This  is  beyond 
even  what  I  ever  fuppofed.  I  did,  indeed,  think 
there  was  a  little  inconftancy  in  his  nature.  I 
confefs  1  had  fome  flight  fufpicions  of  that  fort. 
Now  I  find  I  am  juftitied  in  all  my  conje&ures. 
Oh,  Mr.  Manly,  you  have  much  to  anfwer  for 
on  my  account.    * 

Mifs  Manly,  I  hope  not  my  dear  mother — I  am 
fure  he  always  fpeaks  of  you  with  great  tender- 
fiefs. 

Mrs,  Manly,  Does  he,  my  dear  Emma  ?  Well, 
and  what  does  he  fay  f 

Mifs  Manly..  I  have  heard  him  fay,  madam, 
that  could  you  but  confide  in  him,  you  would  be 
one  of  the  happieft  couples  in  the  world. 

Mrs.  Manly.  And  did  he,  indeed,  my  dear 
girl,  fay  this?  Don't  you  flatter  me  now  -  my 
child? 

Mifi  Manly.  Be  aifur'd,  madam,  that  he  faid 
every  fyllable  I  have  related  to  you. 

Mrs,  Manly.  How  could  I  ever  make  him  un- 
ealy — 

Enter  old  Manly. 

Old  Manly.  Mrs.  Manly,  my  dear — Emma, 
my  child,  have  you  heard — 

Mifs  Emma.  Oh  yes,  fir,  that  Mifs  Wingrove 
has  left  her  father's,  and  my  mother  is  alarm'd, 
|tft  my  brother. 

Old  Manly.  No,  no,  my  dear,  I  can  cafe  you 
of  your  apprehenfions  refpecting  Henry:  Mifs 
Wingrove  is  not  with  him,  I  can  allure  you. 

Mrs.  Manly.  How  do  you  know  that,  my  dear 
Mr.  Manly. 

Old  Manly.  Why  I  faw  her  about  an  hour  ago, 

Mrs.  Manly.  Ypu  (aw  Mifs  Wingrove  1  You 
furpri?e  me  !  Where  ? 

Qld,Manly.  At  Mr.  Larron'i. 

Mn, 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


38  THE      FUGITIVE: 

Mrs.  Manly.  And  pray,  Mr.  Manly,  what  bufi- 
aefs  carried  you  there  ? 

Old  Manly.  No,  'twas  not  at  Mr.  Larron's  nei- 
ther'— yes,  now  I  recollect  it  was  there  too; 

Mrs.  Manly.  'Tis  very  ftrange  Mr.  Manly,  that 
you  fliould  be  at  fuch  ajofi  to  know  where  it  was 
you  faw  her. 

Old  Manly.  Why,  I  remember  now  very  well 
k  was  at  Mrs.  Larron's,  1  happened  to  be  there, 
and  Ihc  came  in. — Pfha ! — how  ■  I  blunder — I 
mean  ffie  went  in  there  and  — — — 

Mrs.  Manfy.  You  followed-  her — yes,  I  begin 
to  gucfe  how  it  was. 

Old  Matty.  This  is  ever  the  way!  Perpetually 
crofs  examin'd,  and  contradicted. 

Mrs.  Manly.  It  is  you  that  contradict  yourfelf, 
Mr.  Manly. 

Old  Manly.  Why,  will  you  give  me  leave  to  tell 
my  own  ftory  my  own  way. 

Mrs.  Manly.  Another  lime,  fir,  it  will  be  bet- 
ter policy  to  determine  what  way  you  choofe  to  tell 
your  ftories  before  you  begin  to  relate  them:  you 
will  be  lefs  perplexed — lefs  puzzled  with  the 
variety  of  your  inventions — But  pray  let  us  hear 
the  fequel. 

Old  Manly.  Nay  you  may  guefs  the  remainder* 
if  you  will  not  liften  to  the  beginning  of  my  ftory, 
I'll  be  curs'd  if  you  (hall  hear  the  conclufion  of 
it,  [Exit. 

Mrs.  Manly.  Oh!  Emma,'  child,  what  a  life  is 
mine,  juft  to  be  relieved  from  one  apprehenfion  by 
being  plung'd  into  another— -Who  could  have 
believ'd  your  father  would  fo  forget  thimfelf  as  to 
feduce— — 

Mifs  Manly.  Dear  madam  ;    'tis  impoffible.  your 

fears  fnoa'd  be  true— If  you  will  give  me  leave  I'll 

follow 
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'follow  my  father — I  dare  fay  he  will  acquaint  me 
with  the  whole  affair. 
Mrs.  Mamy.  Go,  my  dear  Emma,  go.    [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.  An  Inn. 
Enter  Toung  Manlv. 
Toting  Manly,  No  tidings  to  be  gain'd  of  my 
Julia  i  Where  can  (he  be  ?  Wand'ring  perhaps— 
perhaps— oh !  I  dare  not  truft  myfelf  with  the 
(bggeftions  of  my  own  thoughts !  How  fhall  I 
avoid  them — oh!  Maniy  !  thou  wert  to  have  me( 
a  trembling  angel  kindly  ready  to  have  thrown 
herfelf  into  thy  arms  for  ever-— and 

Enter  William. 

Will,  what  news  ?    docs  (he  live  ?    where  is  flie  ? 
is  fhe  married  ? 

William,  Sir,  I  hope  at  laft  14  bring  fome  com- 
fort. 

Young  Manly.  Heneft  William !  Well,  your  news, 
my  good  friend. 

William.  About  half  an  hour  ago  I  began  to 
be  quite  out  of  hope,  but  thinks  1,  111  not  return 
to  matter  till  I've  got  fome  account  to  carry  him, 
come  on't  what  will. 

Young  Manly.  That's  a  good  fellow ;  well. 

William,  And  lb  I  Went  from  barbers  to  barbers, 
and  from  bakers  to  bakers,  and  from  inn  to  inn, 
and  from  alchoule  to  alehoufe. 

Young  Manly.  Are  you  luPe  you  hav'n't  been 
drinking.  Will  ?  If  you  have  you  know  its  what 
I've  fworn  never  to  forgive. 

WitUam.  Lord,  fir,  drinking? — $Jo,  fir,  no 
more  than  in  a  reasonable  way-— not  to  difguiic 
myletf,  an  like  your  honour. 

Yott»Z 
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Young  Manly.  Tell  me  of  my  Julia,  you  block* 
head. 

William.  Why  your  honour's  fo  touchy  you  feej 
if  you'd"  ha*  been  plcas'd  to  have  heard  me. 

Young  Manly.  Well,  well,  that's  a  good  Will-— 
go  on— go  on. 

William.  Well,  pray  fir,  be  pacified — Well, 
and  fo,  fir,  as  I  was  fitting  at  the  Fox  and  Grid- 
iron in  Weft-lane,  who  fhould  come  in  promif-cu* 
oufiy,  but  Larron  rhe  fmuggler,  as  conceited  as 
you  pleafe — fo  I  never  much  cared  for  having  any 
talk  with  the  fellow  being  as  he's  a  foreigner  and  a 
great  rogue.  However,  thinks  I,  all  your  French 
tolk  have  woundy  long  tongues,  and  if  he  knows 
any  thing,  fifty  to  one  but  he  pops  it  out. 

Young  Manly.  Pftia!  Curfe  your  tedious  intro- 
ductions. 

William.  So  fays  I— .-Mr.  Larron,  have  you 
heard,  what  a  ftir  there  is  in  our  village — fuch  a 
to  do. 

Young  Manly,  Pilh— goon — I  fay — goon. 

William.  There— there's  a  young  lady  loft  fays 
I—"  Wei*  fays  he,  and  there  be  young  one  ladie 
found  too. 

Young  Manly,  What's  that! — go  on  good  Wil* 
Ham. 

William.  What  fays  I,  have  you  had  the  luck  to 
find  her  then,  fays  1.  "  Wet'*  fays  he  again, 
fplutrering  out  a  French  oath,  and  fhe  have  the 
luck  to  find  me  as  well-— oh  ho  fays  I,  you'd 
make  me  believe  that  (he  run  away  for  your  fake, 
would  you  ?  Make  a  believe,  fays  he,  Ihe  not  be 
the  firft  young  ladi,  that  run  away  for  my  fake-— 
young  ladies  have  droll  fancies  then  fays  I. — 
But  mayhap  (he  may'nt  he  the  fame  that  all  the 
rout  is  about — Ihe  that  I  mean  is  a  raw-boned 
gawky  girl,  pretty  round  (houlder'd  (juft  to  fift 

him 
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htm  you  fee,  fir).— Round  ihoulder,  fays  he, 
round  fhoulder.  More  blue—She  one  model— 
fhe  von  Venui — fo  then  I  knew  we  were  right, 
for  I've  beard  your  honour  fay  Mifs  was  as  like 
Venus  as  two  pcafe. 

Young  Manly.  Will,  you  have  conduced  the 
whole  affair  like  a  complete  orator,  and  profound 
politician. 

WilUam.  Very  like,  fir,  but  had'nt  we  better  go 
after' Mifs  for  fear  of  her  father's  getting  her  back 
again. 

Young  Manly.  Certainly — yet  now  that  my  fears 
For  her  fafety  are  fomewhat  abated,  the  recollec- 
tion of  my  offence  places  itfelf  between  us  as  an  in- 
furmountable  obftacle  to  our  ever  meeting  again. 

William.  Lord  fir,  why  to  my  thinking  you  had 
better  go  and  a(k  her  pardon,  and  then  there'll  be 
an  end  on't. 

Young  Manly,  Never— I  can  never  think  of 
■Iking  her  to  pardon  me. 

William,  Why,  dear  fir,  how  hard  hearted  you 
■re. 

Young  Manly.  [Speaking  to  bimfelf  without  regard- 
ing  tbefrtfence  ofbis/ervant.']  I  have  given  her  fuch 
caufe  of  refentment,  that  it  wou'd  be  an  affront  to 
her  juftice,  as  well  as  her  delicacy,  even  to  fuppli- 
cate  forgiventfs. 

William.  Aye,  aye,  fee  what  good'll  come  of 
thefc  megrims. 

Young  Manly.  Any  common  penitent  may  look 
with  a  rational  confidence  for  pardon,  but  he  who, 
has  finned  againft  the  fan&ity  of  beauty,  and  the 
religion  of  a  fworn  and  plighted  affection,  cannot, 
ought  not,  to  expeft  forgivenefs.— — 

William.  Nay  fure,  fir,  do  liftento  a  — — 
Young  Manly.  But  come — Tho*  I  mult  now  for 
ever  forego -the  dtar  hope  of  calling  Julia  .mine, 
G  yet 
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yet  it  (he  will  but  Fuffer  me  to  poffefs  the  foothing 
reflection  of  having  refcued  her  from  the  perfccu- 
tions  of  her  family,  I  will  bear  my  lofs  without  a 
murmur,  and  refign  my  future  days  to  patient 
fuffering  and  unavailing  regret — Follow  me, 
Sirrah !  [Exit. 

William,  Certainly,  fir — how  difficult  it  is  to 
make  two  people  think  alike  in  this  world — 1  can- 
not bring  myfelf  to  be  of  my  mailer's  mind  for  the 
foul  of  me.  [Exit. 

SCENE    IV.    AWocd. 

Enter  Mr,  Welford. 

Welford,  What  an  unlucky  fellow  thou  art, 
Welford— Here  have  I  by  my  Emma's  order  been 
wandering  this  hour  in  purfuit  of  Manly — One 
wou'd  think  that  he  knew  my  intentions,  and  had 
hid  himfelf  toavoid  me — Ha!  who  can  this  be 
who's  looks  betray  fo  much  agitation  and  diftrefs  ? 
The  grief  muft  be  of  magnitude  indeed  that  thds 
prefenis  itfelf  to  ,the  licentious  comment  of  every 
unfeeling  paflenger — What  can  be  the  caufe  that 
has  reduced  lovelinefs  like  this  [retires']  to  fo  cruel 
an  afHi&ion  ? 

Enter  Julia. 

Julia.  Whither  fliall  I  fly? — What  refuge  is 
there  left  me — injur'd— infulted—  purfued— per- 
fecuted  every  way — what  more  cou'd  vice  itfelf 
endure?  And  what  indeed  have  I  not  fuftained  of 
its  torments,  faving  only  the  pang  of  confeiouf- 
nefs.  Yet  that's  fomething — Whither  fliall  I  now 
direct  my  trembling  feet  ?  Where,  where  hope 
to  meet  a  friend, 

Welford.  That  friend  is  made,  madam,  if  he's 

happy  enough  to  be  accepted — Pardon  me  for 

thus 
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thus  intruding  on  your  griefs,  and  only  rejoice  me 
by  faying  in  what  way  J  can  be  acceflary  to  your 
fervice. 

Julia.  May  I  believe  you,  fir. — I  have  of  late 
been  fo  much  the  fport  of  cruelty,  that  I  dare 
hardly  think  any  one  fmcere  that  approaches  me 
with  the  voice  of  kindnefs--«Yet  your  countenance 
indicates  companion. 

Wslford.  It  would  be  falfe  to  my  nature,  ma- 
dam, if  it  indicated  any  thing  lefs  on  the  prefent  oc- 
cafion.  But  madam,  you  talked  of  being  purfued 
—If  fo— Permit  me  for  the  prefent  to  conduct  you 
to  my  houfe — I  have  fome  female  relations  there, 
with  whom  a  temporary  refidence  can  reflect  no 
difgrace  to  your  reputation — May  I,  madam,  be 
favour'd  by  your  compliance. 

Julia.  My  tears  mult  thank  you,  fir — I-  have 
no  words  to  do  it, 

JVflford.  This  way  if  you  pleafe,   madam. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.     harrorfs  Houfi. 
Enter  Mr.  Larron,  and  Young  Manly. 

Larron.  Sir,  vat  you  vant  ?  Pardievat  you  make 
noife  in  my  houfe — dc  houfe  in  England  you  call  de 
chateau,  de  caftel — vat  you  mean,  youbefiegemy 
cartel,  fir? — Vat  you  vant,  hey. 

Young  Manly,  Want! — muft  I  repeat  it  to  you 
a  hundred  times,  you  blockhead?  I  want  Mifs 
Wingrove — where  is  Ihe  ?  Mifs  Wingrove,  fir, 
Mifs  Wingrove,  is  the  fellow  dumb?  Produce 
MUs  Wingrove— Produce  the  young  lady  you 
brought  home  this  morning— let  me  fee  her  in- 
ftantly. 

Larron.  De  young  ladi,  qui  m'acompagnoit  ce 

matin,  vat  right  have  you  to  make  queftiun  of  me, 

G  a  fir? 
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fir?  I  know  noting  of  de  young  ladi— I  no 
lock  de  ladi  up,  Manfieur — You  (ay  (he  Mils 
Wingrove.  If  Mifa  Wingrove  ftiofe  rader  to 
come  to  my  houfe  den  go  to  he*  fader's  ce  ntft 
pai  ma  faute ;  if  (he  take  into  her  head  to  go 
away  again,  ce  n'cft  pas,  ma  faute  neider, 

feting  Manly.  I  would  adrift  you,  fir,  not  to  be 
altogether  fo  indifferent  upon  this  occalion — Yoo 
may  not  perhaps  be  aware  that  I  poflefs  a  mod 
excellent  remedy  for  a  certain  complaint  called  in 
your  country*  fang  freii— and  if  your  fymptoms 
fhotild  continue  fo  very  alarming,  I  fancy  I  fhall 
feet  myfelf  under  the  -neeeffity  oi  applying  ic. 

{Shewing  bis  cans. 

Larr&n.  Monfieur !  you  not  take  a  me  right—* 
my  deficience  of  de  langue  Angloife  mutt  s'il  vous 
plait  be  mon  excule —  Veritable ment,  I  not  know 
vere  de  young  ladi  be,  more  den  yourfdf,  fir, 
Vous  plait  il  you  pleafe  to  make  demands  of  my 
vife. 

Enter  Mrs.  Larron. 

Monfieur  elle  aura  peutetre,  fo  much  complaifance 
for  you  to  inform  of  de  caufe  of  de  laaYs  de- 
parture, but  pour  moi>  Die  vil  not  have  de  conde- 
fcenfion  de  m'inltruine  pas  u'n  feul  fyllable. 

Young  Manly.  Well,  Mrs.  Larron,  you  hear  I 
am  referred  to  you,  will  you  favour  me  with  foriw 
account  of  Mifs  Wingrove  ? 

^.Mrs.  Larron.  Dear  heart  a  day — Here's  a 
racket  and  a  fufs  indeed  !  I  wilhes  (he'd  been  fur 
enough  before  (he  fet  her  foot  within  my  doors,  I 
knows. 

Young  Manly.  Nay,  but  Mrs.  Larron,  I  muft 
know  immediately  where  the  is. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Muft  you,  fir  f— Why    then  you 
muft 
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muft  know  more  than  I  caa  tell  you— Your  father 
came  to  vifit  her. 

Zoupg  Mmly.  My  father  f 

Mrs.  Larron.  Yes,  fir— and  fo  flic  we«  away— 
that's  all  I  knows, 

Touttg  Manly.  Did  (tie  go  with  him  ? 

Mrs.  Larron.  Vv  hy  yes,  fir. — I  foppofe  fo— 
Lord  you  axes  one  To  many  queftions. 

Xoung  Manly.  My  deaf  Mrs.  Larron,  why 
wou'dn't  you  make  me  happy  fooncr,  by  faying  fo 
at  once. 

Mrs.  Larron.  Lord  one  fhould  have  a  fine  life 
on't  indeed,  if  one  was  to  do  nothing  but  make 
every  body  happy. 

Young  Manly.  Your  ceconotny  in  that  refpecr, 
madam,  is  at  leaft  good  natured  to  your  vilitors, 
and  as  I  have  no  inclination  to  difturb  fo  laudable 
a  cruelty  I  will  wiih  you  a  good  morning.     [Exit. 

Mrs.  Larron.  And  a  good  riddance  ofyou  (hen, 
if  you  goes  to  that.  This  comes  alt  along  with 
you  Larron,  I'm  fure  I  may  lay  its  a  judgment 
upon  you  for  thinking  to  ferve  me  fo. 

Larron,  It  be  von  judgment  done  upon  ma 
follie  to  keep  in  de  houfe  von  termagan.ee  like 
yourfelf — De  young  ladi  like  ver  well  to  come  to 
my  houfe — She  beg,  ihe  pray  to  come — I  bring 
her  to  you— I  leave  her  vid  you — Vat  (he  do  den  ? 
Ma  foi,  Ihe  run  away  dire&ement. 

Mrs-  Larron.  Was  it  fo  indeed  ?  And  fo  I  was 
in  madam's  way  was  I  ?  Oh  this  is  pretty  ufage 
indeed !  to  me  who  have  been  the  making  of 
you. 

Larron,  You  not  hold  your  tongue,  begar,  I 
tourne  you  out  of  doors,  tout  de  fuite. 

Mrs. Larron.  You  turn  me  outdoors  Larron?  I 
dares  you  to  do  it—You  knows  as  I  knows  enough 

to 
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to  hang  you  if  I  pleafes — You  forgeo  who  broke 
open      ■  ■— 

Larron.  Vat  you  keep  quarrel,  quarrel  Tor? 
You  know  I  not  like  the  quarrel — You  and  I  be 
good  friend — A  ca — Give  me  your  hand — pardie 
—I  vill  fet  all  right— I  vill  make  you  my  vife. 
■  Mrs,  Larron.  Will  you  ?  But  I  am  grown  a 
little  too  wife  for  that  now ;  I  fees  you  aim  well 
enough,  you  only  wants  to  get  clear  of  my  evi- 
dence, and  to  have  the  law  of  ydur  fide,  for  ufing 
me  ill — No,  no  Lewis,  I  am  not  fuch  a  fool  as  you 
thinks  me. 

Larron,  Vill  any  ting  pleafe  you?  You  jufte 
now  complain—— 

Mrs.  Larron.  Aye,  but  now  d'ye  fee,  I  will  keep 
my  freedom  as  fecurity  for  your  good  behaviour— 
You  are  in  my  power  now,  and  fo  I  will  keep  you 
—I  knows  you  have  no  love  for  me,  but  I  will 
make  you  fear  me. 

Larron.  Eh  bien,  my  dear,  we  underftand  von 
anoder  now— you  now  be  ma  maiftrefie  en  touts 
chofes  et  pour  toujours. 

Mrs.  Larron.  What's  that  you  are  jabbering  ? 
'  Larron.  I  fay,  my  dear,  dat  you  are  fo  convince 
me  of  your  great  difcretion  dat  you  now  be  my 
miftrefs  in  all  tings,  and  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Larron,  Oh !  why  that's  very  well — come 
into  dinner  then  like  a  good  creter  as  you  are,  and 
never,  my  dear  Lewis,  never,  never  forget,  that 
it  is  is  my  power  to  hang  you. 

[Exeunt* 


END  OF    ACT    THIRD. 
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ACT     IV. 

SCENE  I.    Miss  Herberts  Houfe. 

Enter  Mifs  Herbert  and  Lord  Dartford. 

Mifs  Herbert. 

T  AM  happy  to  fee  your  lordfliip— I  hope  you 
*■  bring  good  tidings  of  Mifs  Wingrove. 

Lord  Dartford.  Indeed,  my  dear  madam,  you 
flatter  yourfelf  and  me.  I  was  fent  here,  in  purluit 
of  good  tidings,  or  of  any  tidings— rfor  after  the 
mod  prodigal  expence  of  bodily  fatigue,  we  are 
juft  as  much  in  the  dark  as  ever. 

Mifs  Herbert.  What,  no  intelligence?   • 
Lord  Dartford,   None — none — I  have  juft  left 
her  fantaftic  father,  and  her  imperious  brother,  al- 
moft  as  anxioufly  on  the  hunt  for  this  modern  re- 
lation,  as  if  they  were  perfecuting  an  old  parch- 
ment, to  bring  forth  a  lurking  morfel  of  ancient 
kindred   in  the  reign  of  king  Lud,    or  queen 
Boadicea.     It  is  very  unaccountable. 
Mifs  Herbert.  Unaccountable  indeed  I 
Lord  Dartford.  I  mean  every  way  unaccounta- 
ble— the  motives  that  could  have  led  to  her  efcape, 
as  well,  as  the  fuccefs  with  which  the  has  accom- 
plifhed  it.     Women  are  not  apt  to  mifunderftand 
their  happinefs  in  thefe  matters — I  cannot  lay  that 
to  their  charge,  positively. 

Mifs  Herbert.  {Afide.)  Coxcomb! — a  thought 
occurs  to  me,  by  which  if  I  fucceed  I  (ball  be  better 
enabled  to  reconcile  matters  with  my  haughty 
lover,  and.refcue  Julia  from  her  embarnuTments 
ihould  ihe  be  difcovcred — 1*11  make  him  believe 
Xh»ve 
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I  have  a  fancy  for  him  myfelf.  [to  Lord  Dartford.} 
Indeed,  my  lord,  as  your  lordfhip  very  juftly  ob- 
ferves,  women  are  but  feldom  guilty  of  fuch.  ex- 
travagant inattention  to  their  own  interefts — giddy 
girl — what  would  (he  have  afpired  to  ? — fuch  rank 
— fuch  accomplishments. 

Lord  Dartford.  Yes— and  fuch  a  rooted — fuch 
a  diftnterefted,  fuch  an  inviolable  attachment. 

Mifs  Herbert,  To  be  fure,  my  lord.  Obdurate 
Julia  I  Where  were  your  eyes  ?  Where  was  your 
fenfibility  ?  Where  had  you  miflaid  your  undcr- 
ftanding  ? 

Lord  Dartford.  Very  true !  Where  indeed  ?  I 
that  lived  but  for  her. 

Mifs  Herbert,  That  an  affection  fo  ardent — a 
conftancy  fo  noble,  lhould  receive  fo  ill  a  return- 
unkind  Mifs  Wtngrove.  [Jigbs  heavily.] 

herd  Dartford.  Eh  !  What's  this  ?— I  begin 
to  perceive  fomething  here,  and  the  beft  on  it  is, 
fhe  has  a  better  fortune  than  the  other— I  wifh  I 
had  not  talked  fo  much  of  my  conftancy.  I  muft 
wheel  about  though,  [To  Mifs  Herbert,}  And  yet, 
Mifs  Herbert,  I  cannot  help  thinking  that,  latterly, 
Mifs  Wingrove  hardly  appeared  to  me  to  pre- 
fer ve that 

Mtfs  Herbert.  No,  indeed,  my  Lord— I  have 
partly  thought  fo  too. 

Lord  Dartford.  That  kind  of  fuavity,  as  it  were 
— that  inexpreffible  fomeching. 

Mifs  Herbert.  That  plaintive  delicacy— that  de- 
precating eye — thofe  imploring  fmiles— that  per- 
fuafion  which  carried  with  it  the  authority  of 
conqueft,  and  that  gentle  command  which  turned 
enforced  captivity ,  into  voluntary  fubmiffion  .£/(£&.  J 
Dear  girl,  I  cannot  help  doing  her  jufttce  in  the 
very  boat  of  this  feigned  hoftility. 

Lord 
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Lord  Hartford.  And  then  her  fpitits — havefonw 
how  or  other 

Mifs  Herbert.  Yes,  her  fpirits  too,  have  loft  thac 
elegant  dejeftion,  that  penQve  apathy — that  grace- 
ful mope — if  one  may  fo  exprefs  it,  that  ufed  to 
Ihed  the  fufc  benignant  influence  of  an  autumn 
evening  over  every  thing  around  her.  How  blind 
have  I  been  !   now  that  your  lordlhip  fuggefts  it, 

1  fee  it  all.  \Afidt.\  1  am  obliged  to  help  him 
out  in  his  very  abufe,  for  he  knows  too  little  of 
love's  rhetoric,  even  to  hate  with  eloquence. 

Lord  Dartford.  Now  there  is  a  perfon,  in  whole 
radiant,eyes,  and  fparkling  decorums^  the  majefty 
of  imperial  Cupid  fits  in  flate,  and  difpenfes  in- 
nocuous glories  with  the  carlefs  profufion  of  a  city 
feaft,  or  the'  dazzling  fplendor  of  a  courtly  gala. — < 
There  is  a  perfon— — 

Mifs  Herbert.  Your  lordlhip  means  Mifs 
Manly  ? — Yes,  indeed,  (he  is  a  fine  young  woman 

enough 

Lord  Dartford.  Mifs  Manly !  Mifs  Manly, 
madam,  is  as  a  fcintillatinglink  to  the  gorgeous 
orb  of  day,  compared  to  the  ineffable  divinity  of 
my  proflrate  adoration. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Whom  can  your  lordlhip  mean  ? 

Lord  Dartford.  Mean  1  whom  mould  I  mean 
—whom  muft  I  mean,  whom  can  1  mean,  but  the 
celeftial  Phcenix  of  her  fex,  the  divine  Mifs  Her- 
bert ? 

Mifs  Herbert.  Me,  my  Lord ! — Good  heaven— 

2  am  fo  confuted  all  on  a  fudden — Did  your  lord- 
fhip  fay  me  ? 

Lord  Dartford.  Yes,  yes,  your  adorable,  ever- 
lafting  felf. 

Mtfs  Herbert.  If  your  lordlhip  really  entertains 
—If  your  lordlhip  has  indeed,  done  me  the  honour 
to  have  conceived  a  paffion— 

H  Ltrd 
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Lard  Ddttfird.  A  paffion!-.— a  flame---a  con- 
flagration—a volcano  ! 

Mifs  Herbtrt.  Nay  now,  my  Lord,  I  can  no 
longer  doubt  the  plain  fincerity  of  your  profeflions 
— but  as  it  is  a  fixed  rule  with  me,  rather  to  follow 
than  to  lead,  in  events  of  this  awful  importance, 
I  fhould  wifli  to  avoid  any  further  communication 
withaperfon  of  your  lord  (hip's  dangerous  eloquence, 
till  the  proper  fanftion  of  my  relations  has  been  pre- 
vioufly  obtained  j  my  aunt  would  be  too  happy 
to  receive  any  propofals  of  your  lordlhip's  j  till 
then  permit  me  to  take  my  leave.  Succe&ful 
even  beyond  my  hopes.  \Afidt. 

[Exit. 

Lord  DartfoPd.  Hah,  hah.  Now  this ,  1  call 
being  in  luck— juft  as  one  had  loll  fcent  in  one 
quarter,  to  have  a  nobler  game  ftarted  in  another, 
—Now  gad  take  me,  'tis  very  odd,  but  what  a 
blunderbufs  I  am  at  a  fpeech— I  mean  in  the  love 
way— for  on  other  fubjects  I  can  deliver  myfelf 
with  a  becoming  intelligibility  enough;  but  we 
higher  order  of  beings  that  have  fenfe  enough, 
never  to  be  more  than  merely  artificial'  lovers,  as  we 
never  underftand  the  real  orthodox  gtbberilh  of 
the  paffion,  fo  when  we  once  get  to  talk  upon.it,  we 
never  know  when  to  flop — Now  that  fcintiUadng 
link— gorgeous  orb—  conflagration^  and  volcano, 
were  not  at  all  to  my  liking,  but  what  could  I  do  ? 
I  muft  fay  fomething — but  above  all,  what  had  I 
to  do  with  an  alluflon  to  a  city  feaft  ?  What  has  a 
city  feaft  to  do  among  the  delicacies  of  a  lover's 
commons  ?  Well,  I  muft  read  for  it — at  leaft  till 
I  am  married,  and  than  indeed,  it  will  be  full  time 
to  difcard  both  the  paffion  and  the  language  of  it  ia 
'  amicable  indifference  together.  Well,  1  wilt  loft  no 
time  in  preparing  my  propofals.  [Exit*- 

SCENE, 
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SCENE  II.    Mr.  Manlt'j. 

Enter  Mifs  Manly. 

Mifs  Manly.  Could  I  have  fufpeaed  Welford  of 
infidelity  !  Happy,  happy  Mifs  Wingrove.  So 
vanifli  allmy'hopes! 

Enter  Young  Manly. 

Young  Manfy.  Emma,  what  means  this  agita- 
tion ?  Whence  thefe  tears  ?  Is  my  mother  well  ? 
Where  is  my  father^  fpeak  dear  Emma. 

Enter  Mrs.  Manly. 

Mrs.  Manfy.  Oh  Harry  !  what  uneafinefs  has 
your  abfence  occalioned — why  will  you  pay  fo 
little  attention  to  your  family  ? 

Young  Manfy.  Dear  madam,  I  deferve  more 
reprehcnfion  that  I  ever  meet  with,  yet  let  me  en- 
treat your  prefent  forbearance.  My  heart  fince 
laft  I  faw  you  has  been  torn  by  fuch  a  variety  of 
inguim,  that  I  have  not  been  mailer  of  my  con- 
duct— But  why  is  Emma  thus  uneafy  ? 

Mrs.  Manly.  Dear  girl,  I  believe  her  uneafinefs 
refults  from  mine— could  you  have  thought  it 
Harry  ?  I  fcarce  know  how  to  tell  you,  but  your 
father  has  feduced  Mifs  Wingrove  from  her 
friends,  where  he  has  placed  her  I  know  not — 
but— 

Young  Manfy.  Thank  heaven,  then,  I  have  been 
truly  informed,  and  (he  is  with  my  father. 

Mrs.  Manfy.  Thank  heaven,  Henry  !  Do  you 
thank  heaven  that  your  father  wrongs  me  ?  Your 
behaviour  fliocks  me  Harry — It  is  even  worfe 
than  his. 

Young  Manly.  Dear  mother,  don't  indulge  fuch 
fufpicions*,  my  father  Ileal  Mifs  Wingrove  from 
her  friends — No,  no,  indeed  he  did  not :  that  flie 
is  with  him  truly  rejoices  me, 

H  2  Enter 
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Enter  Old  ManIy. 

Toting  Manly.  Dear  fir,  where  is  Mifs  Wingrove  ? 
Where  is  my  lovely  Julia.  Will  fitt  permit  me 
to  behold  her  face  again  ?  Yet  how  dare  I  hope  it. 

Old  Manly.  Ought  I  to  permit  you  to  behold 
my  face  again,  fir  ■,  how  dare  you  hope  that  r  In- 
ftead  of  afking  impertinent  queftions  about  what 
does  not  concern  you,  have  the  goodnefs  to  ac- 
count for  your  own  conduct,  fir— -you  leave  your 
Family— fill  them  with  apprehenfions  for  your 
fafety,  and  at  your  return,  inftead  of  meeting  us 
with  proper  fubmiffion,  you  begin  by  hectoring 
your  poor  innocent  father,  and  bullying  him  with 
a  long  fixing  of  faucy  enquiries — "  Where  is  Mifs 
Wingrove  ? — Where  is  my  Julia  ?"  [mimicking 
him.}  What  have  you  to  do  with  Mifs  Wingrove  ? 
Who  made  her  your  Julia  ? 

Mrs.  Manly-  Who  indeed  ?  She  is  differently 
difpofed  of. 

Toung  Manly.  Dear  fir,  how  could  I  poffibly 
imagine  that  what  I  faid  would  give  the  flighted: 
ground  of  offence  ?  the  Larrons  affured  me  (he 
went  away  with  you. 

Mrs,  Manly.  There,  Mr.  Manly,  there  1  I  am 
jealous  now  without  a  caufe !  I  have  no  founda- 
tion for  my  fufpicions. 

Mifs  Manly.  Dear  madam,  dear  fir  1  hear  me 
one  moment,  I  can  too  certainly  aflure  you  where 
Mifs  Wingrove  is, 

Mrs.  Manly.  Where  Emma,  where  ?■ 

Ttung  Manly,  Dear,  dear  Emma,  tell 
me  inltantly.  all  at  once. 

Old  Manly.  Aye,  let  us  hear  child- 
let  us  hear  it. 

Mifs  Manly.  The  report  we  heard,  madam,  was 
too  well  founded  ;  Mifs  Wingrove  is  indeed  with 
Mr.  Welford. 

Tomg 
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Young  Manly.  With  Wclford  ! 

Mrs.  Manly.  Ridiculous  child,  mere  jealous  ap- 
prehenfipn. 

Young.  Manly  Madam ! 

Mrs.  Manly.  Afk  your  father  whofe  fufpicions 
are  the  wildeft,  hers  or  mine — he  can  fet  you  right 
at  once  if  he  choofes  it — but  I'll  day  no  longer 
to  endure  fuch  treatment. 

OldManly.  Don't,  my  dear,  don't. 

Mrs.  Manly.  Your  indifference,  Mr.  Manly,  is 
even  more  injurious  than  your  infidelity.       \Extt. 

Old  Manly.  Before  I  go  to  appeafe  your  mother, 
who  is  as  abfurd  as  you  are  profligate,  let  me  caution 
you,  young  man,  how  you  praclife  fuch  another 
frolic  in  a  hurry — the  wicked  ftory  that  you  have 
fo  ingenioufiy  trumped  up  about  my  being  at  fuch 
a  place  as  Larrons* — this  excellent  joke,  1  fay,  fir, 
which  owes  all  its  genius,  to  its  being  a  falfehood, 
and  its  wit  to  the  certain  mifchief  it  was  fure  to 
produce  in  your  family,  won't  be  paffed  over  un- 
punifhed,  1  aflure  you— have  you  no  duty  ? — no 
regard  for  truth  ? — But  it  was  ever  thus  with  you, 
you  prodigal — The  belt  example  1  have  ever  been 
able  to  fet  you,  either  for  truth  or  modefty,  never 
produced  the  flighted  effect  upon  your  vile,  im- 
penetrable nature,  and  the  mildeft  language,  you 
rafcal,  was  always  thrown  away  upon  you.  [Retires. 

Yeung  Manly.  Dear  Emma,  unravel  if  you  can, 
this  knot  of  perplexities  ;  my  .father  anfwers  me 
with  anger,  my  mother  with  tears,  and  you,  my 
dear  filler,  ftart  an  idea,  which  is  one  of  the  laft 
that  would  have  entered  my  imagination;  yet,  being 
once  prefented,  love  will  not  fuffer  it  to  repofe  in 
idlenefs— -Tell  me,  my  Emma—Can  Julia  be  with 
Welford  ?  Can  (he — can  he! — can  both  be  fo 
inconftant  ? 

Mifs  Manly.  Oh  Harry,  why  did  I  mention  it — 
This 
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This  may  be  the  fource  of  frefti  affliction-- Think 
if  it  ia  16— that  I  endure  enough,  and  do  not  en- 
creafe  my  mifery— You  know  my  fears, 

Young  Manly.  Lay  them  afide,  dear  Emma !  be 
allured  I  Ihall  aft  with  moderation — I  know  I  ihall 
—Oh  Julia !— But  you  mull  tell  me  all  you  know, 
refpe&ing  her,  and  the  villain — I  will  not  name 
him  that  has  ftolen  her  from  me.  Come  to  my 
ftudy,  Emma  j  nay,  dry  your  eyes — you  Ihall  fee 
what  an  example  of  patience  I  will  exhibit — I  {hall 
quarrel  with  no  one  but  myfdf,  for  in  myfelf 
alone  is  the  foundation  of  all  the  mifcries  I  am 
cxpofed  to.  [Exeunt  Ymng  Manly  and  Emma, 

Enter  Servant  to  Old  Manly. 

Servant.  Mifs  Herbert,  Sir,  defires  to  know  if 
fhe  cart  have  the  pleafure  of  half  a  minute's  con- 
verlation  with  you. 

Old  Manly.  Shew  her  in.  Exit  Servamt. 

Enter  Miss  Herbert. 

Old  Manly.-  This  is  indeed  a  kindnefs,  my  dear 
Mifs  Herbert*  your  vifits  are  valuable  in  propor- 
tion to  their  rarety,  like  winter  funs — or— or---. 
no — like— 

Mifs  Herbert.  Never  mind,  my  dear  Mr.  Man- 
ly, what  they  are  like,  we  will  fettle  the  im- 
promptu upon  more  mature  deliberation  another 
time. 

Old  Manly.  Egad,  and  fo  we  will,  for  nothing 
requires  fo:  much  time  as  an  off-hand  fpeech. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Now,  Sir,  to  the  object  of  my  vifit 
— Report  fays,  that  you  have  feen  Mifs  Win- 
grove,  and  I  am  anxious  to  hear  how  the 
charming  cteature  endures  her  misfortunes. 

Old  Manly.  Very  true,  madam;  but  where 
mould  I  fee  Mifs  Wingrove? 

Mifi 
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Mifs  Htrhert.  Why,  report  does  fay,  fir,  that 
you  met  her  at  a  place  where  it  would  have  been 
equally  for  her  happinefs,  and  your  reputation, 
that  you  had  never  met  at  all— at  Mrs.  Larron's. 

Old  Manly.  Its  afalfehood — a  confounded  falfe- 
hood — I  go  to  Mrs.  Larron's !  but  dear  Mifs 
Herbert,  how  can  a  young  lady  of  your  candour 
and  good  fenfe  give  credit  to  fuch  a  thing,  par- 
ticularly when  you  had  fuch  good  reafon  tor  dif- 
believingit,  as  its  being  the  general  report. 

MifsHer&ert.  Why,  indeed  Mr.  Manly,  as  you 
.  fay,  what  lhould  you  do  at  fuch  places  ?  You 
know  you  are  fubfiding  into  the  calm  evening  of 
life,  when  the  tempeftuous  paflions  gently  fink 
.  into  a  foft  undifturbed  repofe— I  dare  fay  now 
you  feel  this  fweet  chearful  twilight  of  your  days 
to  be  attended  with  more  fublrantial.  comfort,  and 
much  more  real  happinefs,  than  the  gaudier  fcenes 
of  your  meridian  life,  when  every  thing  was  bril- 
liant, and  nothing  folid ;  every  thing  gay,  but 
nothing  rational. 

Old  Manly.  Twilight !  Gadfo ! — None  of  your 
twilights  neither  Mifs — This  is  the  way— there  is 
no  fuch  thing  as  purchafing  impunity  in  this 
world,  for  one  offence,  but  by  pleading  guilty  to 
a  worfe — Well,  Mifs;  and  fuppofe  I  was  at 
Miftrefs  Larron's  ? 

Mifs  Herbert,  [Afide.]  O  ho !  I  thought  I  (hould 
bring  him  to  confeflion ;  he  will  acknowledge  any 
vice,  but  age— So,  fir,  you  were  there,  then,  after 
all. 

Old  Manly.  Gads  life,  ma'am,  don't  afk  fo 
many  queftions  ;  I  underftand  you  well  enough, . 
Mifs— Vou  would  infinuate  that  f  am  a  helplefs 
old  fellow — that  you  can  fee  no  great  ufe  in  my 
living,  and  that  the  fooner  I  am  hang'd  out  of  the 

way 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


56  THE    FUGITIVE: 

way,  the  better,  but  give  me  leave  to  tell   you, 
madam — - 

Enter  Admiral  Cleveland. 

Admiral.  Hey  day !  What  ftorms  a  brewing 
now  ?  Why  neighbour  Manly  this  is  a  rough  gale 
upon  fo  fair  a  coaft — what  quarrelling  with  my 
neice  ? 

Mijs  Herbert.  Dear  uncle  I'm  quite  rejoiced  to, 
fee  you,  you  never  came  fo  fcafonably  to  the 
refcue  of  a  poor  little  difabled  frigate  in  your  life- 
Mr.  Manly  here. 

Old  Manly.  Your  neice  is  an  impertinent,  for- 
ward, malicious  young  woman,  Mr.  Cleveland, 
and  I  defire  never  to  fee  her  face  again — I'll  never, 
never  forgive  her — No,  if  I  were  to  live  till  I  was 
fixty. 

Mifs  Herbert.  What  a  formidable  refentment ! 
Why  the  period  of  it  has  expired  thefe  five  years. 

Admiral.  [Afide.]  Leave  him  to  me,  I'll  teaze 
the  old  fellow — I  came  on  purpofe. 

Mifs  Herbert,  I  will. 

Admiral.  But  how  did  the  brum  happen  ?  What 
is  the  caufeof  it  ? 

Mifs  Herbert.  Why,  fir,  I  fpoke,  I  am  afraid, 
fomewhat  too  juftly  of  your  friend's  age,  and  ap- 
peared to  entertain  too  favourable  an  opinion  of 
his  morality — offences  which  a  lively,  determined 
rover,  in  his  climacteric,  can  never  reconcile  to  his 
forgivenefs. 

Admiral.  Oh,  is  that  all. 

Mifs  Herbert,  So  good,  Mr.  gallant,  gay  Lo- 
thario of  fixty-five,  a  good  morning  to  you. 

[Exit.  Mifs  Herbert. 

OldMasly.  A  faucy  minx. 

Admiral.  Come,  Manly,  you  have  too  many  of  the 
fubftantial  afflictions  of  life  to  contend  with  at 
prefent  to  be  ruffled  by  little  breezes  of  this  fort — 
But  I  am  your  friend,  and  I  thought  it  my  duty, 
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as  fuch  to  call  upon  you,  and  to  do  what  a  friend 
ought,   to  comfort  you. 

Old  Manly.  Why  that  was  very  kind  my  old 
neighbour,  very  kind  indeed — be  feated  I  befeech 
you — Yes,  indeed,  'tis  very  true,  as  you  fay  Ad- 
miral, I  am  a  wretched,  mifcrable,  unhappy  man, 
opprefs'd  with  forrows,  laden  with  affliction — 
overtaken  before  my  time,  by  many  cares.  Yet 
'tis  fomething,  my  worthy  neighbour,  to  have  a 
rmfty  friend,  to  take  a  kind  incereft  in  one's  mis- 
fortunes— tolhare,  as  it  were,  the  fad  load  of  life — 
to  ride  and  tye  with  one  in  the  weary  pilgrimage — 

0  'tis  a  charming  thing  to  have  3  friend ! 
Admiral.  I  think  fo  indeed,  and  hope  to  prove 

as  much — I  have  no  other  objeft  but  to  comfort 
you — None,  none. — You  are  indeed  very  un- 
happy. 

Old  Manly,  Very,  very  ! 

/Idmiral.  Why  there's  your  wife,  now.     ■ 

Old  Manly.  Aye — my  wife— Oh !  Oh ! 

[AUmgJtgb. 

Admiral.  Nay  be  comforted,  my  friend — be 
comforted — Why  Ihe  is  of  herfclf  a  fufficient  load 
ofmifery  for  any  one  poor  pair  of  mortal  moulders. 
Always  fretfull,  her  fufpicions  never  afleep- — and 
her  tongue  always  awake — conftantly  making  her 
obfervations,  I  ike  a  velfel  fent  out  upon  difcovery — 
ever  on  the  watch,  like  an  armed  cutter,  to  cut 
off  any  little  contraband  toy,  and  to  intercept  any 
harmlefs  piece  of  fmuggled  amufement. 

Old  Manly  Oh!  'tis  dreadful,  neighbour,  quite 
dreadful  indeed. 

Admiral.  Take  comfort,  my  friend — What  did 

1  come  here  for  ?  take  comfort,  1  fay— There  is 
your  fort  too. 

Old  Manly,    Yes,    my  fon  too,    an  abandon'd 


profligate. 


I  Admiral. 
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Admiral.  Nayj  if  that  were  all,  there  might  be 
hopes — the  early  little  irregularkiei  that  grow  out 
offhfthoneft  pgflkmsaf  our  nature,  are  fometimes 
an  advantage  to  tiie  ripened  man  ;  they  carry  their 
own  remedy  along  -with  them,  and  When  remedied, 
riiey ■generally  leaffa'theperfpnwifer  and  better  than 
they  found  him — -wifcr  for  his  .experience,  and 
better  for  thjf  indulgence  which  ibey  give  him  .to- 
wards rhe  infirmities  of  others — -but  a  canting, 
whining,  preaching  profligate — a  fermon  maker 
at  twenty—- a.  fellow  that  becomes  a  faint,  before 
he's  a  tfran— ra  beard  left  hypocrite — a  Scoundrel 
that  cannot  be  content  with  common  homely 
ftnning,  'but.  muft  give  it  a  relilh  by  .joining  a 
prayeT '  with  it  in  his  mouth— .-of  fuch  a  fellow  there 
can 'bet.  no  hopes— no  hopes  indeed. 

Old  Manly.-  None,  none.  Oh  miferable  .that  I 
am,  where  will  my  affliction  end?  Where  fhall  I 
find  confelwion? 

Admiral.  Cditfolation! — -In. me  to  be  fure! — 
WhateWe  was  the  purpofc  of  my  vifit?  I  forbear 
t&'fay-any  thing  of  your  daughter,  poor  unhappy 
girt.' 

Old  Manly;  Conceal  nothing  from  me.  What 
has  happened:  to  my  poor  child— what  has  hap- 
pened-to  her  ?  She  was  my  favourite.  Miferable 
manl'O  miferable  man!   . 

Jdmroi.  Nayj.  if  it  will  give  you  any  comfort, 
I  .will  <el\  you.  .  It  is  my  duty  to  do  fo — *hy,  Ihe, 
you  know,  Was  defpcrately  in  love  with  Charles 
Welford.  He  has  turned  her  off,  I  find. — dis- 
charged her  the  fervice,  and  has  fallen  In  with 
fomebody  eHe-,  fa  that  I  foppofe  by  to-morrow 
morning  we- guy-  IqoIc  for  bar.  birth,  ,poor.girl,  in 
the  ambufh  of  a  willow,  or  the  retirement  of  a  fifh- 
pond.  ,'-•' :         ■;  ■    tt.  i'    .,. 

Old  Manly,  Now  the  Aim  of  my  calamities,  is 
complete 
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completefifJ>gto];Now,  indeed,- (he  cup  is  foil — 
poor  undone  man—  miferable  bufband— wretched 
father! 

Admiral.  Aye,  and  all  to  come  upon  you  at  your 
time  of  life  too-*-Had  your  misfortunes  reached 
you  when  you  were  in  the  vigour  of  your  days-*— 
[Old  Manly  dries  bis  eyes,  and  looks  refentfully]  when 
you  retained  enough  of  bodily  ftrehgth  and  force 
of  mind  to  cope  with  them — but — at  your  time  of 
day*  when  the  timbers  are  approaching  faft  to- 
wards decay,,  when  the  lights  of  the  uaderftandtng 
are  upon  the  glimmer,  and  the  reckoning  of  life  it 
pretty  nearly  out — Oh)  'tis  too  horrible.  Fakh, 
after  all,  1  don't  know  bow  tocotnfoix  you. 

Old  Manly,  [In  a  rage.]  [Both  rijmg.~\  I  believe 
not,  indeed  ;  you  fufty,  tnufty,  old,  foul-mouthed, 
weather-beaten  coxcomb- — timbers  approaching 
faft  to  decay.  Whole  timbers  do  you  mean,  old 
jury-maft  ?  look  at  your  own  crazy  hulk — do— 
and  don't  keep  quoting  your  damn'd  log-book 
criricifms  upon  your  juniors  and  your  betters.  ■' 

Admiral,  Nay,  my  good  friend. 

Old  Maniy.  Damn  your  friendship,  and  your 
goodnefs  too.  I  don't  like  friendship  that  only 
wants  me  to  hate  myfelf — and  goodnefs  that  only 
goes  to  prove  every  thing  bad  about  me.  So,  good 
Mr.  Yellow  Admiral,  fheer  off— do— -and  till  you 
can  fluff  your  old  veflel  with  a  cargo  of  more 
commbditabie  merchandize,  don't  let  me  fee  you 
in  my  latitude  again. 

Admiral,  Sir,  let  me  tell  you,  you  may  repent 
of  this  language  \  and  were  it  not  for  pity  of  your 
age  and  your  misfortunes.— — 

Old  Manly.  O  curfe  your  pity;  and  as  for  mis- 
fortunes, I  know  of  none  equal  to  your  confo- 
lation. 

Admiral.  You  (hall  hear  more  of  this,  Mr.  Manly. 
I  a  Ok 
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Old  Manly.  Not  for  the  prefent,  if  you  pleafe-* 
if  you  want  my  life,  take  it — take  anything—* 
only  take  yourfelf  off. 

Admiral.  Very  well,  fir.  You  Ihall  hear  from 
me  at  a  proper  time.  [dfide\  I  have  made  tha 
old  fool  nobly  miferable-,  that's  fame  comfort, 
however. 

:  Old  Manly,  [folus.]  What  an  afs  was  I,  to  lif- 
ten  fo  long  to  the  hollow  croakings  of  this  melan- 
choly  fea  monfter--  -a  rufty  old  weather  cock  ;  al- 
ways pointing  one  way,  and  that  to  the  quarter  of 
misfortune — I  miferable  ! — What  fhou'd  make  me- 
ib? — Is  not  my  wife,  kind  and  faithful,  and  only  a 
little  troublefome  now  and  then  for  my  good— Is 
not  my  fon  generous  and  gay—rand— ,-and  like  his 
father  as  a  fori  Ihou'd  be— and  a'n't  I  ftout  in  bo- 
dy, and  found. in  mind,  and  is  not  every  thing  as 
1  would  have  it  f — a  difmal  old — -now  has  he 
given  me  a.  fample  of  the  view  with  which  advice 
«  always  bellowed,  and  I  him  a  proof  of  the  eft. 
feci;  with  which  it  is  always  taken — he  came  to 
me  to  increafe  my  diftxefies  by  conibiation,  and  I 
have  made  ufc  of  his-  counfel  as  a  new  argument 
for  pleafing  myfelf,  '  [Exit, 

SCENE  III.     Mifi  Herbert's. 
Eater  Mifs  Herbert,  and  Mrs.  Rachel. 

Mifi  Herbert.  Well,  my  dear  aunt,  have  you 
been  more  fucCelsful  in  your  enquiries  after  the 
unfortunate  Mils  Wingrove  than  I  have  been  ? 

Mr  Si  Rachad.  I  don't  know  how  to  fay  I  have 
been  more  fucrefsful — but  from  your  account,  I 
have  collected  more  particulars-— I  underftand  me 
was  accidentally  encountered  by  Mr.  Weiford,  who 
kindly  offi-red  her  the  afyluni  of  hishoufe,  which  fhe 
accepted— but  learning,  by  convention  with  his.  re- 
lations, 
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lations,  that  her  reception  there  had  produced  a 
quarrel  between  him  and  his  miftrefs,  the  gene- 
fous  girt  fcorned  to  confult  her  own  comfort  at  the 
expence  of  her  protector,  and  having  contrived  to 
change  her  own  clothes  for  thole  of  a  younger 
brother  of  Mr.  Welford's,  (he  accomplifhed  her 
cfcape. 

Enter  Servant, 

Mr.  Wingrove,  Madam. 

Mifs  Herbert.,  Admit  him.  O,  he  mall  re- 
ceive no  mercy  at  my  hands  whjlft  he  conti- 
nues the  perfecutor  of  his  fitter — Will  you  give 
me  leave,  madam,  to  receive  him  alone  ? 

Mrs.  Rstbel.  Certainly,  my  dear.  [Exit. 

Enter  Mr.  Wingrove. 

Wingrove.  Will  Mifs  Herbert  permit  a  penitent 
to  approach  her  ? 

Mifs  Herbert.  Oh!  by  all  means — a  real  peni- 
tent;— but  are  you  quite  fure  that  you  come  under 
that  defcription,  or  is  yours  like  the  common  re- 
pentance of  the  world,  which  confifts  rather  in  a 
prejudice  againft  punifhmeut,  than  a  fincere  con- 
trition for  the  offence  ? 

Wingrove.  Dear,  charming  Harriet,  how  can  ■ 
you  queftion  it — I  am  afhamed  of  the  violence  of 
my  behaviour  at  our  laft  interview ;  yet  you  mull 
acknowledge  that  you  drew  me  into  that  fufpicion 
by  your  ambiguous  deportment.  Surely  my  Har- 
riet could  not  find  entertainment  in  the  uneafinefs 
of  the  man  who  adores  her  i 

Mifs  Herbert.  [Afi4e.~\  Blefs  me,  if  he  conti- 
nues in  this  It  rain  of  humility,  I  fhall  never  be 
able  to  punifh-  him  as  he  deferves— yet  I  muft. 

Wingrove.  What's  that,  my  Harriet  ?  You  can- 
not doubt  the  fincerity  and  devotion  of  my  love. 
Mifs 
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Mifs  Herbert.  Apropos— Was  it  you  thtt  fell 
in  love  with  me,  or  your  father  ? 

fPingrove.  My  father!  Harriet? 

Mifs  Herbert.  Aye,  you  or  your  fattier;  which 
of  you  is  it  tbat  I  have  had  the  good  fortune  to 
infptre  with  fo  favourable  an  opinion  of  .me  ?  I  am 
inclined  to  think  it  is  to  the  elder  gentleman  I  owe 
the  obligation. 

Wingrove.  Nay,  now  madam,  I  don't  under- 
stand you. 

Mifs  Herbert.  In  plain  Englifh,  then,  had  you 
your  inftru&ions  from  your  father  to  undergo. the 
labour  of  wooing,  or  did  you  come  of  your  own 
accord  ? 

Wingrove.  Gan  my  Harriet  entertain  fo  humi- 
liating an  opinion  of  me  as  to  fuppofe  I  would  be 
actuated  in  So  dear  a  concern  as  that,  by  any 
influence  but  the  impulfe  of  my  own-  afleftion?  - 

Mifs  Herbert.  Take  care,  Mr.  Wingrove— take 
care — there  is  nothing  fo  tempting,  I  admit  you,  as 
thofe  pretty  words  that  fall  gracefully  jn  to  clofc 
the  proceSion  df  an  ambitious  fenience,  but  let  me 
afk  you  plainly,  fir,  Whether,  if  your  father  mould 
now,  even  now,  lay  his  commands  upon  you;tt> 
relinquifh  the  paftion  with  which  you  affeft  to  re- 
gard me,  you  would  not  inftantly  obey  him,  -and 
leave  me  forfaken  and  forlorn,  to  transfer  ybUr' 
obedient  ardours  to  any  new  lady  of  his  choicer"  ■ 

Wingrove.  *Tia  true,  I  feel  the  moft  fincerew. 
fpeft  for  my  father ;  yet  had  he  thought  proper 
to  incerpofe  his  influence  in  a  cafe  where  nature 
claims  a  paramount  authority,  I  had  renounced 
a  fubmiffion  which  I  fhoald  have  held  to  have 
been  unjuftly  exacted. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Are  you  fure  of  it  ? 

Wingrove.  Quite  fure. 

M* 
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Mifs  Herbert.  Dear  Mr.  Wingrove.  ["fating 
his  band.] 

Wingrove,  {Miffing  //,]  My  lovely,  my  adorable 
Harriet !— Sure  of  it !  am  I  fare  of  my  exiftencc  ? 
Am  I  fure  of  your  being  the  rooft  lovely  of  your 
own  kx — or  I  the  happieft  of  mine  [Kiffes  her 
band].  Am  I  fure  that  we  mail  never  exchange 
another  harm  word,  or  another  unkind  look?  Am 
I  fore— 

MMs  Herbert.  Nay,  now*  fir,  you  are  fairly 
caught. 

Wingrove.  Hey-day!  What  frolic  is  in  the  wind 
now  ? 

Mils  Herbert.  If  all  this  be  true,  Mr.  Wingrove, 
tell  me,  fir,  what  it  is  that  cooltttutes  the  offence 
of  your  fitter  ?  Why  is  (he  driven  out  a  difgraced 
wanderer  to  encounter  all  the  unknown  hazards  of 
a  meccikfa  world,  when  one  of  her  persecutors  not 
only  acknowledges  that  he  fhares  in  all  her  guilt— 
:  if  guilt  it  be — but  glories  in  the  fyrapathy  he  feels 
in  her  difobedience,  becaufe  he  conuders  it  as  a 
juft  tribute  to  the  object  of  his  affections,  and  a 
proof  of  his  independence  ? 

■  Wingrove.  My  fitter,  ma'am,  is  a  woman-i-and 
— and — 

:MHi/  Herbert.  My  fitter,  ma'am,  is  a  woman — 
arxi.A-and — that  is,  my  fitter  is  an  interdicted  be- 
ijig— disinherited  by  nature  of  her  common  boun- 
ties—a creature,  with  regard  to  whom,  engage- 
ments lofe  their  faith,  and  contracts  their  obliga- 
tions. In  your  fictitious  characters  as  lovers,  you 
endeavour  to  make  us  believe  that  we  are  exalted 
above  human  weaknefies;  but,  in  your  real  cha- 
racters, as  men,  you  more  honeftly-demonftrats  to 
us,  that  you  place  us  even  below  your  own'  level* 
and  deny  us  the  equal  truth  and  juftice  that  belongs 
aHkc  to^all  intelligent  beings.  This.knguagc,iir;Is 
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new,  at  leaft  in  ibe  vocabulary  of  love,  I  will)  I 
could  fay  the  fentimems  it  conveys  were  equally  fo 
in  the  hearts  of  your  moll  imperious  fex. 

Wingrevt.  Before  I  was  interrupted,  madam,  by 
this  torrent  of  modeft  rhetoric  on  the  merits  of 
your  Moll  un'imperioUs  fex  (for  fo,  in  particular, 
I  am  bound  to  think  them,  I  meant  merely  to 
have  faid,  that  I  can  aggrandize  the  woman  with 
whom  it  may  be  my  fate  to  be  united. — whereas, 
if  my  filler  joined  Jierfelf  with  an  inferior,  (he 
would  have  become  neceflarily  degraded  to  the 
rank  of  her  hufband.  But  I  find,  madam,  thefe 
infuks  are  calculated  merely  to  gratify  your  pride, 
by  proving  to  what  extremity  of  meannefs  your 
power  can  reduce  me.  I  blulh.  at  the  fervilities  to 
which  it  has  already  expofed  me,  and  now  throw 
off  the  yoke  for  ever.  [Going. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Stay,  fir ;  before  you  go,  let  me 
beg  you  to  favour  this  letter  with  a  perufal.  Read 
it  at  your  leifure;  and  now«"  a  long  farewell  to  all 
my  greatnefs." 

Wingrevt,  Damnation !  laugh'd  at  too—  Fare- 
well, madam,  and  I  fwear  ■  ■ 

Mifs  Herbert.  Nay,  fir,  don't  fwear  j  or  if  thou 
wilt  fwear — fwear  by  thy  gracious  felf ! 

fPtngrcve.  [ha  fury  ef  pajfion.]  Madam,  I  go 
—for  ever.  [Exit. 

Mifs  Herbert.  To  have  convinced  me  of  that, 
vour  conge,  my  rebellious  captive,  Ihould  have 
been  taken  with  fomewhat  lefs  difturbance.  I  am 
glad.,  I  had  recollection  enough  to  give  him 
Lord^Dartford's  letter  of  propofals  before  he 
went,  «Je.was  in  a  terrible  rage,  to  be  fure — fo 
much  the  better— while  a  woman  retains  power 
enough  over  a  man  to  make  him  lofe  his  temper, 
he  is- not  yet  in  that  Hate  of  healthy  indifference 
that  intitlcs  him  to  bid  defiance  to  a  relapfe  of  if. 
fr&ion.  .  [Exit. 

END    OF    THE    FOURTH    ACT. 
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SCENE  I.    The  Admiral'*  Garden. 

Enter  Julia  (in  bey's  clothes,  hiking  hack.) 

YONDER  is  my  brother,  and  his  fervent,  as 
I  live  -,  perhaps  in  purfuit  of  me !  I  dare  not 
meet  them— Yet  Cure  they  cou'd  not  know  me — I 
hardly  know  myfelf — Their  eyes  feem  directed  this  * 
way — I'll  ihut  the  gate  till  they  have  pafs'd.  Ha! 
-who  comes  here?  perhaps  the  owner  of  this  place. 
From  my  long  refidence  with  my  aunt,  I  am  al- 
inoft  a  ftranger  in  my  native  village— Blefs  me,  he 
has  a  ftern  countenance!  I  had  bed  conceal  myfelf 
till  he  quits  the  garden.  [Retires. 

Enter '-.Admiral. 

Admiral.  "Why  what  a  pack  of  idle  fellows  I 
keep  about  me.  When  I'm  laid  up  with  the  gout 
thefe  rafcals  do  nothing — See  what  a  fine  jefla- 
mine  here  "is  almoft  fpoilt  for  want  of  tying  up — 
let's  try  what  I  can  do.  [ Gees  to  tie  it%  JuUa  fiifts 
her  place  ]  What's  that  (hakes  the  leaves  fo — Hey, 
is  not  that  a  man  ?  Oh !  oh  !  there's  the  way  my 
nectarines  fall  fo  ihort.  [Gees  and  brings  JuUa  for- 
ward] Here!  here!  no  refinance — Come  out,  and 
let  us  fee  what  we  can  make  of  you.  Well,  young 
gracelefs,  and  what  do  you  do  here  P  Come,  let's 
hear  what  account  you  can  give  of  yourfelf. 

Julia.  I  do  allure  you,  fir,  I  came  in  by  acci- 
dent. 

Admiral.  By  accident  ?  Well  that's  a  good  be- 
ginning enough  ;  what  do  you  Ihut  your  eyes  as 
K  you 
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you  go  along,  that  you  can't  tell  the  highway  from 
an  endofure  ? 

Julia.  I  mean,  fir,  I  ju(t  ftepp'd  in  to  avoid  a 
perfon  I  wifliM  not  to  fee  me. 

Admiral'  Very  like,  fir ;  but  pray,  fir,  will  you 
have  the  goodnefs  to  tell  us  who  you  may  happen 
tobe.urr 

Julia.  Pray,  fir,  excufe  me. 

Admiral.  Indeed,  fir,  I  lhall  do  no  fueh  thing- 
Come,  fir,  who'i  your  father  ? 

Julia.  I  cannot  tell  you,  indeed,  fir. 

Admiral.  Indeed,  fir— Well,  after  all,  ic  might 
puzzle  a  wlfer  head  than  your's  to  do  that ;  but 
poffibly  you  may  have  better  luck  with  regard  to 
your  mother — who  is  ihe  ? 

Julia,  My  mother,  fir,  is  dead. 

Admiral,  Dead,  is  ihe  ?  But  had  Ihe  no  name 
when  the  was  alive  ?  Egad  you  fliuffle  lb,  chat  I 
fancy  you've  been  longer  at  the  trade  than  I  at  firft 
Imagined.  You're  a  gay  fpark  for  the  profeluon 
too — If  Rachel  had  been  a  young  woman,  I  fhould 
have  fufpected  fomething  elfe;  but  perhaps  the 
coat  may  have  been  ftolen  too  ;  thefq  gentry  now, 
a^days  think  nothing  they  can  get  too  good  for 
them,  and  the  finger  is  only  an  accomplice  to  the 
felonious  pride  of  the  back,  "  win  gold  and  wear 
it"— Hey,  is  that  your  maxim,  my  young  poachiA 
er?  Gadfo,  now  I  remember,  I  have  feen  Samr« 
Welfbrd.  in  thofe  very  clothes-^I  fliaU  fecure  you, 
my  lad  ;  you  fliall  anfwer  all  this. 

Julia,  I  befeech  yoy,  fir,  no?  to  exppfe  me- 

Admiral,  Not  expofe  you — What!  doyou  think 

I  fliall  connive  at  felony  ?  Here,  Tom,  Simon, 

Ralph — attempt  to  move,  and  you're  a  dead  man. 

Here,  will  .nobody  help  me  to  fecure  this  villain  ? 

Enter 
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EnterMn.  Rachel  and  Servants. 

Admiral.  Here,  feize  that  fellow,  and  tie  his 
hands  behind  him — Keep  off,  Rachel,  I  dare  fay 
he  ha«  got  piftols  in  his  pockets — Lead  him  di- 
rectly to  a  magiftrate,  I'll  follow. 

Julia.  Dear  madam,  I  implore  you  to  plead  for 
me  to  that  gentleman — your  looks  fpeak  benevo- 
lence— I  entreat  you,  madam,  to  have  pity 
on  me ' 

Admtra*.  There's  a  young  artful  dog  now,  be- 
ginning to  coax  and  flatter  Rachel  about  her  good 
looks ;  aye,  that's  the  way  with  thefe  handfomer 
fprigs  of  the  fraternity,  they  are  fure  to  attack  the 
women;  but  'tis  fuch  a  fnivelling  puppy — why 
hang  it,  my  lad,  you  mult  expect,  thefe  rubs  in  the 
way  of  your  bufineft,  its  only  a  misfortune  in 
trade — Come  man,  behave  yourfelf  a  little  more 
like  a  rafcal  of  fpirit.  -■ 

Rachel.  Brother,  I  entreat  you  to  fend  your 
fervants  in. 

Admiral.  Send  'em  In,  Rachel,  why  how's  this  ? 
Do  you  want  htm  to  make  his  efcape  ?  Has  he  foft- 
eecd-you  with  his  whimpering?  You  know  if  he 
ifites  to  his  heels,  I  can't  follow  him. 

Rachel.  I  have  particular  rcafons  for  my  re- 
queft. 

Admiral.  Well,  be  it  fo  then— wait  in  the  houfe 
till  I  call  you.  [Exit,  fervants.y  Don't  you  think 
to  get  bfFtho*— if  you  attempt  to  ftir 

Julia.  You  may  rely  upon  it,  fir,  I  will  not 
move.  Oh,  madam,  may  I  hope  that  you  will 
befriend  me  in  this  dreadful  exigency  1 

Admiral.  No,  no,  my  lad,  You  are  dipping  into 

the  wrong  pocket  there ;  Rachel  is  not  like  molt  of 

her  lex,  to  be  won  over  by  wheedling,  you  do  but 

Ki  .fling 
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fling  away  your  ikill.     But  why  was  I  to  difmifs 
thole  fellows,  Rachel  ? 

Rachel.  Brother,  if  what  I've  already  faid  has 
Jurpriz'd  you,  I  fliall  encieafe  your  aftonilhment 
ftill  farther,  by  defiring  to  have  a  fliort  converfa- 
itqn  with  this  ftranger,  while  you  walk  afide. 

Admiral.  What,  leave  you  alone  with  a  pick- 
pocket, a  hpufebreaker  ?  I  tell  you,  he  has  pittols 
in  his  pockets,  or  a  fwalhing  cutlafs  in  his  coat- 
lining  !  Rathe],  Rachel,  you  are  a  poor  ignorant 
woman,  you  can't  tell  what  instruments  thefe  fel- 
lows may  have  about  them. 

Rachel.  You  are  miftaken,  brother,  this  is  no 
robber,  I  am  perfuaded. 

Admiral,  Oh  Rachel,  Rachel,  is  it  comes  to  this 
after  all  ! — I  did  think  for  your  fake,  that  there 
might  be  fuch  a  thing  as  &  woman  without  folly  ot 
frailty  ;  but  you  are  determined  that  I  Iball  not 
die  with  too  favourable  ah  opinion  of  your  fex— 
for  fliame  Rachel,  for  niatne^-'tis  too  bad — too 
bad  indeed, 

Rachel.     A    few  minutes  will    convince    you 

-  brother,  that  if  I  merited  your  good  opinion  before, 

I  lhall  not  be.  likely  to  forfeit  it  on  the  ptelent  ■ 

occafion.  >|S-, 

Admiral.  May  be  fo,  may  be  fo,  Rachel,  it  h*#j 

an  odd  look  however;  have  a  care  of  yourfelf, 

old  girl;  if  you  fhould  do  a  fooIUh  thing,  it  won't 

be  taken  as  if  one  of  your  prudes  had  been  guilty 

of  a' little  trefpafs,  who  prepare  people  for  their 

fall,  by  the  fufs  they  make  about  their  virtue.: 

You'll  have  a  hot  birth  on't,  my  old  lafs,  you 

will — but  however  mind  I  give  you  fair  warning. 

{Retires. . 

Julia.  Detr   madam,    vouchfafc  to   hear    my 

wretched  ftory. 

Racbtl 
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Rachel,  As  I  knpw  not  what  impreffion  my  bro- 
ther's ftrange  conjectures  may  have  made  on  your 
opinion,  fuller  me  to  gain  a  little  credit,  by  /par- 
ing you  the  trouble  of  informing  me  that  you  are 
Mifs  Wingrove. 

JuUq.  Madam  1 1 

Rachel.  Dear  young  lady,  be  not  alarm'd  at  this 
difcovery,  for  never  was  there  more  fincere  com* 
migration  than  what  your  fufF'rings  have  pro- 
duced in  me. 

Julia.  Oh,  madam,  how  has  my  wretched  fitu- 
ation  been  made  known  to  you?  and  by  what 
means  may  I  obtain  your  friendship  ? 

Rachel.  I  have  but"  one  condition  to  propofc, 
and  thit  is  an  unrcferved  communication  of  the 
circum (Varices  that  have  involved  you  in  this  dif- 
trefs— -that  made,  for  I  cannot  admit  an  idea  of 
criminality  in  you,  I  c*n  affure  you  not  only  of 
my  own  protection,  but  my  brother's  ■,  who  is  as 
warm  in  his  attachments,  as  he  is  rath  and  hafty 
in  forming  concluGotts  from  firft  appearances  -,  but 
my  brother  returns}  I  would  not  meet  him  till  I 
can  inform  him  of  the  whole.  This  way,  dear 
Mifs  Wingrove.  .  [Retire  to  an  alcove. 

Enter  Admiral. 

Admiral.  What  isn't  this  tete*a-tete  over  yet! 
what,  they  retire  at  the  fight  of  me — Oh !  .guilt ! 
guilt !  I'll  obferve  you  tho' — why  ihe  feems  to  be 
courting  him !  I'll  be  funk  if  it  isn't  fo — Aye, 
Rachel,  now  you  have  Bung  afide  propriety,  de- 
cency, I  fancy,  will  foon  follow.  Women,  I  find, 
never  love  to  do  filly  things  by  halves ;  when  once 
they  flip  cable  on  4  voyage  of  folly,  let  them 
bring  them  to  that  can.    Particularly  your  reafdn- 

ing 
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ing  fort  of  fenfible,  elderly  gentlewomen — -for 
When  they  have  fairly  palled  the  equinox  of  life, 
they  know  they  fail  with  a  trade  wind,  and  the 
devil  can't  flop  them,  till  they  are  fnug  in  harbour 
with-  a  yoke  fellow,  after  a  tedious  paflage  of 
difficult  virginity.  By  all  that's  fcandaldus 
fhe  takes  his  hand — Oh  fit  down,  fit  down,  my 
gentle  fwain — Why  he's  weeping  (till — fink  me  if 
ever  I  faw  fuch  a  watry-ey'd  puppy.  Not  but  there 
was  fomething  in  his  diftrefs  that  moved  me — if 
circumftances  had  not  been  fu  ftrorig  againft  him, 
I  mould  no  more  have  taken  him  for  a  thief  than 
for  a  failor — What,  muft  he  have  your  fmelling 
bottle  too — why  fhe  has  left  him  in  the  arbour, 
and  comes  this  way — (he  looks  as  if  fhe  faw  me 
too — can  (he  face  me?  will  fhe  brazen  out  her 
folly  ?  [Rachel  advances.]  Well,  Mrs.  Rachel 
Cleveland.  ' 

Rachel.  Well,  brother,  I  come  to  clear  up  alt 
your  doubts  and  difficulties.  ,/. 

Admiral  Oh  don't  take  fo  much  trouble, 
medam,  it  is  lufficiently  clear  already,  I  give  you 
my  word. 

Ratbel.  Nay,  then  I  perceive  you  are  under  your 
old  mi  flake,  fo  I  fhali  explain  all  at  once.  Tbj>. 
way,  my  dear.  (To  Julia.) 

Admiral  My  dear !  by  heaven  that's  too  much— 
what,  ho  "fhame,  Rachel ! 

Rachel.  Now  learn  your  error,  brother,  and  give 
me  leave  to  recommend  to  your  protection  [Julia 
advances,  Rachel  takes  her  hand,  the  admiral  going 
tutinarage']  Mifs  Julia  Wingrove. 

Admiral.  What's  that,  Rachel!  who -did  you 
fay? 

Rachel.  This  young  lady,  brother,  whole  mis- 
fortunes you  have  heard  in  part,  is  Mifs  Julia 
Wingrovcj  I  am  convinced  fhe  deferves  your 
friendfhip, 
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friendfliip,  and  ic  is  evident  flic  is  much  in  need 
of  ic. 

Admiral.  And  flic  (hall  have  it  coft  what  it  will. 
Young  lady !  why  what  a  fool  have  1  made  of  my- 
felf—  Can  you  excufe  an  old  fellow,  madam,  who 
frequently  lets  his  hafty  temper  run  away  with  hit 
flow  wits  ? 

Julia.  Your  prefent  kindnefs,  fir,  infinitely 
overpays  the  fears  occasioned  by  your  mifcon- 
ception. 

Admiral.  You  muft  feal  my  pardon,  mjfs,  by  a 
falute,  or  I  lha'nt  think  we  are  fairly  reconciled. 
Rachel,  I  don't  apologize  to  you,  as  I  know  your 
forgivenefs  is  always  clofe  in  taw  of  my  repent- 
ance j  but  as  for  you,  lady  fair,  fince  you  have 
been  forced  upon  my  coaft,  they  muft  fight 
through  fire  and  water  for  you  that  drive  you  out 
to  fea  again. 

Julia.  Do  not,  I  befeech  you,  fir,  let  your  ge- 
nerous compaflion  for  me  lead  you  into  danger ; 
the  bare  idea  of  fuch  ;a*onfequence  would  com- 
pel me  to  forego  the  comfort  of  your  hofpitable 
protection. 

Admiral,  Oh  don't  let  your  little  fearful  heart 
begin  conjuring  up  vexations,  it'll  do  me  a  great 
deal  of  good — make  my  blood  circulate — I  have 
been'too  long  out  of  action — a  vaft  while  too  long 
— I  am  mere  ftill  water — fpoiling  for  want  of 
motion— a  little  hurricane  or  two  will  fliake  me 
clear  again.  I  want  a  bit  of  a  ftorm  for  the  quiet  of 
my  old  days,  and  a  little  wholefume  danger  will 
promote  the  fafety  of  my  health,  fo  away  with 
your  fears,  my  little  light  fing — 'Sblood  1  was 
getting  on  the  old  tack  again. 

Julia.  But,  dear  fir.—— 

Admiral. 
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Admiral.  Do  Rachel,  tell  her  what  an  obftinate 
old  fellow  I  am,  and  that  it  is  only  wafting  her 
ammunition  to  oppofe  me. 

Rachel.  There  is  to  much  generality,  brother,- 
in  the  fubftance  of  what  you  fay,  that  I  have  no 
inclination  to  difpute  about  the  cxpreffion  of  it. 
Mifs  Wingrove,  if  you  pleafe,  you  fhall  lay  afide 
this  drefs. 

Julia,  Gladly,  madam. 

Admiral.  Come,  young  lady,  let  me  be  your 
conductor,  and  they  that  can  make  prize  of  Bri- 
tiffi  beauty  when  under  the  convoy  of  a  Britifb, 
admiral,  muft  have  more  weight  of 'metal  about 
them  than  the  whole  bulk  of  your  lubberly  rela- 
tions, faving  your  prefcnce,  in  a  body — fo  cheerly, 
my  little  angel— bear  up- — *'  Bleft  ifle  with 
beauty,  &c."  (Singing).  [Exeunt. 

Scene  changes  to  herd  Dartford's  houft.    LordDart- 
ford  and  .Jenkins. 

Lord  Dartford.  So  this  triumph  of  my  attrac- 
tions, as  1  had  fo  naturally  believed,  was  a  (ham 
after  all — Death,  how  dared  this  faucy  baggage 
venture  to  fet  her  pert  wits  on  fo  hazardous  a 
deception- -but  my  turn  may  come,  and  if,flw 
mould  marry  this  bouncer  Wingrove,  and  grow 
difgufted  with  him,  which  of  courfe  muft  be  the 
cafe,  it  will  be  in  vain  that  flie  turns  her  eyes  to 
me,  I  allure  her — But  what's  to  be  done  in  this 
affair. 

Jenkins.  Can't  your  lordftnp  difown  having 
ftnt  any  propofal  to  Mifs  Herbert. 

Lord  Dartford.  How  can  I  do  that;  you  d<S 
livered  the  letter,  did'nt  you  ? 

Jenkins*  Yes,  my  Lord,  but  he  muft  be  a  very 
indifferent 
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todrffitow  femrt  whofo  memory  cannot  ftil  hmV 
a-Httfcy  foi<  the  idvimagc  of  .hiimaftcr. 

Lord  Dartferd.  Welly  ws  nroft  confign  rhwi 
difficulty  m  the-  ecclah-ciflement  of  rime'  Aid  btfttw 
fortune — but  in  the  interim  this  refufat  of  Mifs 
Herbert's  makes  it  of  importance  to  recover  this 
waifcterlng nymph- its foen  aspoffible.  DidThorriasy 
do  you  fay,  trace  a  young  gentleman,  refcrnblirtg- 
Mifi  Wingrore  to  Admiral  Gk/elands. 

Jenkins,  He  did,  my  Lord,  and  was  almoft  cer- 
fflinr  rt  was- hetftlf. 

Lard  DoMfitd.  If  it  fliould  prove  iby  and  Hid 
obtains  father  ther*",  I  think  it  might  be  eafy  ro> 
wMch  for  her  ir>  the  garden,  atid  ftcal  her  thenetv 
bw  fft-ft  the  Admiral  muft  be  watched  out  though' 
—MineMbfer  that  ;--*■  there  may  be  danger  dfe. 

Jenkins.  That's  one  of  the'  cafe,  my  Lord,*  hi 
which  my  memory  never  fails  me. 

Lord  Dfflford:  WeH  then,  list's1  about  ttmftaritly 
—If  I  cogld  mee£with  the' lady,- there  is  no  hadh* 
treatment  to  her  that  -the' old  Baronet  will  not  in- 
terpret tat»l  relpeft  for  him  \  and  as*  for  the- fwag- 
gerer,  hi*  fon,  terj  him  know  of  my  attempt  upon' 
his  miftrefs,  when  I  am  married  to  his  lifter,  with1 
all  my  heart — Decency  Will  prevent  him  from 
Wiling:  me  then,  and  a*  for  his  opinion,  ai  that  is 
irtnoocM  of  any  effect  upon  tte'bbdy,  we  mu(b 
endeavour  to  endure  it.  \Extunt^ 

SCENE  III.     Jttifs  Herbert's. 

A*/*  Herbert.  I  don'f  know  how  it  is,  but  I 
feel  a  fort  of  uneafinefs  about  me,  as  if  fomcthing 
had  happened  to  vex  me.  What  can  it  be  ?  for- 
getful creature  thai  lam-^Mift  Wingrove's  dif-' 
treflb,  to  be  furc.  Yet  that  is  not  a  novelty  at  the 
prefent  moment ;  and  then  the  perlevering  ab-" 
furdity  of  her  lofty  brother-*1**  1  ha  !— Sits  the 
wind  in  that  quarter-  ?  Welli  I  oan't  help  it.  I  am 
L  afraid 
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afraid  he  is  not  quite  indifferent  to  me  y  yet  I  mult 
tame  him  out  of  thU  unreaibnable  haughtinefs  be- 
fore marriage,  that  he  may  be  entitled  to  the  juft 
pride  of  a  hulband  when  he  becomes  one. 
Enter  Wingrove.  ' 

Blefs  me,  how  came  you  here? — Always  ftealing 
upon  one?  ' 

IVmgrove,  I  am  fo  truly  alham'd,  madam — I 
cannot—    . 

Mifs  Herbert.  Come,  fir,  there  is  an  eloquent 
humility  in  your  manner  that  fpcaks  for  you.  I 
have  once  before  to-day  conftrued  your  meaning  s 
and  I  begin  to  flatter  myfelf  I  ihall  not  be  a  Ids 
faithful  interpreter  now,  when  I  fuppofe  that  you 
are  indeed  a  penitent  for  the  treatment  to  which 
you  have  cxpos'd  your  fitter. 

Wingrove   Indeed,  indeed,  I  am  fo. 

Mifs  Herbert.  I  am  rejoiced  to  hear  it.  You 
have  read  the  letter  I  gave  you  ? 

Wingrove.  I  have,  madam. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Well,  in  all  this  wide  world  of 
caprice  and  uncertainty  then  is  but  one  thing  in- 
fallible. 

Wingrove.  What  is  that  ? 

Mifs  Herbert.  That ! — Why  that  a  man  of  rank 
never  violates  his  plighted  honour,  and  that  birth 
involves  in  it  every  human  virtue. 

Wingrove.  Perfidious  fcoundrel— J'Jl  tear  him 
piece-meal. 

Mifs  Herbert.  Tear  your  own  prejudices  from 
your  heart,  Mr.  Wingrove. 

Wingrove,  They  are  gone,  madam  ;  and  I  have 
no  other  proof  that  they  ever  had' an  exiftencc  in 
my  bofom,  but  the  mortified  fenfibility  which  they 
have  left  behind  them. 

Mifs  Herbert,  Come,  fir,  keep  up  your  fpirits  i 
you  will  do  charmingly,  I  am  convine'd. 

Wingrove. 
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Wlngrvoe.  Nayi  I  am  not  now  a  convert  to 
your  opinion,  my  Harriet. 

AS/s  Herbert.    What  a  relapfe. 

Wingrwe.  No,  I  only  mean  to  fay,  this  is  not 
the  firil  time  of  my  life  in  which  I  have  thought 
as  you  do.  Reafon  has  had  many  ineffectual 
ftruggles  w'uh  prejudice  in  my  mind  upon  this  fub- 
je£t  before.  But,  henceforth,  I  difclaim  all  re- 
verence for  fuch  idle  fuperftitions— I  defpife  birth, 
and  ail  the  vanities  which  attend  it. 

Mfs  Herbert.  Now,  Mr.  Wingrove,  I  do  not 
think  To  well  of  your  cafe  as  I  did.  1  am,  myfelf, 
no  peevHh,  morofe  caviller  at  birth.  It  is  always 
graceful,  and  often  ufefuU  when  it  operates  as  a 
motive  to  a  kind  and  honourable  emulation  with 
the  iHuftrious  dead}  but  when  thofe  who  poffeft 
the  advantage,  endeavour  to  make  it  a  iubftiture 
for  every  other  excellence,  then  indeed  I  think  the 
offender  is  entitled  to  do  gentler  fentiment  than  my 
contempt,  or  my  pity. 

Wingrove.  My  Harriet  (hall,  from  this  time, 
regulate  my  opinions  in  every  thing— and  now  may 
I  hope— 

Mifi  Herbert.  Not  now !  not  now — Go  home 
and  be  upon  the  watch  to  avail  yourfelf  of  the  firft 
opportunity  to  reconcile  every  thing.  Let  this  be 
the  firft  probation  of  your  recovery  ;  and  if,  when 
next  we  meet,  I  mould  find  matters  in  a  way  that 
promifes  general  happinefs,  perhaps  I  may  not  be 
fo  cruel  to  myfelf  as  to  deny  you  the  civility  of 
partaking  in  it* 

Wtngreve.  Charming  Harriet.  [Exeunt  feparately. 

SCENE  IV.    The  Admiral's  Garden. 

Enter    Afrs.    Rachel,    Welforoj,    and    Yoiwo 

Manly. 

Rachel.  Excufe  me,    Mr.  Manly,    Mils  Win- 
L  2  grove's 
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grove's  feelings  have  bean  lately  too  much  agitated 
for  me  to  fuffer  her  to  be  cxpo&d  no  new  coitr 
fliets. 

Young  Manly.  Madam,  I  came  here  Co  fatisfy 
my  anxious  doubts  about  Mifs  Wingrove/s  fafety  s 
being  once  aflared  of  that,  I  reCgn  myfelf  to  the 
defpair  I  iiave  fo  juftly  merited. 

*,.  -[Wolksttf, 

Wilforj-  Nav,  DUC  madam,  don't  Jet  your  gc 
ncrous   compaflion  for  the  fair    fufferer  entirely 

{irevail  over  the  penitent  mifery  of  the  ofitndef— - 
rt  them  but  meet,  and  leave  the  reft  to  chance. 

Rachel.  Well,  fir,  if  1  can  prevail,  Mr.  Manly 
fhall  fee  Mifs  Wingrotx— but  let  him  underflaiuj 
I  will  not  have  her  urged  upon  any  point,  and  the 
length  of  the  interview  muft  be  entirely  left  Co  her 
own  pleafure  and  difcrecion.  ■ 

Welferd.  It  fball,  nMfdam- .J  engage  for  his' 
•bedieace  in  every  thing,,  [Emit  Ratbei.]  Come, 
Manly,  throw  away  your  dffpair.  Mrs.  Cleasx- 
Jand  is  gone  to  bring  in  your  Julia. 

Young  Manly.  Call  her  back,  I  befeich  you.  I 
dare  not  meet  my  injured  love — Call  her  back,  I 
in  treat  you  ;  though  I  feel  this  kindntfc  from  you, 
Welford,  with  double  force,  after  my  late  behar 
viour  to  you — -how  could  I  iufpeiftyou? 

IVclford.  No  more  of  that-— here  ft)e-  comes 
without  my  trouble,  and  with  heir-r..fl»all  I  fend 
them  back? 

[Enter  Mrs.  Rachel,  and  Julia.} 

[Jsfion  as  they  fee  each  other  Manly  kneels,  and  Julia 
retimes,  en  Mrs.  Rachel.] 

Young  Manly.  Oh!  Julia. 
Julia.  Mr.  Manly  ! 
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Teung  Manly.  Oh !  my  lov'd  Julia,  I  dare  not 
approach  yog  *  yet  let  mc  furvey  that  form,  where 
every  virtue  claims  its  own  imprefllon.  Let  me 
fee  anger  aggravated  by  fwc^nefs,  and  juftice 
19  her  moft  awful  form,  iavefted  in  all  the  terrors 
of  offended  beauty.  Look  on  me  but  wliiJft  J  de- 
scribe the  agonies  1  have  endured  for  your  fufier- 
i(?gs,  and  the  pangs  I  have  undergone  for  my  in- 
expi?b)e  guilt.  I  do  not  expe&  to  be  forgiven- — 
pnly  fay  you  will  endeavour  not  to  hate  mei 
and  I  go*  my  Julia^-^if  you  will  have  it  lb,  for 
ever. 

Julia,  Mr.  Manly,  I  cannot  very  eafily  hate- 
nay,  fir,  I  even  forgive  you— «but  if  your  hopes, 
which  1  cap  bard  I  y  fuppofc,  fbould  exceed  this 
prudent  limit  they  deceive  yon. 

IVelferd.  Come,  Mifs  Wingrove,  let  mt  hope 
you  will  oonfider  thja^putter.  I  will  not  prefe  it 
jipw*-nbur.-^        -•■ .  ■ 

Julia.  My  obligations  to  you,  fir,  have  been 

■  important  indeed  i   but   this  is    not  a  topic  even 

for  (he  claims  of  gratitude.    Mr.  Manly,  X  am 

fure,  will  not  oppote  the  only  plan  of  comfort  thai 

is  left  me — a  quiet,  peaceful  fechifion. 

X<mng  flfytify.  No,  my  Julia,  .no— never  will  I 
difturb  ypur  repofe, 

Julia.  I  beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Cleaveland; 
but  indeed  I  am  not  welt. 

Rackfl.  Be  lea  ted,  my  dear.  I  intreat  you  to 
fake  your  leave  for  the  prefent,  gemlemcq. 

Z~ffvg  Hmb*  Kafcal  that  I  am. 

[Exiunf  Manly  and  Welfard, 

Rafbet.  Keep  up  your  fpirits.  I'll  ftcp  into  the 
houfeand  fetch  fomething  for  your  relief,  my  dear, 

[Suit. 

Julia.  I  am  lorry,  madam, 

Enter 
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Enter  Lord  Dartvo*t>  and  Jenkins,  •with  Servants 

behind. 

Lord  Dartferd.  There  (he  is — and  alone,  by  all 
that's  lucky.  Lofe  no  time.  You  are  fure  the  ad- 
miral is  not  at  home  ? 

Jenkins.  Quite  fure,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Dartferd.  Very  well  i  lofe*  no  time ;  ad- 
vance: \Tbey  feize  Julia. 

Julia.  "What  means  this  rudeneTs— Help!  help! 
Oh  help  me,  or  I  am  loft. 

Re-enter  Manly,  Welpoed,  and  Rachel. 

Teung  Matify .  Mf  Julia's  voice! 

[Jenkins  runs  away. 
Lord  Dart/ord.    Take  care,  Mr.  Manly — We 
are  well  armed — take  care,  I  fay. 

Young  Manly,  Daftardly  vrtlam — a  piftol. 

[  Strikes  it  out  of  bis  band. 
[fit  Dartferd party  efcape. 
How  is  my  Julia? — Thank*  Heaven  that  has  af- 
forded me  an  opportunity  of  being  ferviceable  to 
her  in  any  thing. 
Welford.  How  fare  you,  madam  ? 
Julia.  Much  beholden,  gentlemen,  to  you  both; 
but  weary  of  this  life  of  alarms  and  refcues. 

Enter  MmiraVs  Servant, 

Servant.  Your  father,  Sir  William,  madam,  is 
within,   enquiring  for  you* 

Julia.  I  will  intrude  upon  you  lb  much  further 
as  to  lead  me  to  my  father  inftantly. 

Toung  Manly.  To  your  father ! — Mu ft  it  be  fa, 
Julia  t 

Julia.  Do  not  oppofe  my  requeft,  Mr.  Manly ; 
1  am  refolved  to  throw  myfelf  upon  his  mercy.— 

My 
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My  misfortunes  may  have  foftcned  him.     Will 
you  be  kind  enough,  madam,  to  accompany  me  f 
I  ffaall  need  your  friendly  offices. 
-    Rachel.  Mifs  Wingrovc  may  command  me  in 
any  thing. 

Young  Manly*  Come  then,  my  Julia,  and  let 
me  deliver  you  up  to  that  father  from  whofe  ca- 
pricious cruelty- 1  fo  lately  thought  to  have  given 
you  a  happy  and  a  lafting  freedom.  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  V.     The  Admiral's  Houfe. 

Enter  Sir  William,  Mifs  Julia,  Mrs.  Rachel, 
Young  Manly,  and  Mr.  Welford. 

Sir  William.  I  am  overjoyed  at  your  fafety,  Ju- 
lia;  but  yet  your  leaving  me — 

Rachel.  Nay,  Sir  William,  if  the  ftep  your 
daughter  took  was  imprudent,  who  forced  her  to 
it  ■?  Who  was  it  that  compelled  her  to  feek  an  un- 
certain refuge  among  ftrangers  ? 

Sir  William.  'Sdeatb,  madam,  what  had  my 
conduct  to  do  with  her  difobedience?  *Tis  true. 
Lord  Dartford's  propofals  to  Mifs  Herbert  render 
him  unworthy  my  alliance •,  but  is  not  this  man  a 
plebeian — a  fellow  of  yefterday  ? 

Welford.  Here,  fir,  you  muft  allow  me  the  li- 
berty of  obferving,  that  Mr.  Manly's  recent  fer- 
vices  co  your  daughter,  which  you  have  juft  heard, 
merit  a  more  liberal  return. 

Sir  William.   That's  very    true,    indeed — very 
true— I  am  forry,  indeed.     I  beg  you  ten  thou- 
fand  pardons,  upon  my  word,  Sir. 
Enter  Mr.  Wingrove, 

Wingrove.  Where,  where  is  (he? 

[Runs  to  Julia. 
Sir  William.  'Gad,  I  muft  retrieve  my  dignity 
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in  dime,  rtr .  William  wtfl  be  iir  a  irtmoB^oM 
fiary*— -5  iaijr>  &>,  for  *»y  thing  I.  know,  you  may 
be  a  very  good  fore  of  perfbn,  btw  fda  will  **-» 
tele  me  if  I  decline  difgracing.  my  farriUy  by  as  con- 
nection with  one  of  your  condition. 

fPingravA'    What's  ehat? 

Sir  H'iUitm.  I  fay,,  young  gendeman,  you>h*re' 
lionemy  family  a  fervice— -i  acknowledge  ir-"«I  cm 
gratefuf  for  it — but— — 

Wingrove.  Nay,  fir,  now  let  me  interpofe.  I  have 
long  been  fcnfible  of  Mr.  Manly**  merits,  and 
have  placed  myfelf  in- the  way  of  the-aecbmplifh- 
Aientof  his  wifhes  from  Caufes,  which  at  this  mo- 
ment I  fee]  no  delight  in  contemplating. 

Srr.fyH&Wi  Why,  whaDVaWrttiis  ?■  Why,  -Wil- 
liam, is  it  you  ? — Are  y»cr  fare  it  is  you?' 

Wingrwe.  U  idenrily  depends  upon  tfttr  mSfid, 
fw,  t  -gk»*f  fti»fityingh!Mrw»>--bHt,-  pWrrtierWed 
teU'yoa?  fw,  w  haw-  been'  too  long  unjuft  tw 
the  merit  of  Mr.  Manly,  and  w  the  preference' of- 
tire  unhappy  Julian- befidcg,  firy'afwr  wHvat"  has 
happened  it  will  be  neeeflary,.  evsw  to<  tlw  prwkcof 
you*  houfe,.  that  an  immediate  union  fhouki  take 
flwbamten  Julia*  and  Mr,  Manly. 

5»r  WilUam.  Well,  if  die  rteceflwy  of  obe  Cafe 
forbids  die  p-offibility  of  a- choice*  I-definrit'to  be 
ttftderlteodL— 1  give  my  fret  confer!?* 
.  Tfatng  Mmfyv  Do  you  hearrtrts,  my  Jalra-r  Par- 
don me,  but  can  I  be  blamed  if  I  am  aftoniihed) 
ilfftD'  audacious  hope, 

Julia.  Do  nor,  Mr.  Manly  renew  a  foliditsrti&ii 
that  may  tend  to  plunge  mtf  inn*  the  guilt:  of  di£ 
obedience  a  fecond  time. 

Enter  Old  Manly,  Mifs  Manly,  and  Mifs  Hbk- 
.'.  Bert. 

OH  Mfinfy.    Mrs.  Cleveland,  you-  will  excufe 
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in  inpatient  fet  of  people  who  have  too  much  af- 
Je&ion  for  that  inconfiderate  fellow  there,  but 
.  hearing  fome'thing  of  a  fkirmilh  here,  in  which  he 
had  borne  a  pare,  we  could  not  rcCft  a  kind  of  cu- 
tiofity  to  know  the  particulars.  I  would  have 
come  by  rayfclf,  but  though  my  wife  was  too  much 
frightened  to  be  able  to  ftir  abroad,  my  daughter 
was  too  much  alarmed  to  be  able  to  ftay  at  home* 
and  fo  here  we  are- together. 

tPingrovt.  You  are  heartily  welcome,  fir,  and 
t  hope  we  fhall  all  be  better  friends  before  we  part. 

Mr.  Wdfard.  (to  Mifs  Manfy.]  Dare  I  hope, 
now,  that  my  Emma  has  difmifled  her  doubts  ? 

Mifs  Manly.  Name  them  not,  deaf  Mr.  Wel- 
ford,  I  befeech  you. 

Enter  Admiral  Cleveland. 

Admiral  Why,  Hollo  Rachel!  What's  all  this. 
There  was  I  gone  to  attend  the  examination  of 
that  fmuggling  dog  Larroii,  and  the  woman  he 
lives  with*  for  receiving  ftolen  goods,  when  in 
comes  a  hue  and  cry  after  ine,  with  a  Canterbury 
tale  of  your  beyig  run  away  with— I  confefs  I  drd 
not  givemuch  credit  to  that  pan  of  the  ftory.becaufe 
thinks  I,  an  old  maid,  whatever  may  be  the  value 
of  her  lading,  is  a  fort  of  neutral  veffel,  that  al! 
nations  to  do  them  juftice,  hold  very  facred  from 
attack.  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  all  at  my  houfe. 
Well,  Sir  William,  may  an  old  feaman,  who  boafts 
bo  larger  ftore  of  arms  thaii  the  ffiorc  allowance 
which  nature  gave  him,  prefume  to  ftrike  hands 
with  a  man  whofe  anceftry  bore  command  while 
Noah  was  a  midfhtpman,  eh! 

Sir  WiRiam.  I  don't  very  well  underftand  the  in- 
tention of  your  fpeech,  Admiral,  but  your  kind- 
«ef»  to  my  daughter  fpoke  a  language  that  could 
M  not 
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not  be  mifinterpretecl.    t  hdpe  ydu'll  extttfe  otit 
breaking  in  upon  you  in  this  manner. 

•Enter  ODonnel. 

Whbfen't  fory6u,  'Br. 

O'Dchnet.  An  'pUfe  your  "honour  the'y  nave  le1- 
cufed  the 'fniart  little  gahtlemfcn  below,  thfct  made 
fuch  a  dirdum  kbdtit  Mils — and  we  want  to  know 
what  your  honour  intends  to  do  Wid  him  ?  Whe- 
eler your  honour  wdu'd  give  him  de  liberty  to  be 
fit  in  de  flocks,  Or  wou'd  like  better  that  he 
fliou'd  take  a  pritty  little  walk  in  de  horfe-pond, 
your  honour. 

Sir  WUliaht.  Who  is  It  the  feI16w  means  ? 

Toting  Manly.  Lord  DartforS,  'I  fuppofe. 

ToungWingrove.  Oh,  let  him  go — [ExitO'Donnel] 
you  cannot  punilh  him— he  is  above  .your  ridi- 
cule—fot  he  is  below  your  contempt. 

Old  Manly.  'But,  I  fay,  Admiral 

Admiral,  "Well,  my  friend. 

Old  Manly.  I  was  only  going  to  fiy,  that  is 
this  lord  cannot  but 'feel  riirhfelf  at  this  junfture  'in 
a  fort  of  an  aukward  kind  of  a  taking  it  wolild  be 
good  natured  in  you,  and  T.  am  fure  very  agree- 
able to  the  company,  to  go  to  him  and  give  him  a 
little  of  your  comfort — he's  only  "vex  d  now  at 
his  difappointment — but  go  to  him,  worthy  Ad- 
miral— do— aodcorifole  him  into  perfect  mifery. 

Admiral,  Nay,  my  worthy  friend,  no  more  of 
'  tKat,I  befeech  you,  it  was  only  a  fmall  fplice  of 
fdrecaftle  merriment— =-the  laft  faculty  an  old  Tea- 
man parts  with  is  a  little  fort  of  a  frieaking  fond- 
nefs  for  a  joke— and  as  it  is  often  the  only  "com- . 
fort  that  fticks  to  him  after  a  life  of  fervice,  it 
would  be  hard  to  deprive 'him  of  that. 

Old'Mdnly.  So,  when  you  are  no'longerfit  for 

duty,  you  kindly  turn  the  hulk  into  a  tender,  and 

make 
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make  it  a  crazy  receptacle  for  forced  jokes^  a,nd 
preffed  wktkifms.     Well,  I  fqrgivc  you. 

Admiral,  [to  Qld  Manly-'}  Thank  you,  thank 
yaw— and  now,  Manly,  I  give  you  joy. 

Qld  Manly,  Eh  ! — what— jqy  ! — I  entreat  you 
my  good  friend— JQy  from  you — 

Admiral.  Nay,  1  am  ferious  now— I  heartily 
congratulate  on  the  approaching  happinefs,  I  hope, 
of  this  wicked,  honeft  fellow  of  a  fon  of  your's— 
the  conduct  of  this  lord  has  brought  fiirn  into  the 
mind  of  my  favour  agajnr  -welj,  they  may  fay 
what  they  will  about  the  degeneracy  of  the  times, 
and  the  falling  off  of  our  morals,  and  all  that ; 
but,  to  my  thinking,  we  improve  in  every  thing 
except  in  fighting,  and  in  that — though  we  may 
equal—  damn  me,  if  we  can  better,,  the  good  old 
model  of  our  forefathers.  I  remember  in  my 
younger  years,  there  were  fame  few  fcattered  rem- 
nants of  fuch  chaps  as  his  lord  (hip— fome  remains 
of  your  old  fchool  of  beaux,  who  had  been  the 
infects  of  the  former  century,  and  which  I  had 
hoped  were  ail  extinct  by  this  time  ;  who,  like  him, 
were fhewy  and  dangerous,  fitterfor  manccveringthan 
action,  and  moreguady  in  their  tackle,  than  found 
in  their  bottom — whereas,  for  ought  1  fee,  the 
ftriplings  of  thefe  days,  like  this  pickle  Manly, 
have  all  the  gaiety  of  their  predecefibrs,  with  not 
a  quarter  of  their  foppery  j  and  with  ]cfs  vice  in 
their  hearts,  have  more  nature  in  their  follies. 

[Mifs  IFittgrove  advances. 

Julia.  I  can  deny  nothing,  madam,  to  the  kind 
eloquence  of  fuch  an  advocate,  the  more  fo,  when 
all  powerful  as  it  is,  it  receives  fome  fmall  aflift- 
ance,  I  fear,  from  the  perfuafions  of  my  own  heart 
— and  now,  Manly,  may  a  poor,  perfecuted  fu- 
gitive hope  at  laft  for  a  happy  afylum  from  the  fe- 
verities  of  her  fortunes?  Shall  I  truft  myfelf 
M  2  again 
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again  to  the  precarious  direction  of  fo  fickle  t 
guide — yes,  I  will  trull,  molt  confidently  truft 
thee,  for  where  there  is  generality  as  the  founda- 
tion virtue  in  a  man's  nature,  the  memory  of  a 
woman's  forrows  will  fecure  her  againft  a  repeti- 
tion of  the  caufe  of  them,  not  with  fuch  a 
mind,  can  her  affection  fondly  beftowed  ever  be 
quite  hopelcfs  of  a  return. 

Young  Manly.  Deareft  Julia,  I  will  not  injure 
either  my  gratitude  or  my  love,  by  any  attempt  to 
convey  them  through  the  feeble  vehicle  of  words 
— let  my  life  fpeak  the  fincerity  of  my  repentance, 
and  the  homage  of  my  devoted  affection  :  and  as 
for  that  vice  in  particular  which  has  protracted  my 
happinefs,  and,  but  for  the  generous  kindnefs  of 
your  brother,  might  have  intercepted  it  for  ever,  I 
renounce  it  to  the  end  of  my  Hfe— - 1  abjure  it«f 
no  never  mall  1  offend  by  intemperance  again, 
Unlefs 

>/«.  Unlefs,  Manly! 

Wingrove.  Unlefs,  Mr.  Manly!   . 

YouHg  Manly.  Unlefs  one  favouring,  fmile  from 
this  company  mould  hurry  us  all  into  an  unex- 
pected excefs— an  intemperance  of  Honest  Gra-* 
titude. 


N      \      S^ 
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Right  Hon.  Lieotenamt  General  Burgotne. 
Spoken  by  Mrs.  Jordan. 

MaNY  a  fhop  hangs  forth,  in  Wit's  behalf, 
Fugitive  Pieces — neatly  bound  in  calf: 
With  better  hopes  infpirM,  our  Author  lues, 
Refuge  in  this  Afyluni  of  the  Mufe ; 
One  little  corner  of  this  ample  fpace, 
Where  Fugitives  by  hundreds  jhall  have  place. 
For  inftance,  now— each  clais  in  order  due, 
Fugitive  Critics — I  begin  to  you. 
To  you,  who  migrate  from  that  cruel  fchooj 
Which  tries  an  author,  but  to  prove  him  fool ; 
Who  quit  the  path  by  partial  rigour  trod)  . 
More  pleas'd  to  weave  the  bays  than  lift  the  rod } 
To  you,  our  judges  in  the  laft  refort, 
Wide  fly  our  doors— behold  your  fov'reign  court ; 
O'er  Tragic  rights,  o'er  Comic  laws  prefide, 
Temper  your  monitor  and  tafte  your  guide- 
To  thofe  who  bear  not  from  mere  tril  of  tongue, 
Words  of  (oft  nothing,  by  foft  nothing  fung, 
\S\ngs.~\  But  one  dull  chime  in  Sola,  Due,  Trio, 
Ah!   Mb  Bit,  to— Ah,  Bel  Idol  Mio. 
Who  by  no  forccry  of  fafhion  bound, 
l«iften  for  fenfe  e'er  they  applaud  the  found ; 
We  offer  fhelter  in  we  11 -.hearing  feats, 
And  our  beft  promife  of  united  treats. 
Next  for  friend  John,  this  country's  ftrength  and  pride, 
Plain,  frugal,  competent,  and  fatisfied. 
Who  flying  alehoufe,  ribaldry  and  ftrife, 
Takes  Sue  in  arm,  for  John  ne'er  flies  his  wife— 
And  dedicates  to  an  inviting  play, 
The  extra  gainings  of  a  lucky  day. 
To  yonder  harbour  may  they  prefs  in  crowds 
Our  faithful  overfeers  in  the  clouds ! 
Sometimes, 'tis  true,  for  Mufic  eager  grown, 
Wbtugh  goes  an  overture  in  notes  then-  own ; 
And  fometimes  fterling  joke  appearing  fcarcc, 
They  roar  for  hornpipe  to  eke  out  a  farce  ; 


But 
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But  fttll  true  nature,  be  it  laugh  or  tear, 
Finds  with  electric  touch  its  centre  there. 
The  pregnant  fenfe  of  right  dtfdaina  conWoul, 
And  the  rough  hand  reports  the  honeft  foul. 

Now  for  that  fpeaking  look  of  gay  fixteen,        • 
A  look  fo  arch,  what  breadth  of  fan  can  fcretn  ? 
Tho'  timid,  curious — innocent — but  fly- 
It  aflcs,  in  fpeech  eaffd  Whlfper  of  the  Eye- 
Sifter — dear  me — what — what  are  we  to  ftyi 
Man — Monfter  mart— in  fped on s  colours  hid— 
I  mean  not  all  the  race,  no,  Heaven  forbid  ! 
I  mean  the  wretch  who  fighs  but  to  betray, 
Take  flight  before  temptation  checks  your  way. 
Hard  is  the  trial  'gain ft  a  traitor's  art, 
A  heedlefs  moment  and  a  tender  heart- 
Take  flight  from  thefe— of  the  mere  breeze  beware, 
Start  like  theifrigbted  dove  that  gains  the  air, 
Nor  trafts  her  wing  to  flutter  o'er  the  fnare. 

Welcome,  fweet  Fugitives  ;  there  {to  the  boxes)  feariefs, 
fit, 
Where  Beauty's  girdle  binds  the  realm  of  wit : 
And  virtue  breath'd  from  your  bright  forms  below, 
Shall  waft  its  eflence  to  our  topmoft  row. 

Such  are  the  Fugitives  whom  we  invite, 
To  aid  the  humble  brother  of  to-night. 
He  in  your  juftke  may  fecurely  truft, 
But  my  hopes  tell  me,  you'll  be  more  than  juft 
And  fpare  one  precious  moment  of  applaufe, 
E'en  to  the  Fugitive  who  pleads  his  caofe. 
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PROLOGUE. 

By    the    Rev.    R.    KARES. 

Sf*hu  by  Mr.  FJRREN. 

/"VJR  Author,  who  accufes  great  and  fmall, 
^-^  And  fays  fo  boldly,  there  are  faults  in  all ; 
Sends  me  with  difroal  voice,  and  lengthen'd  phiz, 
Humbly  to  own  one  dreadful  fault  of  bis : 
A  fault,  in  modern  Authors  not  uncommon, 
It  is,— now  don't  be  angry— He's — a  -woman. 

Can  you  forgive  it  ?— Nay,  HI  tell  you  more, 
One*  who  has  dar'd  to  venture  here  before  ; 
Has  feen  your  fmiles,  your  frowns, — tremendous  light  I 
O,  be  not  in  the  frowning  mood  to-night  \ 
The  Play,  perhaps,  has  many  things  amifs  : 
Well,  let  us  then  reduce  the  point  to  this, 
X*t  only  thofe  that  have  no  failings,  hifs. 

The  Rights  of  Women,  fays  a  female  pen, 
Are,  to  do  every  thing  as  well  as  Men. 
To  think,  to  argue,  to  decide,  to  write, 
To  talk,  undoubtedly — perhaps,  to  fight. 
[For  Females  march  to  war,  like  brave  Commanders, 
plot  in  old  Authors  only — but  in  Flanders.] 

I  grant  this  matter  may  be,ftrain'd  too  far, 
And  Maid  'gainft  Man  is  moil  uncivil  war : 
Igrant,  as  all  my  City  friends  will  fay, 
That  Men  Ihould  rule,  and  Women  ihould  obey: 
That  nothing  binds  the  marriage  contract  fafter, 
Than  our  —  "  Zounds,    Madam,    I'm  your  Lord  and 

Matter," 
I  grant  their  nature,  and  their  frailty  fuch, 
Women  may  make  too  free — and  know  too  much. 
But  fince  the  Sex  at  length  has  been  inclin'd 
To  cultivate  that  ufeful  part— :the  mind  ;— 
Since  they  have  learnt  to  read,  to  write,  to  fpell  j— 
Since  forne  of  them  have  wit, — and  ufe  it  well  j— 
J^et  us  not  force  them  back  with  brow  fevere, 
Within  the  pale  of  ignorance  and  fear, 

Confin'd 
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Confin'd  entirely  to  domeftic  arts. 
Producing  only  children,  pies,  and  tsrta. 

The  fav'rite  fable  of  the  tuneful  Nine, 
Implies  that  female  genius  it  divine. 
Then,  drive  not,  Critics,  with  tyrannic  rage, 
A  fupplicating  Fair-one  from  the  Stage; 
The  Comic  Mufe  perhaps  is  growing  old, 
Her  lovers,  you  well  know,  are  few  and  cold. 
Tis  time  then  freely  to  enlarge  the  plan, 
And  let  all  thofe  write  Comedies — that  can. 


DRAMATIS   PERSONA 

MEN. 

Lord  Norland  —  Mr.  Farias. 

Sir  Robert  Ramble  — .  Mr.  Lawis. 

Mr.  Solus  —  ,  Mr.  Quick. 

Mr.  Harmony  —        Mr.  Mukden. 

Mr.  Placid  —        Mr.  Fawcitt. 

Mr.  Irwin  —  Mr.  Pope. 

Hammond  —  Mr.  Powill. 

Porter  —  —  Mr.  Thompson. 

Edward  —  —  Mils  Gust, 

WOMEN. 

Lady  Eleanor  Irwin     —        Mrs.  PorE. 
Mrs.  Placid  —        Mrs.  Mattocks. 

Mifs  Spinner  —        Mrs.  Won. 

Mifi  Wooburn  —        Mrs.  Err ik> 

..Sec. 

SCENE,  London. 
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ACT    r. 

SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  at  Mr.  Pl  acid's. 
Enter  Mr,  Placid  and  Mr.  Solus. 

Placid. 
YOU  are  to  blame. 

Solus. 
I  fay  the  fame  by  you. 

Placid. 

And  yet  your  Angularity  pleafes  me;  for  you 
ire  the  firft  elderly  bachelor  I  ever  knew,  who  did 
not  hug  himfelf  in  the  reflection,  that  he  was  not 
in  the  trammels  of  wedlock. 

Solus. 
No ;  I  am  only  the  firft  elderly  bachelor  who 
has  truth  and  courage  enough  to  confefa  his  difla- 
tisfaftion. 

Placid. 
And  you  really-  wUh*  you  were  (Harried  ? 

B  Soivs. 
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Solus. 

I  do,  I  wi(h  {till  more,  that  I  had  been  married 
thirty  years  ago.  Oh  !  I  with  a  wife  and  half-a- 
fcore  children  would  now  (tart  up  around  me,  and 
bring  along  with  ihcm  all  that  affection,  which 
we  would  have  had  for  each  other  by  being  ear- 
lier acquainted.  But  as  it  is,  in  my  prefent  Mate, 
there  is  not  a  pcrfon  in  the  world  I  care  a  ftraw 
for ;  and  the  world  is  pretty  even  with  me,  for  I 
don't  believe  there  is  a  creature  in  it  who  cares  a 
ftraw  for  me. 

-  ■  Placid. 

Pfhaw  !  You  have  in  your  time  been  a  man  of 
gallantry;  and,  confequently,  mud:  have  made 
ttany  attachments. 

Solus. 

Yes,  fuch  as  men  of  gallantry  ufually  make.  I 
have  been  attached  to  women  who  have  purloined 
my  fortune,  and  to  men  who  have  partaken  of  the 
theft:  I  have  been  in  as  much  fear  of  my  miftrefc 
as  you  are  of  your  wife. 

Placid. 

Is  that  poflible  ? 

Solus. 

Yes;  and  without  having  one  of  thofe  tender, 
delicate  ties  of  a  huiband,  an  excufe  for  my  ap- 
prehenfion. — I  have  maintained  children 

Placid. 
Then  why  do  you  complain  for'  the  want  of  a 
family  ? 

Solus. 

I  did  not  fay  1  ever  had  any  children  ;  I  faid  I 

had  maintained  them ;  but  I  never  believed  they 

were  mine ;  for  I  could  have  no  dependence  upoa 

the  principles  of  their  mother — and  never  did  I 

wke 
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take  one  of  thofe  tender  infants  in  my  arms,  that 
the  forehead  of  my  Valet,  the  {quint- eye  of  my 
Apothecary,  or  the  double-chin  of  my  Chaplain, 
did  not  ftare  me  in  the  face,  and  damp  all  the 
fine  feelings  of  the  parent,  which  I  had  juft  call- 
ed up. 

Placid. 
But  thofe  are  accidents  which  may  occur  in  the 
marriage  ftate. 

Sours. 
In  that  cafe,  a  man  is  pitied — in  mine,  he  it 
only  laughed  at. 

Placid. 
I  with   to  heaven  I  could  exchange  the  pity 
which  my  friends  beftow  on  me,  for  the  merrimeat 
which  your  ill  fete  excites. 
Solus. 
You  want  but  courage  to  be  envied. 

Placid. 

Does  any  one  doubt  my  courage  ? 

Solus. 
No.  If  a  Prince  were  to  offend  you,  you  would 
challenge  him,  I  have  no  doubt. 

Placid. 
But  if  my  wife  offend  me,  I  am  obliged  to  make 
an  apology.— Was  not  that  her  voice  ?  I  hope  (h« 
has  not  overheard  our  converfation. 

Solds. 
If  (he  have,  (he'll  be  in  an  ill  humour. 

Placid. 
That  (he  will  be,  whether  die  have  heard  it  or 
not. 

B  2  Sons. 
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Solus. 

Well,  good-day.    I  don't  like  to  be  driven 

from  my  fixed  plan  of  wedlock;  and,  therefore, 

I  won't  be  a  fpe&ator  of  your  mutual  difcontent. 

[Going. 

Placid. 

But  before  you  go,  Mr.  Solus,  permit  me  to 
remind  you  of  a  certain  concern,  that,  I  think, 
would  afford  you  much  more  delight,  than  all  you 
can,  at  this  time  of  life,  propofe  to  yourfelr  in 
marriage.  Make  happy  by  your  beneficence,  a 
near  relation  whom  the  trueft  affection  has  drawn 
into  that  ftate,  but  who  is  denied  the  bleffing  of 
.competency  to  make  the  ftate  fupporiable. 
Solus. 

You  mean  my  nephew,  Irwin  ?  But  do  not  you 
acknowledge  he  has  a  wife  and  children  ?  Did  not 
he  marry  the  woman  he  loved,  and  has  he  not, 
at  this  moment,  a  large  family,  by  whom  he  is 
beloved  ?  And  is  he  not,  therefore,  with  all  his 
poverty,  much  happier  than  1^  He  has  often 
told  roe,  when  1  have  reproached  him  with  hts 
indifcreet  marriage,  "  that  in  his  wife  he  polTefied 
kingdoms!"  Do  you  fuppofe  I  will  give  any  part 
of  my  fortune  to  a  man  who  enjoys  fuch  exten- 
five  domains  ?  No  :— let  him  preferve  his  terri- 
tories, and  1  will  keep  my  Utile  eftatefor  my  own 
jufe.  '{Exit, 

Placid. 

John  !  John  !—  [Enter  Servant]  Has  your  mif- 
trefs  been  enquiring  for  me  ? 

John. 
Yes,  Sir  : — My  Lady  afked  juft  now,  if  I  knew 
who  was  with  you? 

Placid, 
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Placid. 
Did  (he  fcem  angry  ?  .      ■ .; 

Job  jr. 
No,  Sir; — pr«ty  well. 

Placid, 
You  fcoundrcl,  what  do  you  mean  by  ■*'  pretty 
well  f"     [In  anger.'] 

John. 

Much  as  ufual,  Sir.  . 

P  LAC  ID. 

Aod  do.  you.  call  that  "pretty  well  ?w   Yon 
fconndrel,  1  have  a  great  mind^— 

Enter  Mrs.  Placid,  /peaking  very  loud. 

Mrs,.  Placid. 
What  is  the  matter,  Mr.  Placid  ?  What  is  all 
this. noife  about?  You  know  I  hate  a noife.  What 
is  the  matter  ? 

Placid. 
My  dear,  I  was  only  rinding  fault  with  that 
blockhead. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Pray,  Mr.  Placid,  do  not  find  fault  with  any- 
body in  this  houfe.    But,  I  have  fomething  which 
\  mull  take  you  very  feverely  to. talk  about,  Sir. 

Placid. 

No,  my  dear,  not  juft  now,  pray. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Why  not  now  ? 

Placid,  looking  at  bis  watch. 

Becaufe  dinner  will  be  ready  in  a  few  minutes. 

I.  am  very  hungry,  and  it  will  be. cruel  of  you 
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to  fpoil  my  appetite.    John,   is  the  dinner  on 
table? 

Mrs..  Placid. 

No,  John,  don't   let  it   be  ferved  yet— Mr. 

Placid,  you  Jball  firft  bear  what  I  have  to  fay. 

[Sitting  down. 

[Exit  Servant. 

Placid. 
But  then  I  know  1  fha'n't  be  able  to  eat  a 
morfel. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Sit  down.  [He  fits'} — I  believe,  Mr.  Placid,  you 
are  going  to  do  a  very  filly  thing.    I  am  afraid 
you  are  going  to  lend  fome  money  ? 

Placid. 
Well,  my  dear,  and  fuppofe  I  am  ? 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Then,  I  don't  approve  of  people  lending  their 
money. 

Placid. 
But,  my  dear,  I  have  known  you  approve  of 
borrowing  money:  And,  once  in  our  lives,  what 
ftiould  we  have  done,  if  every  body  had  refufed 
to  lend  ? 

Mrs.  Placid. 
That  is  nothing  to  the  purpofe. — And  now  I 
defire  you  will  hear  what  1  fay,  without  fpeakmg 
a  word  yourfelf. 

Placid. 
Well,  my  dear. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Now  mind  you  don't  fpeak,  till  I  have  done. 
— Our  old  acquaintance,  Captain  Irwin,  and  Lady 
Eleanor, 
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Eleanor,  his  wife  (with  whom    we  lived  upon 
very,  intimate  terms,  to  be  fure,  while  we  were  ia 
America),  are  returned  to  London ;  and   I  find] 
you  have  vifited  them  very  frequently. 
Placid. 

Not  above  two  or  three  times,  upon  my  word  j 
for  it  hurts  me  to  fee  them  in  diftrefa,  and  I  for- 
bear to  go. 

Mrs.  Placid, 

There !  You  own  they  are  in  diftrefs ;  I  ex- 
pected as  much.  Now,  own  to  me  that  they  hav« 
aiked  you  to  lend  them  money. 

Placid.  < 

I  do  own  it — I  do  own  it.  Now,  are  you  fa- 
riffled? 

Mrs.  Placid. 
No :  for  I  have  no  doubt  but  you  have  pro- 
mifed  they  (hall  have  it. 

Placid. 
No,  upon  my  word,  I  have  not  pr^mifed. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Then  promife  me  they  Jhall  not. 

Placid. 
Nay,  my  dear,  you  have  no  idea  of  their  dif- 
urefs  J 

Mrt.  Placid. 
Yes,  I  have  -,  and  'tis  that  which  makes  me  fuf- 
picious.  , 

Placid. 
His  regiment  is  now  broken;  all  her  jewels  and 
little  bawbles  are  difpofed  of  j  he  is  in  fuch  dread 
of  his  old  creditors,  that,  in  the  lodging  they  have 
taken,  he  paffes  by  the  name  of  Middleton — They 
have    three  more  children,  my  dear,  than  when 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


»  EVERY  CiNE  HAS  HIS  FAULT: 

we  left  them  in  New  England;  and  they  have* 
ift  vain  fent  repeated  fupplications,  both  to  hU 
tmcle,  and  her  father,  for  the  fmalleft  bounty. 
Mrs.  Placid. 
And  is  not  Lord  Norland,  her  father,  a  remark- 
ably wife  man  ?    and  a  good'  man?    And  ought 
you  to  do-  for  them,  What  he  has  refufed  ? 
Placid. 
They  have  offended  him,  but  they  have  never 
offended  me. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
I  think  'tis  an  offence  to  aft.  a  friend  for  money, 
when  there  is  no  certainty  of  returning  it. 

Placid. 
By  no  means :  for,  if  there  -were  a  certainty, 
•ven  an  enemy  might  lend. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
But  I  infift,  Mr.  Placid,  that  they  [hall  not  find 
a  friend  in  you  upon  this  occafion. — What  do  you 
fay,  Sir  > 

Placid,  after  aftruggk. 
No,  my  dear,  they  lhall  not. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
fofitively  (Hall  not  ? 

Placid. 
Pofitively   fhall    not — fince   they  have  found 
an  enemy  in  you. 

Enter.  Servant. 

Servant. 
Dinner' is  on  table. 

Placid. 
Aril  I  am  not  hungry  now. 

4  J** 
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Mrs.  Placid. 
What  do  you  mean  by  chat,  Mr.  Placid  ?  I 
infift  on  your  being  hungry. 

Placid. 
Oh  yes !  I  bav«  a  very  excellent  appetite.    I 
mall  eat  prodigioufly. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
You  had  beft.  [Exeunt* 

SCENE  II.     An  Apartment  at  Mr.  Harmony's. 

Enter  Mr.  Harmony  followed  by  Mifs  Spinster. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
Coufin,  coufin  Harmony,  I  will  not  forgive  you 
for  thus  continually  fpeaking  in  the  behalf  of  every 
fervant  whom  you  find  me  offended  with.  Your 
philanthropy  becomes  insupportable ;  and,  inftead 
of  being  a  virtue,  degenerates  into  a  vice. 

Harmony. 
Dear  Madam,  do  not  upbraid  me  for  a  eonftku- 
tional  fault. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
Very  true ;  you  had  it  from  your  infancy.  I 
have  heard  your  mother  fay  you  were  always 
fooliflily  tender-hearted,  and  never  (hewed  one  of 
thofe  difcriminating  paffions  of  envy,  hatred,  or 
revenge,  to  which  all  her  other  children  were 
liable. 

Harmony. 
No :  fince  I  can  remember,  I  have  felt  the  moff 
unbounded  affection  for  all  my  fellow  creatures. 
I  even  proteft  to  you,  dear  Madam,  that,  as  I 
walk  along  the  ftreets  of  this  large  metropolis,  Co 
warm  is  my  heart  towards  every  perfoo  who  pafies 
me,  that  I  long  to  fay,  "  How  do  you  do?"  and 
G  "  1  am 
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"  I  am  glad  to  fee  you,"  to  them  all.  Some  men,  I 
(hould  like  even  to  ftop  and  (hake  hands  with  ; — 
and  fome  women,  I  ihould  like  even  to  Hop  and 
kifs. 

Mi/s  Spinster. 
How  can  you  be  Co  ridiculous '. 

Harmony. 
Nay,  'tis  truth  :  and  I  fincerely  lament  that  hu- 
man beings  mould  be  fuch  ftrangersto  one  another 
as  we  are.  We  live  in  the  fame  ftreet,  without 
knowing  one  another's  neceffities  ;  and  oftentimes 
meet  and  part  from  each  other  at  church,  at  cof- 
fee-houfes,  play-houfes,  and  all  public  places, 
without  ever  fpeaking  a  (ingle  word,  or  nodding 
"  Good  bye!"  though  'tis  a  hundred  chances  to  ten 
we  never  fee  one  another  again. 

Mi/s  Spinster. 
Let  me  tell  you,  kinfman,  all  this  pretended 
philanthropy  renders  you  ridiculous.  There  is 
not  a  fraud,  a  theft,  or  hardly  any  vice  com- 
mitted, that  you  do  not  take  the  criminal's  part, 
(hake  your  head,  and  cry,  <(  Provisions  are  fo 
fcarce  !"  And  no  longer  ago  than  laft  Lord-' 
mayor's-day,  when  you  were  told  that  Mr.  Alder- 
man Ravenous  was  ill  with  an  indigeftion,  you  en- 
deavoured to  foften  the  matter,  by  exclaiming, 
**  Provifions  are  fo  fcarce  !" — But,  above  all,  I 
condemn  that  falfe  humanity,  which  induces  you 
to  fay  many  things  in  converfation  which  defervc 
to  ftigmatize  you  with  the  character  of  deceit. 

Harmonv, 

This  is  a  weaknefs  I  confefs.    But  though  my 
honour  fometimes  reproaches  me  with  it  as  a  fault, 
my  confcience  never  does :  for  it  is  by  this  very- 
failing  that  I  have  frequently  made  the  bittereft 
5  enemies 
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enemies  friends — Juft  by  faying  a  few  harmlcfs 
fentences,  which,  though  a  fperies  of  falfehood  and 
deceit,  yet,  being  foothing  and  acceptable  to  the 
perfon  offended,  I  have  immediately  infpired  him 
with  lenity  and  forgivenefs  ;  and  then,  by  only  re- 
peating the  felf-fame  fentences  to  his  opponent,  I 
have  known  hearts  cold  and  clofed  to  each  other, 
warmed  and  expanded,  as  every  human  creature's 
•ught  to  be. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 

Mr.  Solus.  [Exit  Servant. 

Mi/s  Spinster. 
I  cannot  think,  Mr.  Harmony,  why  you  keep 
company   with  that  old  bachelor;  he  is  a  man,  ■ 
of  all  others  on  earth,  I  diflike;  and  lb  I  am  ob- 
liged to  quit  the  room,  though  I  have  a  thoufand 
ihings  to  fay.  [£«/  angrily. 

Enter  Solus, 

Harmony. 

Mr.  Solus,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Solus, 
I  am  very  lonely  at  home  j  will  you  come  and 
dine  with  me? 

Harmony. 

Now  you  are  here,  you  had  better  ftay  with 
me :  we  have  no  company ;  only  my  coufin  Mifs 
Spinfter  and  myfelf. 

Solus, 

No,  I  mult  go  home :  do  come  to  my  houfc. 

Harmony. 
Way,  pray  ftay  :  what  objection  can  you  have  ? 
C  a  Sol»s, 
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Solus. 
Why,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  your  relation,  Mifs 
Spjnfter,  is  no  great  favourite  of  mine  ;  and  I  don't 
like  to  dine  with  you,  becaufe  I  don't   like  her 
company. 

Harmony.  ( i 

That  is,  tome,  furprifmg  I 
■    ••  Solus. 

Why,   old  bachelors    and    old    maids  never 
agree  i  we  are  too  much  alike  in  our  habits  :  we 
know  our  own  hearts  fo  well,  we  are  apt  to  difco- 
ver  every  foible  we  would  wifh  to  forget,  in  the 
fymptoms  difplayed  by  the  other.     Mifs  Spinfter 
js  peevifh,  fretful  and  tirefomej  and  I  am  always 
in  a  fidget  when  I  am  in  her  company.  . 
Harmony. 
How  different  are  her  fentiments  of  you !  for 
one  of  her  greateft  joys  is  to-be  in  your  company. 
[Solus  Jiarts  and /miles']  Poor  woman  !  the  has,  \o> 
%t  fure,  an  uneven  temper — 
.    Solus. 
No,  perhaps.1  am  miftaken. 
Harmony. 
—But  I  will  affure  you,  I  never  fee  her  in  half 
fuch  good  humour  as  when  you  are  here  :  for  I 
believe  you  are  the  greatefl  favourite  (he  has. 
Solus. 
I  am  very  much  obliged  to  her,  and  I  certainly 
am  miftaken  about  her  temper— Some  people,  if 
they  look  ever  fo '  crofs,  are  good-natured  in  the  ■ 
main  ;  and  I  dare  fay  flie  is  fo.     Befides,  fhenever 
has.  had  a  hufband  to  footh  and  foften  her  difpo- 
fition  j  and  there  fjiould  be.  fotne  allowance  made; 
for  that. 

HARMoKr, 

Will  you  dirte  with  us  ?>-...'.. s 
.     -  "■•  Sqlus, 
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Solus. 

I  don't  care  if  I  do.    Yes,  I  think  I  will.    I 

mod  however  ftep  home  firft  : — but  I'll  be  back 

in  a  quarter  of  an  hour.— My  compliments  to  Mifs 

Spinfter,  if  you  fliould  fee  her  before  I  return. 

[Exit. 
Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 
My  lady  begs  to  know,  Sir,  if  you  have  invited 
Mr.  Solus  to  dine  ?  becaufe  if  you  have,  fhe  lhall 
go  out.  [Exit  Servant, 

Enter  Mifi  Spinster. 

Harmony. 

-  Yes,  Madam,  I  could  not  help  inviting  him  j 

for,  poor  man,  his  own  houfe  is  in  inch  a  ftatc  for 

want  of  proper  management,  he  cannot  give  a 

comfortable  dinner  himfelf. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
And  fo  he  muftfpoil  the  comfort  of  mine. 

Harmony. 
Poor  man  !  poor  man  !  after  all  the  praifes  he 
has  been  lavishing  upon  you. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
What  praifes  E 

Harmony. 
I  won't  tell  you ;  for  you  won't  believe  them. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
Yes,  I  mall.— -Oh  no — now  I  recoiled,  this  is 
fome  of  your  invention. 

Harmony. 

Nay,  I  told  him  it  was  bis  invention :  for  he 
declared  you  looked  better  laft  night,  than  any 
other  lady  at  the  Opera, 

m 
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Mifs  Spinster, 
No,  this  founds  like  truth  :— and,  depend  upo« 
it,  though  I  never  liked  the  manners  of  Mr.  Solos 
much,  yet — 

Harmony, 
Nay,  Solus  has  his  faujts. 

Mifs  Spinster. 
So  we  have  all. 

Harmony. 

And  will  you  leave  him  and  me  to  dine  by  our- 
felves  ? 

Mifs  Spinster. 

Oh  no,  I  cannot  be  guilty  of  fuch  ill  manners, 
though  I  talked  of  it.  Befides,  poor  Mr.  Solus 
does  not  come  fo  often,  and  it  would  be  wrong  not 
to  (hew  him  all  the  civility  we  can.  For  my  part, 
1  have  no  diflikc  to  the  man  ;  and,  if  taking  a  bit 
of  dinner  with  us  now  and  then  can  oblige  either 
you  or  him,  I  mould  be  to  blame  to  make  any  ob- 
jection. Come,  let  us  go  into  the  drawing-  room  to 
receive  him. 

Harmony: 

Ay  !  this  is  right :  this  is  as  it  mould  be. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.     A  Room  at   the  Lodgings  of  Mr. 

Irwin. 
Mr,  Irwin  and  Lady  Eleanor  Irwin  difcavered. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
My  dear  hufband,  my  dear  Irwin,  I  cannot  bear 
to  fee  you  thus  melancholy.    Is  this  the  joy  of  re- 
turning to  our  native  country  after  a  nine  years  ba- 
nimment?    ' 

Irwin, 
Y«3.     For  X  could  bear  my  misfortunes,   my 
'_  wretched 
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wretched  poverty  with  patience,  in  a  land  where 
our  forrows  were  fliared  by  thofe  about  us ;  but 
here,  in  London,  where  plenty  and  eafe  fmile  upon 
every  face;  where,  by  birth  yon  claim  diftinc- 
tion,  and  I  by  fervices : — here  to  be  in  want, — to  be 
obliged  to  take  another  name  in  flume  of  our 
own, — to  tremble  at  the  voice  of  every  ftranger,  for 
fear  he  (hould  be  a  creditor, — to  meet  each  old  ac- 
quaintance with  an  averted  eye,  becaufe  we  would 
not  feel  the  pang  of  being  fhunned. — To  have  no 
reward  for  all  this,  even  in  a'  comfortable  home  ; 
but  there,  to  fee  our  children  looking  up  to  me  for 
that  fupport  I  have  not  in  my  power  to  give — Can 
I, — can  I  love  them  and  you,  and  not  be  mi- 
ferable  ? 

Lady  Eleanor, 
And  yet  I  am  not  fo.     And  I  am  fure  you  will 
not  doubt  my  love  to  you  or  them. 

Irwin. 

I  met  my  uncle  this  morning,  and  was  mean 
enough  to  repeat  my  requeft  to  him ; — he  burffc 
into  a  fit  of  laughter,  and  told  me  my  diftreffes 
were  the  remit  of  my  ambition,  in  marrying  the 
daughter  of  a  nobleman,  who  himfelf  was  too  am- 
bitious ever  to  pardon  us. 

Lady  Eleanor. 

Tell  trie  no  more  of  what  he  faid. 

Inwitr. 

This  was  a  day  of  trials  ; — I  law  your  father  to». 

Lady  Eleanor. 
My  father !  Lord  Norland  !  Oh  Heavens ! 

Irwin. 
He  patted  me  in  his  carriage. 

Lady 
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Lady  Eleanor. 
I  envy  you  the  bleffing  of  feeing  him  !  For, 
Oh  !— Excufe  my  tears — he  is  my  father  ftill. — 
How  did  he  look  ?    * 

Irwin.  - 
As  well  as  he  did  at  the  time  I  ufed  to  watch  hini. 
from  his  houfe,  to  fieal  to  you. — But  I  am  forry  to 
acquaint  you,  that,  to  guard  himfelf  againfi:  alt  re- 
turning love  for  you,  he  has,  I  am  informed, 
adopted  a  young  lad,  on  whom  he  beftows  every 
mark  of  that  paternal  affedion,  of  which  you  lament 
die  lofs. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
May  the  young  man  deferve  his  tendernefs  bet- 
ter than  1  have  done — May  he  never  difobey  him 
■ — May  be  be  a  comfort,  and  cherifh  his  benefac- 
tor's declining  years — And  when  his  youthful  paf. 
fions  teach  him  to  love,  may  they  not,  like  mine* 
teach  him  difobediencc  ! 

Enter  a  Servant  with  a  letter. 

Irwin. 
What  is  that  letter? 

Servant. 
It  comes  from  Mr.  Placid,  the  fervant  who 
brought  it,  faid,  and  requires  no  anfwer.        {Exit. 

Irwin. 
It's  ftrange  how  I  tremble  at  every  letter  I  fee, 
as  if  I  dreaded  the  contents.  How  poverty  has 
unmann'd  me  !  [afide'X— I  muft  tell  you,  my  dear, 
that  finding  myfelf  left  this  morning  without  a  gui-  - 
nea,  I  wrote  to  Mr.  Placid  to  borrow  a  fmall  aim. 
This  is  his  anfwer :  [reading  the  Juperjcripti<m\ 
«  To  Mr.  Middleton" — That's  right ; — he  remem- 
bers the  caution  I  gave  him.    I  had  forgot  whether 

I  had 
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I  had,  for  my  memory  is  not  fo  good  as  it  was.  I 
did  not  even  recoiled:  this  hand,  though  it  is  one  I 
am  fo  well  acquainted  with,  and  ought  to  give  me 
joy  rather  than  forrow  [Opens  the  letter  bafiily, 
reads,  and  lets  it  drop].  Now  I  have  not  a  friend 
on  earth. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Yes,  you  have  me.     You  forget  me, 

Irwin,  in  a  tranfport  cf  grief . 
I  would  forget  you — you— and  all  your  chil- 
dren. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  would  not  lofe  the  remembrance  of  you,  or  of 
them,  for  all  my  father's  fortune. 
Irwin. 
What  am  I  to  do ?    I 'muft  leave  you!    I  muft 
go,  I  know  not  where !  I  cannot  flay  to  fee  you 
perifh.  [Takeshi's  bat,  and  is  going.'} 

Lady  Eleanor,  holding  htm. 
Where  would  you  go  ?  'Tis  evening— 'tis  dark 
—Whither  would  you  go  at  this  time  ? 

Irwin,  diftraftedly. 
I  muft  confider  what's  to  be  done — and  in  this 
room  my  thoughts  are  too  confined  to  reflect. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
And  are  London  ftreets  calculated  for  reflec- 
tion ? 

Irwin. 
No ;— -for  a&ion.    To  hurry  the  faint  thought 
to  refolution. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
You  are  not  well — Your  health  has  been  lately 
impaired.— Your  temper  has  undergone  a  change 
too  ;— I  tremble  left  any  accident — 

D  Irwin. 
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Irwin. 
What  accident  ?  \WUd&\ 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  know  your  provocations  from  an  ungrateful 
frofld  :  But  defpife  it,  as  that  defpifes  you. 

Irwin. 

But  for  your  fake,  I  could. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Then  witnefs,  Heaven  !  I  am  happy.— Though 
bred  in  all  the  delicacy,  the  luxury  of  wealth  and 
fplendour ;  yet  I  have  never  murmured  at  the 
change  of  fortune,  while  that  change  has  mads 
me  wife  to  you,  .and  mother  of  your  children. 

Irwin. 
We  will  be  happy — if  poffible.  But  give  me 
this  evening  to  confider  what  plan  to  fix- upon.. — 
There  is  no  time.to  lofe  ;  we  are'  without  friends 
— without  money — without  credit.— Farewell  for 
an  hour. — I  will  fee  Mr.  Placid,  if  I  can;  and 
though  he  have  not  the  money  to  lend,  he  may, 
perhaps,  give  me  fome  advice. 

Lady  Eleanor.    - 
Suppofe  I  call  on  her?  Women  are  fometimes 
more  confiderate  than  men,  and-— ■ 

Irwin. 
Do  you  for  the  beft,  and  fo  will  I.— Heavens 
blefs  you  !  [Exeunt  Jeparately. 
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ACT    II. 

S  C  E  N  E  I.    A  Coffee  er  Club-room  at  a  Tavern. 

Enter  Sir  Robert  Ramble — and  Mr.  Solus  and 
Mr.  Placid  at  the  oppofite  Side. 

Solus. 
jO  IR  Robert  Ramble,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
My  dear  Mr.  Solus,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you.     I 
have  been  dining  by  myfelf,and  now  c'ome;into  this 
'  public  room  to  meet  with  fome  good  "company. 
Solus. 
Ay,  Sir  Robert,  you  are  ,now  reduced  to  the 
lame  neceifity  which  1  frequently  am — I  frequently 
am  obliged  to  dine  at  taverns  and  coffee-hduies,*for 
want  of  company  at  home.  ■ 

Sir  Robert.  **  -  .*■:  "  •„ 
Nay,  I  proteft  I-  am  never  happier  than  in  a 
houfe  like  this,  where  a  man  may  meet  his  friend, 
without  the  inconvenience  of  form,_either  as  a  hoft 
or  a  vifitor. 

Solus.  . 
Sir  Robert,  give  me  leave  to.  introduce  to  you 
Mr.  Placid:  he  has  .been,  many;  years  abroad;  b'ut 
I  believe  he  now  means  to.  remain  in  his  own 
country  for  the  reft  of  his  life.  This,  Mr.  Placid, 
is  Sir  Robert  Ramble. 

D  2  Sir 

J.gil  zed  by  GOOgle 


so         EVERY  ONE  HAS  HIS  FAULT; 

Sir  Robert,  to  Mr.  Placid. 

Sir,  I  (hall  be  happy  in  your  acquaintance ;  and 
I  allure  you,  if  you  will  do  me  the  honour  to  meet 
me  now  and  then  at  this  houfe,  you  will  find  every 
thing  very  pleafant.  I  verily  believe,  that  fince  I 
loft  my  wife,  which  is  now  about  five  months  ago, 
I  verily  believe  1  have  dined  here  three  days  out 
of  the  feven. 

Placid. 

Have  you  loft  your  wife,  Sir  ?     And  fo  lately  f 

Sir  Robert,  with  great  indifference. 
Yes,  Sir;  about  five  months  ago — Is  it  not, 
Mr.  Solus  ?     You  keep  account  of  fuch  things 
better  than  I  do. 

Solus. 
Oh  1  aflc  me  no  questions  about  your  wife,  Sir 
Robert;  if  me  had  been  mine,  I  would  have  had 
her  to  this  moment. 

Placid. 
What,  wrefted  her  from  the  gripe  of  death  ? 

Sir  Robert, 
No,  Sir;  only  from  the  gripe  of- the  Scotch 
lawyers. 

Solus. 
More  ftiame  for  you.     Shame !  to  wilh  to  be 
divorced  from  a  virtuous  wife. 
Placid. 
Was  that  the  cafe  ?    Divorced  from  a  virtuous 
wife  !    I  never  heard  of  fuch  a  circumftance  be- 
fore.    Pray,  Sir  Robert  [very  anxioufly~\,  will  you 
indulge  me,  by  letting  me  know  in  what  manner 
you  were  able  to  bring  about  fo  great  an  event? 

Sir  Robert. 
It  may  appear  ftrange  to  you,  Sir;  but  my  wife 
and  I  did  not  live  happy  together. 

Placid, 
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Placid. 
Not  at  all  ftrange,  Sir ;  I  can  conceive — I  can 
conceive  very  well. 

Solus. 
Yes ;  he  can  conceive  that  part  to  a  nicety. 

Sir  Robert. 
And  fo,  I  was  determined  on  a  divorce. 

Placid. 
But  then  her  character  could  not  be  unim- 
peached. 

Sir  Robert. 
.    Yes,   it  was,  Sir.  You  muft  know,  we  were 
married  in  Scotland,  and  by  the  laws  there,  a  wife 
can  divorce  her  bufiand  {oi  breach  of  fidelity ;  and 
fo,  though  my  wife's  character  was  unimpeached, 
mine  wasnot,  and  fhe  divorced  me. 
Placid. 
And  is  this  the  law  in  Scotland  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
'    It  is.    Eleffed,  blefled  country  !  that  will  bind 
young  people  together  before  the  years  of  dis- 
cretion— and,  as  foon  as  they  have  difcretion  to  re- 
bent,  will'  unbind  them  again  ! 

Placid. 

I  wifh  I  had  been  married  in  Scotland. 

Solus, 
But,  Sir  Robert,.' with  all  this  boarting,    you 
owft  own  that  yout  divorce  has  greatly  diminiflied 
your  fortune. 

Sir  Robert,  taking  Solus  aftdt. 
Mr.  Solus,  you  have  frequently  hinted  at  my 
fortune  being  impaired ;  but  I  do  not  approve  of 
fuch  notions  being  received  abroad. 

Solus. 
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Solus. 
I  beg  your  pardon  ;  but  every  body  knows  that 
you  have  played  very  deep  lately,  and  have  been 
a  great  lofer,  and  every  body  knows— 

Sir  Robert. 

No,  Sir,  every  body  does  not  know  it,  for  I 
contradict  the  report  wherever  I  go.  A  man  of 
fafhion  does  not  like  to  be  reckoned  poor,  no  more 
than  he  likes  to  be  reckoned  unhappy.  We  none 
of  us  endeavour  to  be  happy,  Sir,  but  merely  to  be 
/bought  fo ;  and  for  my  part,  I  had  rather  be  in  a 
ftate  of  mifery,  and  envied  for  my  fuppofed  hap- 
pinefs,  than  in  a  ftate  of  happinefs,  and  pitied 
for  my  fuppofed  mifery. 

Solus. 

But  confider,  thefe  misfortunes  which  I  have 
juft  hinted  at,  are  not  of  any  ferious  nature,  only 
fuch  as  a  few  years  ceconomy^— ■ 

Sir  Robert. 
But  were  my  wife  and  her  guardian  to  become 
acquainted  with  thefe  little  misfortunes)  they  would 
triumph  in  my  embarraffments. 

Solus. 
Lady  Ramble  triumph !  [They  join  Mr,  Placid] 
She  who  was  fo  firmly  attached  to  you,  that  I  be- 
lieve nothing  but  a  compliance  with  your  repeated 
requeft  to  be  feparated,  caufed  her  to  take  the  ftep 
flie  did: 

Sir  Robert. 
Yes,  I  believe  (he  did  it  to  oblige  me,  and  I  am 
very  much  obliged  to  her. 
Solus. 
As  good  a  woman,  Mr.  Placid- — - - 

Sir  Robert. 
Very  good — but  very  ugly. 

Solus. 
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Solus. 
She  is  beautiful. 

Sir  Robert,  to  Solus. 
I  tell  you,  Sir,  (he  is  hideous.    And  then  flic 
was  grown  fo  infufferably  peevifh. 

Solus. 

I  never  faw  her  out  of  temper. 
Sir  Robert. 

Mr.  Solus,  it  is  very  uncivil  of  you  to  praife 
her  before  my  face.  Lady  Ramble,  at  the  time 
I  parted  with  her,  had  every  poffible  fault  both  of 
mind  and  perfon,  and  fo  I  made  love  to  other 
women  in  her  prefence ;  told  her  bluntly  that  I 
was  tired  of  her ;  that  "  I  was  very  forry  to  make 
**  her  uneafy,  but  that  I  could  not  love  her  any 
"  longer." — And  was  not  that  frank  and  open  ? 

Solus. 
Oh  1  that  I  had  but  fuch  a  wife  as  (he  was ! 

Sir  Robert. 
I  mult  own  I  loved  her  myfelf  when  ihe  was 
young. 

Solus. 
Do  you  call  her  old  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
In  years  I -am  certainly  older  than  (he;   but 
the  difference  of  fex  makes  her  a  great  deal  older 
than  I  am.    For  inftance,  Mr.  Solus,  you  have 
often  lamented  not  being  married  in  your  youth  ; 
but  if  you  had,  what  would  you  have  now  done 
with  an  old  wife,  a  woman  of  your  own  age  > 
Solus. 
Loved  and  cheriflied  her. 

Sir  Robert. 
What,  in  fpite  of  her  lofs  of  beauty  ? 

9  Solus. 
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Solus. 
When  fhe  had  loft  her  beauty,  moft  likely  I 
ihould  have  loft  my  eye-fight,    and  have  been 
blind  to  the  wane  of  her  charms. 

Placid,  anxioufiy. 
But,  Sir  Robert,  you  were  explaining  to  me— 
Mr.  Solus,  give  rae  leave  to  fpeak  to  Sir  Robert 
■ — I  feel  myfelf  particularly 'interested  on  this  fub- 
je£t. — And,  Sir,  you  were  explaining  to  me 

Sir  Robert. 
Very  true:  Where  did  I  leave  off?  Oh  !  at  my 
ill  ufage  of  my  Lady  Ramble.  Yes,  I  did  ufe 
her  very  ill,  and  yet  (he  loved  me.  Many  a  time, 
when  lhe  has  faid  tome,  "  Sir  Robert,  I  deteft 
your  principles,  your  manners,  and  even  your 
perfon,"  often,  at  that  very  inftant,  I  have  feen 
a  little  fparkle  of  a  wilh  peep  out  of  the  corner 
of  one  eye,  that  has  called  to  me,  "  Oh !  Sir 
Robert,  how  I  long  to  make  it  up  with  you  !" 

Solus,  to  Mr.  Placid. 
Do  not  you  wilh  that  your  wife  had  fuch  a 
little  fparkle  at  the  corner  of  one  of  her  eyes  ? 

Sir  Robert,  to  Mr.  Placid. 
Sir,  do  you  wilh  to  be  divorced  ? 

Placid. 
I  have  no  fuch  profpedt.     Mrs.  Placid  is  faith* 
ful,  and  I  was  married  in  England. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  if  you  have  an  unconquerable  defire  to 

{>art,  a  feparate  maintenance  will  anfwer  nearly  the 
ame  end — for  if  your  Lady  and  you  will  only  lay 
down  the  plan  of  feparation,  and  agree— 
Placid. 
But,  unfortunately,  we  never  do  agree  ! 

Sir 
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Sir  Robert< 
Then  fpeak  of  parting  as  a  thing  you  dread 
worfe  than  death ;  and  make  it  your  daily  prayer 
to  her,  that  ihe  will  never  think  of  going  from 
you — She  will  determine  upon  it  directly. 

Placid. 
I  thank  you  ;  I'm  very  much  obliged  to  you  : 
I  thank  you  a  thoufand  times. 

Sir  Robert. 
Yes,  I  have  ftudied  the  art  of  teafing  a  wife; 
and  there  is  nothing  vexes  her  fo  much  as  laugh- 
ing at  her.     Can  you  laugh,  Mr.  Placid  f 

Placid. 
I  don't  know  whether  I  can ;  I  have  not  laugh- 
ed fince  I  married. — But  I  thank  you,  Sir,  for 
your  inftructions — I  fincerely  thank  you. 

Sqlus. 
And  now,  Sir  Robert,  you  have  had  the  good 
nature  to  'teach  this  Gentleman  how  to  get  nd  of 
his  wife,  will  you  have  the  kindnefs  to  teach  me 
how  to  procure  one  ? 

Enter  Mr.  Irwin. 

Sir  Robert. 
Hah  !  Sure  I  know  that  Gentleman's  face  ? 

Solus. 
My  Nephew  !    Let  me  efcape  his  folicitations 
/giS<fc]^-Here,  waiter !  [Exit. 

Placid. 
Irwin !  [Starting]  Having  fent  him  a  denial,  I 
am  afhamed  to  fee  him.    Jfide~\   Here,  Mr.  So- 

Jus!-—-  [E-xit,  J Wowing  Mr.  Solus. 

E  '    Irwin, 
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Irwin,  afide. 
More  cool  faces !  My  neceffitous  countenance 
clears  even  a  club-room. 

Sir  Robert. 
My  dear  Captain  Irwin,  is  it  you  ?  Yes,  'faith 
it  is — After  a  nine  years'  abfence  I  moft  fincerely 
rejoice  to  fee  you. 

Irwin. 

Sir  Robert,  you  fbake  hands  with  a  cordiality 
:l  have  not  experienced  theft  many  days,  and  I 
thank  you. 

Sir  Robert. 

But  what's  the  matter  ?  You  feem  to  droop — • 
Where  have  you  left  your  ufual  fpjrits  ?  Has  ab- 
fence from  your  country  changed  your  manners  i 

Irwin. 
No,  Sir ;  but  I  fjnd  fome  of  my  countrymen 
changed.    I  fancy  them  lefs  warm,    lefs  friendly 
than  they  were  ;  and  it  is  that  which,  perhaps,  ha,s 
(his  effed  upon  me,. 

Sir  Robert. 
Am  I  changed  ? 

Irwin. 

You  appear  an  exception^ 

Sir  Robert. 

And  I  affure  you,  that  ihflead  of  being  grown 
more  gloomy,  I  am  even  more  gay  than  I  was 
feven  years  ago ;  for  then,  I  was  upon  the  point 
of  matrimony — but  now,  I  am  juft  relieved  from 
its  cares. 

Irwin. 

I  have  hgard -as  much.  But  I  hope  you  have 
not  taken  fo  great  an  averfiou  to  the  marriage- 
ftate,  as  never  to  marry  again. 
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Sir  Robert. 
Perhaps  not :    But  then  it  muft  be  to  fome  rich 
heirefs. 

Irwin. 
You  are  right  to  pay  refpeft  to  Fortune.  Money 
is  a  neceflary  article  in  the  marriage  contract. 

Sir  Robert. 

As  to  that — that  would  be  no  great  object  at 
prefent.  No,  thank  Heaven,  my  eftates  are  pretty 
large ;  I .  have  no  children  ;  I  have  a  rich  Uncle, 
excellent  health,  admirable  fpirits ;  - — and  thus 
happy,  it  would  be  very  ftrange  if  I  did  not  meet 
my  old  friends  with  thofe  fmiles,  which  never  for 
a  moment  quit  my  countenance. 
Irwin. 

In  the  difpenfation  of  the  gifts  of  Providence, 
how  few  are  found  bleft  like  you  !     [Sighing.] 

Sir  Robert. 
And  I  aflure  you,  my  dear  Mr.  Irwin,  It  gives 
me  the  moft  ferious  reflections,  and  the  moft  fin- 
cere  concern*  that  they  are  not, 

Irwin. 

I  thank  you,  Sir,  moft  heartily  :  I  thank  you 
for  mankind  in  general,  and  for  myfelf  in  parti- 
cular. For  after  this  generous,  unaffected  decla- 
ration (with  lefs  fcruple  than  I  mould  to  any  man 
in  the  world)  I  will  own  to  you,  that  I  am  ac  this 
very  time  in  the  utmoft  want  of  an  act.of  friend- 
fhip. 

Sir  Robert,  afide. 

And  fo  am  I — Now  muft  I  confefs  myfelf  a  poor 
man  ;  or  pafs  for  an  unfeeling  one ;  and  I  will  choofe 
the  latter.  [Bowing  with  great  ceremony  and  coldnejt, 
Any  thing  that  I  can  commas,  is  at  your  fer- 
vice. 

E  2  Irwin, 
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lawitt, 
Confounded  and  hefitating. 

Why  then,  Sir  Robert — I  am  almoft  a&amed 
to  fay  it — but  circumftances  have  been  rather 
unfavourable. — My  wife's  father  [offering  to/mile] 
is  not  reconciled  to  us  yet — My  regiment  is  broke 
— My  Uncle  will  not  part  with  a  farthing. — Lady 
Eleanor*  my  wife,  [wipes  bis  eyes']  has  been  fup- 
ported  as  yet,  with  tome  little  degree  of  tender- 
nefs,  elegance ;  and — in  fhort,  I  owe  a  finall 
fum  which  I  am  afraid  of  being  troubled  for;  I 
want  a  trifle  alfo  for  our  immediate  ufe,  and  if  you 
would  lend  me'a  hundred  pounds — though,  upon 
my  honour,  I  am  riot  in  a  lunation  to  fix  the  ex- 
act time  when  I  can  pay  it. 

■  Sir  Robert. 

My  dear  Sir,  never  trouble  yourfelf  about  the 
time  of  paying  it,  becaufe  it  happens  not  to  be 
in  my  power  to  lend  it  you. 

Irwin. 
Not  in  your  power  ?  1  beg  your  pardon ;  but 
have  not  you  this  moment  been  faying  you  are 
rich  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
And  is  it  not  very  common  to  be  rich  without 
money?  Are  not  half  the  town*  rich?  And  yet 
half  the  town  has  no  money.  I  fpeak  for  this  end 
of  the  town,  the  Weft  end.  The  Squares,  for 
inftance,  part  of  Piccadilly,  down  St.  James's- 
ftreet,  and  fo  home  by  Pall  Mall.  We  have  all, 
aftates,  bonds,  drafts,  and  notes  of  hand  without 
number ;  but  as  for  money,  ,we  have  no  fuch  thing 
belonging  to  us. 

Ikwin. 
I  fincerely  beg  your  pardon.    And  be  allured, 
Sir,  nothing  Ihould  have  induced  ms  to  have  taken 
%  the 
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the  liberty  I  have  done,  bat  the  neceffities  of  my 
unhappy  family,  and  having  underftood  by  youc 
own  words,  that  you  were  in  affluence. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  am  in  affluence,  I  am,  I  am ;  but  not  in  fo 
much,  perhaps,  as  my  hafty,  inconfiderate  account 
may  have  given  you  reafon  ro  believe.  I  forgot 
to  mention  feveral  heavy  incumbrances,  which 
you  will  perceive  are  great  drawbacks  on  my  for- 
tune.— As  my  wife  filed  for  the  divorce,  I  have 
her  fortune  to  return  ;  I  have  alfo  two  iifters  to 
portion  off — a  circumft&nce  I  totally  forgot.  But, 
my  good  friend,  though  I  am  not  in  circumftances 
to  do  what  you  require,  I  will  do  fomething  that 
fliall  be  better.  I'll  wait  upon  your  father-in-law, 
(Lord  Norland)  and  entreat  him  to  forgive  his 
daughter  :  and  I  am  fure  he  will  if  I  aik  him. 

Irwin. 

Impoflible. 

Sir  Robert. 

And  fo  it  is,  now  I  recoiled :  for  he  is  no  other 
than  the  guardian  of  my  late  wife,  and  a  requeft 
from  me,  will  be  received  worfe  than  from  any  other 
perfon.  —  However,  Mr.  Irwin,  depend  upon  it, 
that  whenever  I  have  an  opportunity  of  ferving 
you,  I  will.  And  whenever  you  (ball  do  me  the 
favour  to  call  upon  me,  I  (hall  be  heartily  glad 
to  fee  you.  If  I  am  not  at  home,  you  can  leave 
your  card,  which,  you  know,  is  all  the  fame,  and 
depend  upon  it,  I  fhall  be  extremely  glad  to  fee 
you  or  that,  at  any  time.  ££«/. 

Irwin. 

Is  this  my  native  country  ?  Is  this  the  hofpitable 

land  which  we  defcribe  to  ftrangers  ?  No — We  are 

favages  to,  each  other  j  nay  worfe — The  favage 

makes 
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makes  his  fellow-  favagc  welcome ;  divides  with 
him  hts  homely  fare ;  gives  him  the  belt  apart- 
ment his  hut  affords,  and  tries  to  hufh  thofe  griefs 
that  are  confided  in  his  bofom  — While  in  this  ci- 
vilized city,  among  my  own  countrymen,  even 
among  my  brother  officers  in  the  army,  and  many 
of  my  neareft  relations,  fo  very  civilized  they  are, 
I  could  not  take  the  liberty  to  enter  under  one 
roof,  without  a  ceremonious  invitation,  and  that 
they  will  not  give  me.  I  may  leave  my  card  at 
their  ddor,  but  as  for  me,  or  any  one  of  mine, 
they  would  not  give  us  a  dinner;  unlefs,  indeed, 
it  was  in  fuch  a  ftyle,  that  we  might  behold  with 
admiration  their  grandeur,  and  return  fti.ll  more 
depreffed,  to  our  own  poverty. — Can  I  bear  this 
treatment  longer  ?  No,  not  even  for  you,  my 
Eleanor.  And  this  [takes  out  a  pifioQ  lhall  now 
be  the  only  friend  to  whom  I  will  apply — And  yet 
I  want  the  courage  to  be  a  villain. 

Enter  Mr.  Harmony,  /peaking  as  be  enters. 
[Irwin  conceals  the  fijiol  injlatttly.~] 
Harmony. 
Let  me  fee  half  a  dozen  newfpapers— Every 
paper  of  the  day. 

Enter  Waiter. 
Waiter. 
That  is  about  three  dozen,  Sir. 

Harmony. 
Get  a  couple  of  porters,  and  bring  them  all* 
[He  fits  down ;   they   bring  him  papers,  and  he 
reads — Irwin ftarts,Jits  down^  leanshisbead 
on  one  of  the  tables,  and  jhews  various  Jigns 
of  uneajinefs  j  then  comes  forward. 
Irwin. 
Am  I  a  man,  a  foldier  ?— And  a  coward  ?  Yes, 
I  run 
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I  run  away,  I  turn  my  back  on  life — I  forfake  the 
pofl,  which  my  commander,  Providence,  has  al- 
lotted me,  and  fly  before  a  banditti  of  rude  mif- 
fortunes.  Rally  me,  love,  connubial  and  parental 
love,  rally  me  back  to  the  charge  !  No,  thofe  very 
affe&ions  found  the  retreat.  [Sits  down  with  the 
fame  emotions  of  diftraSion  as  before. 

Harmony. 

That  gentleman  does  not  feem  happy.    I  wtfli  I 
had  an  opportunity  of  fpeaking  to  him.        [Afide. 

Irwin  corns  forward  andfpeaks  again. 
But  Oh !  my  wife,  what  will  be  your  fufFeiings 
when  I  am  brought  home  to  your  wretched  habita- 
tion ! — And  by  my  own  hand  I 
Harmon  v, 
I  am  afraid,  Sir,  I  engrofs  all  the  news,  here,  ' 

[Holding  up  the  papers. 

Irwin,  ftill  apart. 
Poor  foul,  how  her  heart  will  be  torn  ! 

Harmony ,  after  looking  Jieadfajily  cn_  him. 
Captain  Irwin,  till  this  moment  I  had  not  the 
pleafure  of  recollecting  you !  It  is  Mr.  Irwin,  is  it 
not? 
*  Irwin, 

His  mind  deranged  by  bis  misfortunes. 
Yes,  Sir :  But  what  have  you  to  fay  to  him  more 
than  to  a  ftranger  ? 

Harmony. 

Nothing  more,  Sir,  than  to  apologize  to  you, 
for  having  addrefled  you  juft  now  in  To  familiar  a 
manner,  before  I  knew  who  you  werei  and  to 
affure  you,  that  although  I  have  no  other  know- 
ledge of  you,  than  from  report,  and  having  been 
once,  I  believe,  in  your  company  at'  this  very 
houfe 
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houfe  before  you  left  England  ;  yet,  any  fervices 
of  mine, .as  far  as  my  abilities  can  reach,  you  may 
freely  command. 

Irwin. 
Pray,  Sir,  do  you  live  aV  the  Weft  end  of  the 
■town?. 

Harmony. 
I  do. 

Irwin. 
Then,  Sir,  your  fervices  can  be  of  no  ufe  to  rr.e. 

Harmony. 

Here  is  the  place  where  I  live,  here  is  my  card. 

[Gives  it  to  him. 

Irwin. 

And  here  is  mine.'    And  now  I  prefume  we 

have  exchanged  everyacl  of .friendfliip,  which  the 

ftri(5t   forma  of  etiquette,  in  this  town,  will  admit 

of. 

Harmony.  .  , 
By  no  means,  Sir.     I  allure  you  my  profefiions 
never  go  beyond  my  intentions ;  and  if  there  is 
any  thing  that  I  can  ferve  you  in — 

Irwin. 
Have  you  no  fitters  to  portion  off  ?  no  lady's 
fortune  to  return  ?  Or,  perhaps,  you  will  fpeak  to 
my  wife's  father,  and  entreat  him  to  forgive  his 
child. 

Harmony.  .  .  , 

On  that  fubjecl  you  may  command  me  ;  for  I 
have  the  honour  iq  be  intimately  acquainted  with 
Lord  Norland. 

Irwin. 
But  is  there  no  reafbn.you  may  recollecV  ?*  why 
you  would  be  the  moil  unfit  perfon  in  the  world  to 
•pply  to  him  i"  . 

Harmony. 
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Harmony. 

None.  I  have  been  honoured  with  marks  of  his 
fiiendfhip  for  many  years  pad;  and  I  do  not 
know  any  one  who  could,  with  lefs  hazard  of  his 
lefentment,  venture  to  name  his  daughter  to  him. 

Irwin. 

Well,  Sir,  if  you  fhould  fee  him  two  or  three 

days  hence,  when  I  am  fet  out  on  a  journey  I  am 

going,  if  you  will  then  fay  a  kind  word  to  him  for 

my  wife  and  children,  I'll  thank  you. 

Harmony. 

I  will  go  to  him  inftantly.  [Going. 

Irwin. 
No,  do  not  fee  him  yet  j  ftay  till  I  am  gone. 
He  will  do  nothing  till  I  am  gone. 

Harmony. 

May  I  aJk  where  you  are  going  ? 

Irwin. 
No   very  tedious  journey  ;  but  it  is  a  country, 
to  thofe  who  go  without  a  proper  paflport,  always 
fatal. 

Harmony. 
I'll  fee  Lord  Norland  to-night:  perhaps  I  may 
perfuade  him  to  prevent  your  journey.    I'll  fee 
■him   to-ntght,  or  early  in  the  morning,  depend 
upon  it,— I  am  a  man  of  my  word,  Sir;  though  I 
muft  own  I  do  live  at  the  Weft  end  of  the  town. 
[Exit. 
Irwin. 
'Sdeath,  am  I  become  the  ridicule  of  my  fellow* 
creatures  ?  or  am  I  not  in  my  fenfes  ? — I  know  this 
is  London— this  houfe  a  tavern — I  know  I  have  » 
wife.    Oh  1  'twere  better  to  be  mad  than  to  re- 
member her  1  She  has  a  father— be  is  rich  and 
proud— that  I  will  not  forget.     But  I  will  pafs  his 
boufe,  and  fend  a  malediction  as  I  pafs  it — f/nri- 
F     .  fftfO 
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oujfyy  No ;  breathe  out  my  iafl;  ligh  at  his  inhof- 
pitable  door,  and  that  figh  Ihall  breathe — forgive- 
nefs.  {Exit. 

SCENE  II.     Tbe  Lodgings  of  Mr.  Irwin. 

Enter  Mrs.  Placid,  followed  iy  Lady   Eleanor 
Irwin. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  am  alhamed  of  the  trouble  I  have  given  you, 
Mrs.  Placid.     It  had  been  fufficient  to  have  fent 
me  home  in  your  carriage ;  to  attend  me  yourfelf 
was  ceremonious. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
My  dear  Lady  Eleanor,  I  was  refolved  to  come 
home  with  you,  as  foon  as    Mr.  Placid  defired  I 
would  not.  " 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Was  that  the  caufe  of  your  politenefs  ?  I  am 
forry  it  Ihould. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Why  forty  ?  It  is  not  proper  he  mould  have  his 
way  in  every  thing. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
But  I  am  afraid  you  feldom  let  him  have  it  at 
all. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Yes,  I  do. — But  where,  my  dear,  is  Mr.  Irwin  ? 

Lady  Eleanor,  weeping.    ■ 
I  cannot  hear  the  name  of  Mr.  Irwin  without 
fliedding  tears  :  his  health  has  been  fo  much  im- 
paired of  late,  and  his  fpirits  fo  bad— fometimes  I 
even  fear  for  a  failure  in  his  mind.       [Weeps  again. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Is  not  he  at  home  ? 

*  Udj 
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Lady  Eleanor. 

I  hope  he  is  [Goes  to  the  fide  of  the  femes].     Tell 
your  matter,  Mrs.  Placid  is  here. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 
My  mailer  is  not  come  in  yet,  Madam. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Not  yet  ?     I  am  very  forry  for  it ; — very  forry 
indeed. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Blefs  me,  my  dear,  don't  look  thus  pale.   Come 
fit  down,  and  I'll  flay  with  you  till  he  returns. 

[Sits  down  berfelf 

Lady  Eleanor. 
My  dear,  you  forget  that  Mr.  Placid  is  in  the 

carriage  at  the  door  all  this  time. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
No,  I  don't.     Come,  let  us  fit  and  have  half  u 

hour's  converfation.. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Nay,  I  infift  upon  your  going  to  him,  'or  de- 
firing  him  to  walk  in. 

Mrs,  Placid. 
Now  I  think  of  it,  they  may  as  well  drive  him 
home,  and  come  back  for  me. 

Enter  Mr.  Placid. 
Why  furely,  Mr.  Placid,  you  were  very  impatient ! 
I  think  you    might  have  waited  a  few  minutes 
longer. 

Placid. 
I  would  have  waited,  my  dear,  but  the  evening 
is  fo  damp. 

Fz  Lady 
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Lady  Eleanor. 

Ah  !  'tis  the  evening,  which  makes  me  alarmed 
for  Mr.  Irwin. 

Placid. 

Lady  Eleanor,  you  are  one  of  the  moil  tender, 
anxious,  and  affectionate  wives  I  ever  knew. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
There !  Now  he  withes  he  was  your  huiband — 
He  admires  the  conduct  of  every  wife  but  his  own, 
and  envies  every  married  man  of  his  acquaintance. 
But  it  is  very  ungenerous  of  you. 

Placid. 
So  it  is,  my  dear ;  and  not  at  all  confident  with 
the  law  of  retaliation ;  for  I  am  fure  there  is  not 
one  of  my  acquaintance  who  envies  me. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Mr.    Placid,  your    behaviour  throughout  this 
whole  day  has  been  fo  totally  different  to  what  it 
ever  was  before,  that  I  am  half  refolved  to  live 
no  longer  with  you. 

Placid,  ofide. 
It  will  do— It  will  do. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Oh,  my  dear  friends,  do  not  talk  of  parting: 
how  can  you,  while  every  bleffing  ftnttes  on  your 
union  ?  Even  I,  who  have  reafon  to  regret  mine, 
yet.  while  that  load  of  grief,  a  reparation  from 
Mr.  Irwin,  is  but  averted,  I  will  think  every  other 
affliction  fupportable.  \A  loud  rapping  at  the  door.] 
That  is  he. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Why,  you  feem  in  raptures  at  his  return. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  know  no  greater  rapture. 
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Enter  Irwin  pakt  trmblingy  and  difardered. 

Lady  Eleanor.. 
My  dear,  you  are  not  well,  I  fee. 

Irwin. 
Yes. — [AfOe  tebcrin  anger — Why  do  you  fpeak 
of  it? 

Placid. 
How  do  you  do,  Irwin  ? 

Irwin. 
I  am  glad  to  fee  you.  \Bowu 

Mrs.  Placid. 
But  I  am  forry  to  fee  you  look  fo  ill. 

Irwin. 
I  have  only  been  taking  a  glafs  too  much. 

[Lady  Eleanor  weej>s* 

Placid. 
Pfhaw !   Don't  I  know  you  never  drink  ? 

Irwin. 
You  are  mtftaken  :  I  do  when  my  wife  is  not 
by.  *  I  am  afraid  of  her. 

Placid. 

Impoffible. 

Irwin. 
What !    To  be  afraid  of  one's  wife  ? 

Placid. 
No  ;  I  think  chat  very  poffible. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
But  it  does  not  look  well  when  it  is  fo ;  It  makes 
a  man  appear  contemptible,  and  a  woman  a  terma- 
gant. Come,  Mr.  Placid,  I  cannot  ftay  another 
moment.  Good  night.  Heaven  blefs  you !  To 
Lady  Eleanor] — Good  night,  my  dear  Mr.  Irwin ; 
6  and 
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and  now,  pray  take  my  advice  and  keep  up  your 
fpirits. 

Irwin. 
I  will,  Madam.    [Shaking  bands  with  Placid.] 
And  do  you  keep  up  your  fpirits. 

[Exeunt  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Placid. 

[Irwin  Jhuts  the  door  with  care  after  them,  and 
looks  round  the  room  as'if  be  feared  u  be  fern 
or  overbeardS] 

I  am  glad  they  are  gone.     I  fpoke  unkindly  to 

youjuftnow,  did  I  not?    'My  temper  is  altered 
lately  ;  and  yet  I  love  you. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  never  doubted  it,  nor  ever  will.  ' 

Irwin. 
If  you  did,  you  would  wrong  me;  for  there  is 
not  a  danger  I  would  not  riflt  for  your  fake  ;  there 
is  not  an  infamy  I  would  not  be  branded  with  to. 
make  you  happy,  nor  a  punifhment  I  would  not 
undergo,  with  joy,  for  your  welfare. — But  there 
is  a  bar  to  this ;  we  are  unfortunately  fo  entwined 
together,  fo  linked,  fo  riveited,  fo  cruelly,  pain- 
fully fettered  to  each  other,  you  could  not  be  happy 
unlefs  I  fhared  the  felf  fame  happinefs  with  you. 
— But  you  will  learn  better — now  you  are  in 
London,  and  amongft  fafhionable  wives  j  you  muft 
learn  better.  [Walks about  and  fmiies,  with  a  gbajl-'y 
countenance.'} 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Do  not  talk,  do  not  look  thus  wildly — Indeed, 
indeed,  you  make  me  very  uneafy. 

Irwin. 
What !  uneafy  when  I  come  to  bring  you,  com- 
fort ;  and  fuch  comfort  as  you  have  not  experienced 

for 
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for  many  a  day  ?,  [He  fulls  out  a  pocket-book.']  Here 
is  a  friend  in  our  necefiity, — a  friend  that  brings  a 
thoufand  friends ;  plenty  and — no,  not  always — 
peace.  [He  takes  fevgral  papers  from  the  book,  and 
puts  them  into  her  bands — She  looks  at  tbetn,  then 
Jtreams. ] 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Ah!   'Tis  money.  [Trembling.']  Thefe  are  Bank 
notes. 

Irwin. 
Hum  !  For  heaven's  fake,  hufh  !    We  mail  be 
difcovered.     [Trembling  and  in  great  perturbation.] 
What  alarms  you  tbus  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
What  alarms  you  ? 

Irwin. 
Do  you  fay  I  am  frightened  ? 
Lady  Eleanor. 
A  fight  fo  new  has  frightened  me. 

Irwin. 
Nay,  they  are  your  own :  by  heaven,  they  are  ! 
No  one  on  earth  has  a  better,  or  a  fairer  right 
than  you  have.  It  was  a  laudable  act  by  which 
I  obtained  them. — The  parent-bird  had  forfook 
its  young,  and  I  but  forced  it  back  to  perform 
the  rites  of  nature. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
You  are  infane,  I  fear.   No,  no,  I  do  not/ear — 
hope  you  are. 

[A  loud  rapping  at  the  ftreeudoor — He  Jarts,  takes 
the  notes  from  her,  and  puts  them  bajlily  inta 
bis  pocket.] 

Irwin. 
Go  to  the  door  yourfelf ;  and  if 'tis  any  one  who* 
afta  for  me,  fay  1  am  riot  come  home  yet. 

[She  goes  out,  then  returns. 
Lady 
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Lady  Eleanor. 
it  is  the  perfon  belonging  to  the  houfe :  no 
one  to  us. 

Irwin. 
My  dear  Eleanor,  are  you  willing  to  quit  Lon- 
don with  me  in  about  two  hours  time  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Inftantly. 

Irwin. 
Nay,  not  only  London,  but  England. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
This  world,  if  you  defire  it.    To  go  in  com- 
pany with  you,  will  make  the  journey  pleafant; 
and  all  I  loved  on  earth  would  (till  be  with  me. 

Irwin. 
You  can,  then,  leave  your  father  without  regret, 
*ever,  never  to  fee  him  more  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 

Why  mould  I  think  on  him,  who  will  not 

think  of  me  ?  \JVeep. 

Irwin. 

But  our  children 

Lady  Eleanor. 
We  are  not  to  leave  them  behind  ? 

Irwin. 

One  of  them  we  mult :  but  do  not  let  that  give 

you  uneafmefs.  You  know  he  has  never  lived  with 

us  fince  his  infancy,  and  cannot  pine  for  the  lofe  of 

parents  whom  he  has  never  known. 

Lady  Eleanor. 

But   I  have   known  him.     He  was   my  firft; 

and,    fometimes,    I  think   more  clofely  wound 

around  my  heart,  than  all  the  reft.     The  grief  1 

felt  on  being  forced  to  leave  him  when  we  went 

abroad, 
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abroad,  and  the  conftant  ansiety  I  have  Cnce  ex- 
perienced left  he  mould  not  be  kindly  treated, 
have  augmented,  I  think,  my  tendernefs. 
Irwin. 
All   my   endeavours  to-day,  as  well  as  every 
other  day,  have  been  in  vain  to  find  into  what  pare 

of  the  country  his  nurfe  has  taken  him Nay,  be 

not  thus  overcome  with  tearj;  we  will  (in  fpite  of 
all  my  hafte  to  be  gone)  ftay  one  more  miferabie 
day  here,  in  hopes  to  procure  intelligence,  fo  as 
to  take  him  with  us ;  and  then  fmile  with  con- 
tempt on  all  we  leave  behind.  [Extant. 


ZKD  OF  THE  SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT     III. 

SCENE  I.    A  Library  at  Lord  Norland's. 

Enter  Lord  Norland,  followed  by  Mr.  Harmony. 
Lord  Norland,  in  anger. 

XTELL  you,  Mr.  Harmony,  that  if  an  indif- 
ferent perfon,  one  on  whom  I  had  never 
bellowed  a  favour  in  my  life,  were  to  offend  me, 
it  is  in  my  nature  never  to  forgive.  Can  I  then 
forgive  my  own  daughter,  my  only  child,  on 
whom  I  heaped  continually  marks  of  the  molt 
affectionate  fondpefs ?  Shall  the  dare  to  offend  me 
in  the  tendered  point,  and  you  dare  to  fuppofe  I 
will  pardon  her  ? 

Harmony. 
Your  child,  confider. 

Lord  Norland. 
The  weakeft  argument  you  can  ufe.  As  my 
child,  was  not  (he  mod  bound  to  obey  me  ?  As  my 
child,  ought  (lie  not  to  have  facrificed  her  own 
happinefs  to  mine  ?  Inftead  of  which,  mine  has 
been  yielded  up  for  a  whim,  a  fancy,  a  fancy  to 
marry  a  beggar ;  and  as  fuch  is  her  choice,  let  her 
beg  with  him. 

Harmony. 
She  does  by  me ; — pleads  hard  for  your  forgive- 
nefs. 

Lord  Norland. 
If  I  thought  (he  dared  to  fend  a  mefTage  to  me, 
though   didlated  on  her   knees,  flu;  fliould  find 

that 
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that  fhe  had  not  yet  felt  the  full  force  of  my  re- 
fentment. 

Harmony, 
What  could  you  do  more? 

Lord  Norland. 
I  have  done  nothing  yet.     At  prefent,  I  have 
only  abandoned  her ; — -but  I  can  perfecute. 

Harmony. 

I  have  no  doubt  of  it :  and,  that  I  may  not  be 
the  means  of  aggravating  your  difpleafure,  I  allure 
you,  that  what  1  have  now  laid  has  been  entirely 
from  myfelf,  without  any  defire  of  hers ;  and,  at 
the  lame  time,  I  give  you  my  promife,  I  will 
never  prefume  to  intrude  the  fubjcA  again. 

Lord  Norland. 
On  this  condition  (but  on  no  other)  I  forgive  ' 
you  now. 

Harmony. 
And  now  then,  my  Lord,  let  us  pafs  from  thofe 
who  have  forfeited  your  love,  to  thofe  who  poflefs 
it. — -I  .beard  fome  time  ago,  but  I  never  prefumed 
to  mention  it  to  you,  that  you  had  adopted  a 
young'  man  as  your  fon  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
"A  young  man!"    Plhaw  ! — No;    a  boy — a 
mere  child,  who  fell  in  my  way  by  accident. 

Harmony. 
A  chance  child  !  Ho  !  ho ! — I  underftand  you. 

Lord  Norland. 
Do  not  jell  with  me,  Sir.    Do  I  look 

Harmony. 
Yes,  you  look  as  if  you  would  be  afhamed  to 
own  it,  if  you  had  one. 

G  2  Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 

But  this  boy  1  am  no:  afhamed  of:— he  is  a 

favourite — rather  a  favourite.— I  did  not  like  him 

fo  well  at  firft; — but  cuftom, — and  having  a  poor 

creature  entirely  at  one's  mercy,  one  begins  to  love 

it  merely  from  the  idea  of What  would  t?e  its 

fete  if  one  did  not  r 

Harmony. 
Is  he  an  orphan  then  ? 

lard  Norland. 
No, 

Harmony. 
You  have  a  friendfhip  for  his  parents? 

Lord  Norland. 
I  never  faw  the  father :   his  mother  I  had  a 
friendfhip  for  once.  [Sigbhtg. 

Harmony. 
Ay,  while  the  hufband  was  away  ? 

Lord  Norland. 

I  tell  you,  no.  [yio!entty]-*-fiM  aflt  no  more  quef- 
rions.     Who  his  parents  are,  is  a  fecret,  which 
neither   he,   nor    any  one   (that   is    now   living) 
knows,  except  myfelf;  nor  ever  (hall. 
Harmony. 

Well,  my  Lord,  fince  'tis  your  pleafure  to  con- 
sider him  as  your  child,  I  fincerely  wifh  you  may 
experience  more  duty  from  him  than  you  have 
done  from  your  daughter. 

lard  Norland. 
Thank  Heaven,  his  difpoikion  is  not  in  the  leaft 
like  her's. — No  :  [very  much  trnpajtoned']  I  have  the 
joy  to  fay,  that  never  child  was  fo  unlike  its 
mother, 
y  Harmony, 
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Harmony,  fiarting. 
How !  His  mother  1 

Lord  Norland. 
Confufion  ! — what  have  I  faid  ? — I  am  afliara- 

ed 

Harmony, 
No, — be  proud. 

Lord  Norland. 
.Of what?    ■ 

Harmony. 
That  you  have  a  lawful  heir  to  all  your  riches  j 
proud  that  you  have  a  grandfon. 

Lord  Norland. 

I  would  have  concealed  it  from  all  the  world  ; 
I  wittied  it  even  unknown  to  myfelf.  And  let 
me  tell  you,  Sir,  (as  not  by  my  defign,  but 
through  my  inadvertency,  you  are  become  ac- 
quainted with  this  fecret)  that,  if  ever  you  breathe 
it  to  a  fingle  creature,  the  boy  fhall  anfwer  for  it; 
for,  were  he.  known  to  be  her's,  though  he  were 
dearer  to  me  than  ever  jhe  was,  I  would  turn  him 
from  my  houfe,  and  c'aft  him  from  my  heart,  as  I 
have  done  her. 

Harmony. 

I  believe  you; — and  in  companion  to  the  child, 
give  you  my  Jolemn  fromife  never  to  reveal  who  he 
is.  I  have  heard  that  thafe  unfortunate  parents 
left  an  infant  behind  when  they  went  abroad,  and 
that  they  now  lament  him  as  loft.  Will  you  faiif- 
fy  my  curiofity,  in  what  manner  you  fought  and 
found  him  out  ? 

Lord  Norland. 

Do  you  fuppofc  I  featched  for  him  ?  No ; — he 
Was  forced  upon  me.  A  woman  followed  me, 
about  eight  years  ago,  in  the  fields  adjoining  to 

my 
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my  country  feat,  with  a  half-ftarved  boy  in  her 
hand,  and  afked  my  charity  for  my  grand-child  : 
the  imprefiion  of  the  word,  made  me  turn  round 
involuntarily;  and  calling  my  eyes  upon  him,  I 
was  rejoiced,  not  to  find  a  feature  of  his  mother's 
in  all  his  face ;  and  I  began  to  feel  fomething  like 
pity  for  him.  In  lhort,  he  caught  fuch  fall  hold 
by  one  of  my  fingers,  that  I  afked  him  carelefsly 
"  if  he  would  go.  home  and  live  with  me  ?"  On 
which,  he  anfwered  me  fo  willingly  "  Yes,"  I. took 
him  at  his  word. 

Harmony. 
And  did  never  your  regard  for  him,  plead  in  his 
mother's  behalf  ? 

Zwi/NoRLAND.  ,  .  . 

Never.  For,  by  Heaven,  I  would  as  loon  for- 
give the  robber  who  met  me  laft  night  at  my  own 
door,  and,  holding  a  piftol  to  my  bread,  took 
from  me  a  fum  to  a  considerable  amount,  as  I 
wouldpardon  her. 

Harmony. 

Did  fuch  an  accident  happen  to  you  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
Have  you  not  heard  of  it  ? 

Harmony. 

No. 

Lord  Norland. 
It  is  amazing  we  cannot  put  a  Hop  to  fuch  de- 
predations. 

Harmony. 
Provtfions  are  fo  fcarcc ! 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 
MifsWooburn,   my  Lord,  if  you  are   not  en- 
gaged, will  come  and  fit  an  hour  with  you. 

Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 
I  have  no  company  but  what  fhe  is  "perfectly  ac- 
quainted with,  and  (hall  be  glad  of  her  vifit. 

[Exit  Servant. 
.     .  Harmony. 

You  forget  I  am  a  ftranger,  and  my  prefence 
may  not  be  welcome. 

Lord  Norland. 
A  ftranger !  What,  to  my  ward  ?  to  Lady 
Ramble  ?  for  that  is  the  name  which  cuftom  would 
authorife  her  to  keep  ;  but  fuch  courtefy  (he  dif- 
dains,  in  contempt  of  the  unworthy  giver  of  the 
title. 

Harmony. 
I  am  intimate  with  Sir  Robert,  my  Lord ;  and 
though  I  acknowledge  that  both  you  and  his  lady 
have  caufe  for  complaint,  yet  Sir  Robert  has  (till 
many  virtues. 

Ijird  Norland. 
Not  one.  He  is  the  mod  vile,  the  mod  deteft- 
able  of  characters.  He  not  only  contradicted  my 
will  in  the  whole  of  his  conduit,  but  he  feldom 
met  me  that  he  did  not  give  me  fome  perfonal 
affront. 

Harmony. 
It  is,  however,  generally  held  better  to  be  unci- 
vil in  a  perfon's  prefence,  than  in  his  abfence. 
Lord  Norland. 
He  was  uncivil  to  me  in  every  refpect. 

Harmony. 
That  I  will  deny  %  for  I  have  heard  Sir  Robert, 
in  your  abfence,  fay  fuch  things  in  your  praife  1— 
Lord  Norland. 
Indeed ! 

Harmony. 
Mofl  affuredly. 

Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 
I  wirti  he  had  fometimes  done  me  the  honour  to 
have  fpoken  politely  to  my  face. 

Harmony. 
That  is  not  Sir  Robert's  way  j — he  is  no  flat- 
terer.    But  then,  no  (boner  has  your  back,  been 
turned,  than  1  have  heard  hint  lavifti  in  your 
praife. 

£un/ Norland, 
I  mud  own,  Mr.  Harmony,  that  I  never  looked 
upon  Sir  Robert  as  incorrigible.  I  could  always 
difcern  a  ray  of  understanding,  and  a  beam  of  vir- 
tue through  all  his  foibles ;  nor  would  I  have 
urged  the  divorce,  but  that  I  found  his  wife's  fen- 
fibility  could  not  bear  his  neglect ;  and  even  now, 
notwithstanding  her  endeavour  to  conceal  it,  (he 
pines  in  fecret,  and  laments  her  hard  fortune.  All 
my  hopes  of  reftoring  her  health  reft  on  one  prof- 
peel— that  of  finding  a  man  worthy  my  recom- 
mendation for  her  fecond  hufband,  and,  by  creat- 
ing a  fecond  paflion,  expel  the  firft. — Mr.  Har- 
mony, you  and  I  have  been  long  acquainted — I 
have  known  your  difpofition  from  your  infancy— 
Now,  if  fuch  a  man  as  you  were  to  offer — 
Harmony. 
You  flatter  me. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  do- not. — Would  you  venture  to  become  her 
hufband  ? 

Harmony. 
I  cannot  fay  I  have  any  particular  defire  ;  but  if  it 
will  oblige  either  you  or  her, — for  my  part,  I  think 
the  fhorr  time  we  live  in  this  world,  we  Should  do 
all  we  can  to  oblige  each  other. 
Lord  Norland. 
I  Should  rejoice  at  fuch  an  union  myfelf,  and  I 
6  think 
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think  I  can  anfwcr  for  her. — You  permit  me  then 
to  make  overtures  to  her  in  your  name  ? 
Harmony,  cmfidering. 

This  is  rather  a  ferious  piece  of  bufinefs 

However,  I  never  did  make  a  difficulty  when  I 
wifhed  to  oblige  a  friend. — But  there  is  'one  pro- 
vifo,  my  Lord;  I  muft  firft  mention  it  to  Sir 
Robert. 

Lord  Norland. 
Whyfo? 

Harmony. 
Becaufe  he  and  I  have  always  been  very  inti- 
mate friends  ;  and  to  marry  his  wife,  without  even 
telling  him  of  it,  will  appear  very  uncivil ! 

Lord  Norland. 
Do  you  mean  then  to  alk  his  confent  ? 

Harmony. 
Not  abfolutely  his  confent ;  but  I  will  infinuate 
the  fubject  to  him,  and  obtain  his  approbation  in  • 
a  manner  fuitable  to  my  own  fatisfac"tion. 

Lord  Norland. 
You  will  oblige  me  then  if  you  will  fee  him  as' 
early  as  poffible;  for  it  is  reported  he  is  going 
abroad.1 

Harmony. 
I  will  go  to  him  immediately ; — and,  my  Lord, 
I  will  do  all  in  my  power  to  oblige  you,  Sir  Ro- 
bert and  the  Lady  ;  \afide — but  as  to  obliging  my- 
ielf,  that  was  never  one  of  my  confiderations. 

•  .  [Exit. 
Enter  Mifs  Woobprn. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  am  forry  to  fee  you  thus ;  you  have  been  weep- 
ing ?  Will  you  ftill  lament  your  feparation  from  a 
'H  cruel 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


SO         EVERY  ONE  HAS  HIS  FAULT : 

cruel  hufband,  as  if  you  had  followed  a  kind  one 
to  the  grave  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
By  no  means,  my  Lord.  Tears  from  our  fex 
are  not  always  the  refult  of  grief;  they  are  fre- 
quently no  more  than  little  fympathetio  tributes 
which  we  pay  to  our  fellow -beings,  while  the  mind 
and  the  heart  are  fteeled  againfi;  the  weaknefs 
which  our  eyes  indicate. 

Lord  Norland, 
Can  you  fay,  your  mind  and  heart  are  fo  fteeled  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
I  can  :  My  mind  is  as  firmly  fixed  againft  Sir 
Robert  Ramble,  as  at  our  firfl.  acquaintance  it  was 
fixed  upon  him.  And  I  folemnly  proteft 

Lord  Norland. 
To  a  man  of  my  age  and  observation,  protefta-! 
tions  are  vain. — Give  me  a  proof  that  you  have 
rooted  him  from  your  heart. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Any  proof  you  require,  1  will  give  without  a. 
moment's  hesitation. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  take  you  at  your  word ;  and  defire  you  to  acr 
cept  a  Gentleman,  whom  I  (hall  recommend  for 
your  fecond  hufband.    \_Mifs  Wooburn  jtarts\— 
You  faid  you  would  not  hefitate  a  moment. 
Mifs  Wooburn. 
I  thought  I  fhould  not ; — but  this  is  fomethbg 
fo  unexpe&ed 

Lord  Norland. 
You  break  your  word  then,  and  ftill  give  caufe 
for  this  ungrateful  man,  to  ridicule  your  fondnefs 
for  him.  '     '  '      .        Mifs 
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Mifs  Wooburn. 
No,  I  will  put  an  end  to  that  humiliation ;  and 
whoever  the  Gentleman  is  whom  you  mean  to  pro- 
pofe — Yet,  do  not  name  him  at  prefent — but  give 
me  ihe  fatisfaiftion  of  keeping  the  promife  I  have 
made  to  you  (at  lead  for  a  little  time)  without  ex- 
actly knowing  how  far  it  extends;  for,  in  return, 
I  have  a  promife  to  afk  from  you,  before  I  ac- 
quaint you  with  the  nature  of  your  engagement. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  give  my  promife.     Now  name  your  requefr, 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Then,  my  Lord,  \befitating  and  confufed"] — the 
law  gave  me  back,  upon  my  divorce  from  Sir 
Robert,  the  very  large  fortune  which  I  brought 
to  him. — I  am  afraid,  that  in  his  prefent  circum- 
ftances,  to  enforce  the  ftrid  payment  of  this  debt, 
would  very  much  embarrafs  him. 

Lord  Norland. 
What  if  it  did  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
It  is  my  entreaty  to  you  (in  whofe  hands  is  in- 
vefted  the  power  to  demand  this  right  of  law)  to 
Jay  my  claim  afide  for  the  prefent.  [Lord  Norland 
offers  tofpeak]  I  know,  my  Lord,  what  you  are 
going  to  fay ;  I  know  Sir  Robert  is  not  nowy  but  I 
can  never  forget  that  he  has  been  my  hufband. 

Lord  Norland. 
T©  (hew  my  gratitude  for  your  compliance 
with  the  requeft  I  have  jufi:  made  you,  [Goes  to  a 
table  in  the  library"]  here  is  the  bond  by  which 
I  am  impowered  to  feize  on  the  greaieft  part  of  his 
eftates  in  right  of  you  :  take  the  bond  into  your 
own  poflefEon  till  your  next  hufband  demands  it 
H  »  of 
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of  you  ,*  and  by  the  time  you  have  called  him  huf- 
band  for  a  few  weeks,  this  tendemefs,  or  delicacy 
to  Sir  Robert,  will  be  worn  away. 

Enter  Harmony,  baft'tly. 
Harmony. 
My  Lord,  I  beg  pardon ;  but  I  forgot  to  men- 
tion  

Mifs  Woobubn. 
Oh,  Mr.  Harmony,  I  have  not  feen  you  before 
I  know  not  when :    I  am  particularly  happy  at 
your  calling  juft  now,  for  I  have— -[befitattng]  a 
little  favour  to  a(k  of  you. 

Harmony. 

If  it  were  a  great  favour,  Madam,  you  might 
command  me. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 

But — my  Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon — but  the  fa- 
vour I  have  to  aflt  of  Mr.  Harmony  mud  be  told 
to  him  in  private. 

Lord  Norland. 
Oh  !  I  am  fure  I  have  not  the  leaft  objection  » 
you  and  Mr.  Harmony  having  a  private  confe- 
rence. I'll  leave  you  together.  [Harmony  appears 
mbarrajfed.]  You  do  not  derange  my  bufinefs — 
I'll  be  back  in  a  fhort  time.  [Exit. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Mr.  Harmony,  you  are  the  very  man  on  earth 
I  mod  wanted  to  fee.  [Harmony  tows.}  I  know 
the  kindnefs  of  your  heart,  the  liberality  of  your 
fentiments,  and  I  with  to  repofe  a  charge  to  your 
truft,  very  near  to  me  indeed — but  you  muft  be 
fecret. 

Hakmoky. 
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Harmony. 
When  a  Lady  repofes  a  truft  in  me,  I  mould 
not  be  a  man  if  I  were  not. 

Mifs  Wooburn, 
I  muft  firft  inform  you,  that  Lord  Norland  has 
juft  drawn  from  me  a  promife,  that  I    will  once 
more  enter  into  the  marriage-ftate ;  and  without 
knowing  to  whom  he  intends  to  give  me,  I  will 
keep  my  promife — But  it  is  in  vain  to  fay,  that, 
though  I  mean  all  duty  and  fidelity  to  my  fecond 
hulband,  I  (hall  not  experience   moments  when 
my  thoughts — will  wander  on  my  firft. 
Harmony,  jlarting. 
Hem !— Hem  1— [To  her— Indeed  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
I  muft   always  rejoice  in  Sir  Robert's  fucceJTes, 
and  lament  over  his  misfortunes. 

Harmony. 
If  that  is  all — 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
No,  I  would  go  one  ftep  further  :  [Harmony 
ftarts  again\  I  would  fecure  him  from  thofe  mif- 
fortunes,  which  to  hear  of,  will  difturb  my  peace 
of  mind.  I  know  his  fortune  has  fuffered  very 
much,  and  I  cannot,  will  not,  place  it  in  the  power 
of  the  man,  whom  my  Lord  Norland  may  point 
out  for  my  next  marriage,  to  diftrefs  him  farther. 
— This  is  the  writing,  by  which  that  Gentleman 
may  claim  the  part  of  my  fortune  from  Sir  Robert 
Ramble,  which  is  in  landed  property ;  carry  it, 
my  dear  Mr.  Harmony,  to  Sir  Robert  inftantly ; 
and  tell  him,  that  in  feparatjng  from  him,  I  meant 
only  to  give  him  liberty;  not  make  him  the  debtor, 
perhaps  the  prifoner  of  my  future  hufband. 

Harmony* 
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Harmony. 

Madam,  I  will  moft  undoubtedly  take  this  bond 
to  my  friend ;  but  will  you  give  me  leave  to  fug- 
geft  to  you,  that  the  perfon  on  whom  you  bellow 
your  hand,  may  be  a  little  furprifed  to  find,  that 
while  he  is  in  pofleflion  of  you,  Sir  Robert  is  in 
the  pofleflion  qf  your  fortune  ? 
Mifs  "Wooburn. 

Do  not  imagine,  Sir,  that  I  mall  marry  any 
man,  without  firft  declaring  what  I  have  done — I 
only  wifti  at  prefent  it  ihould  be  concealed  from 
Lord  Norland — When  this  paper  is  given,  as  I 
have  required,  it  cannot  be  recalled ;  and  when 
that  is  pad,  I  (hall  divulge  my  condud  to  whom 
1  pleafe  ;  and  firft  of  all,  to  him,  who  mail  offer  me 
his  addreffes. 

Harmony. 

And  if  he  is  a  man  of  my  feelings,  his  ad- 
drefles will  be  doubly  importunate  for  this  proof 
of  liberality  to  your  former  hufband.  — But  are  you 
fure,  that  in  the  return  of  this  bond,  there  is  no 
fecret  affection,  no  latent  fpark  of  love  ? 
Mifs  Wooburn. 

None.  I  know  my  heart ;  and  if  there  was,  I 
could  not  aft.  you,  Mr.  Harmony  (nor  any  one 
like  you),  to  be  the  meflenger  of  an  imprudent 
paflion.  Sir  Robert's  vanity,  I  know,  may  caufe 
him  to  judge  otberwife;  but  undeceive  him ;  let 
him  know  this  is  a  facrifice  to  the  golden  princi- 
ples of  duty,  and  not  an  offering  to  the  tinfelled 
Ihrine  of  love. 

Enter  Lord  Norland. 

Put  up  the  bond. [Harmony  conceals  (/.] 

Lord  Norland. 

Well,  my  dear,  have  you  made  your  requeft  ? 
Mifs 
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Mi/S  WoOBURH. 

Yes,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Norland. 
And  has  he  granted  it  ? 

Harmony. 
Yes,  my  Lord.    1  am  going  to  grant  it. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  fincerely  wilh  you  both"  joy  of  this  good  un- 
derstanding between  you.     But,   Mr.  Harmony, 
[in  a  wbifper}  are  not  you  going  to  Sir  Robert  ? 

Harmony. 
Yes,  my  Lord,  I  am  going  this  moment. 

Lord  Norland. 
Make  hafte  then,  and  do  not  forget  your  errand. 

Harmony. 
No,  my  Lord,   1  Iha'n't  forget  my  errand ;  it 
won't  flip  my  memory — Good  morning,  my  Lord 
■!-good  morning,  Madam.  [Exit. 

Lord  Norland. 
Now,  my  dear,  as  you  and  Mr.  Harmony  feem 
to  be  on  fuch  excellent  terms,  I  think  1  may  ven- 
ture to  tell  you  (if  he  has  not  yet  told  you  himfelf), 
that  he  is  the  man,  who  is  to  be  your  hutband. 

Mi/s,  Wooburn. 
He !  Mr.  Harmony  ! — No,  my  Lord,  he  hat 
not  told  me ;  and  1  am  confident  be  never  will. 

Lord  Norland. 
What  makes  you  think  fo  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Becaufe— becaufe — he  muft  be  fenfible  he  would 
not  be  the  man  I  fliould  choofe. 

4  Lord 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


Stf  EVERY  ONE  HAS  HIS  FAULT : 

Lord  Norland. 
And  where  is  the  woman  who  marries  the  man 
Ihe  would  choofe  ?  You  are  reverfing  the  order 
of  focietyj  men,  only,  have  the  right  of  choice 
in  marriage.  Were  women  permitted  theirs,  we 
Ihould  have  handfome  beggars  allied  to  our  nobleft 
families,  and  no  fuch  objed  in  our  whole  ifland 
as  an  old  maid. 

Mijs  WoOBPRN. 

But  being  denied  that  choke,  why  forbid  to 
■emain  as  I  am  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
What  are  you  now  ?  Neither  a  widow,  a  maid, 
nor  a  wife-    If  I   could  fix  a  term  to  your  pre- 
sent Mate,  I  Ihould  not  be  thus  anxious  to  place 
you  in  another. 

fSji  Woobork. 
I  am  perfectly  acquainted  with  your  friendly 
motives,  and  feel  the  full  force  of  your  advice. — > 
I  therefore  renew  my  promife — and  although  Mr. 
Harmony  (in  refpect  to  the  marriage  date)  is  as 
little  to  my  wilhes  as  any  man  on  earth,  i  will 
nevertbelefs  endeavour — whatever  ftruggles  it  may 
coft  me — to  be  to  him,  if  he  prefers  his  fuit,  a 
dutiful,  an  obedient— but,  for  a  loving  wife,  that 
I  can  never  be  again. 

[Exeunt  JeveraUy. 

SCENE,     An  Apartment  at  Sir  Rorbert 
Ramble's. 
Enter  Sir  Robert  and  JWr.  Harmony. 
Sir  Robert. 
-   1  thank  you  for  thisvifit.     I  was  undetermined 
what  to  do  with  myfelf.    Your  company  has  de- 
termined me  tq  (lay  at  home. 

Harmony-. 
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Harmony. 

I  was  with  a  Gentleman  juft  now,  Sir  Robeit, 
and  you  were  the  fubje6t  of  our  converfarion. 

Sir  Robert. 
Had  it  been  a  Lady,  I  lhould  be  anxious  to 
know  what  Ihe  faid. 

Harmony. 
I  have  been  with  a  Lady  likewUe;  and  lb* 
made  you  the  fubjecT:  of  her  difcourfe. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  was  lhe  handfome  ? 

Harmony. 
Very  handfome. 

Sir  Robert. 
My  dear  fellow,  what  is  her  name  ?    What  did 
(he  fay,  and  where  may  I  meet  with  her  ? 

Harmony. 
Her  name  is  Wooburn. 

Sir  Robert, 
That  is  the  name  of  my  late  wife. 

Harmony. 
It  is  her  I  mean. 

Sir  Robert. 
Zounds,  you  had  juft  put  my  fpirits  into  a 
flame,  and  now  you  throw  cold  water  all  over  me. 
Harmony. 
I  am  forry  to  hear  you  fay  fo,  for  I  came  from 
her  this  moment ;  and  what  do  you  think  is  the 
prefent  me  has  given  me  to  deliver  to  you  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
Pfhaw  !   I  want  no  prefents.    Some  of  my  old 
love-letters  returned,  I  fuppofe,  to  remind  me  of 
my  inconftancy  ? 

I  Har. 
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Harmony. 

Do  not  undervalue  her  generality :  this  is  her 
prefent ; — this  bond,  which  has  power  to  take  from 
you  three  thoufand  a  year,  her  right. 

Sir  Robert. 
Ah  !  this  is  a  prefent  indeed.    Are  you  fure  you 
fpeak  truth  ?  Let  me  look  at  it :  —  Sure  my  eyes  de- 
ceive me ! — No,  by  Heaven  it  is  true!  [Reads]  The 
very  thing  1  wanted,  and  will  make  me  perfectly 
happy.     Now  I'll  be  generous  again ;  my  bills 
mall  be  paid,  my  gaming  debts  cancelled,  poor 
Irwin  (hall  find  a  friend  ;  and  I'll  fend  her  as  pretty 
a  copy  of  verfes  as  ever  I  wrote  in  my  life. 
Harmony. 
Take  care  how  you  treat  with  levity  a  woman 
of  her  elevated  mind.    She  charged  me  to  afliire 
you,  '*  that  love  had  no  fhare  whatever  in  this 
a&,  but  merely  companion  to  the  embarraffed  ftate 
of  your  affairs." 

Sir  Robirt. 
-  Sir,  I  would  have  you  to  know,  I  am  no  objeft 
of  companion.    However,  a  Lady's  favour   one 
cannot  return ;  and  fo,  I'll  keep  this  thing. 

[Puts  it  in  bis  packet. 

Harmony. 

Nay,  if  your  circumftances  are  different  from 
what  me  imagines,  give  it  me  back,  and  I  will  re- 
turn it  to  her. 

Sir  Robert. 

No,  poor  thing !  it  would  break  her  heart  ,to  fend 
it  back — No,  I'll  keep  it — She  would  never  forgive 
me,  were  I  to  fend  it  back.  Ill  keep  it.  And  (he 
is  welcome  to  attribute  her  concern  for  me  to 
what  (he  pleafes.  But  furely  you  can  fee— ■ 
you  can  understand— But  Heaven  blefs  her  for 

her 
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her  love!  and  I  would  love  her  in  return—if  I 
could. 

\  Harmony, 
You  would  not  talk  thus,  if  you  bad  feen  the 
firm  dignity  with  which  Ihe  gave  me  that  paper — ■ 
"  Affure  him,"  faid  me,  "  no  remaining  affeftion 
comes  along  with  it,  but  merely  a  duty  which  I 
owe  him>'  to  protect  him  from  the  humiliation 
of  being  a  debtor  to  the  man  whom  I  am  going 
%6  marry." 

Sir  Robert, 
With  the  utmoft  emotion. 
Why,  (he  is  not  going  to  be  married  again ! 

Harmony. 
I  believe  fo. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  are  you  fure  of  it,  Sir  ?  Are  you  fure  of  it  ? 

Harmony. 
Both  fhe  and  her  guardian  told  me  fo. 

Sir  Robert. 
That  guardian,  my  Lord  Norland,  is  one  of  the 
bafeft,  vUeft  of  men. — I  tell  you  what,  Sir,  I'll  rc- 
fent  this  ufege,      * 

Harmony. 
Wherefore  ?— As  to  his  being  the  means  of 
bringing  about  your  reparation,  in  that  he  obliged 
you. 

Sir  Robert.     , 
Yes,  Sir,  he,  did,  he  certainly  did  j — but  though  I 
am  not  the  leaft  offended  with  him  on  that  head 
(for  at  that  I  rejoice),  yet  I  will  refent  his  difpofing 
of  her  a  fecond  time. 

Harmony. 
And  why  ? 

Sir  Robert.  * 

Becaufe,  little  regard  as  I  have  for  her  myfelf, 
yet  no  other  man  fhall  dare  10  treat  her  fo  ill,  as  I 
have  done. 

I  2  HAR- 
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Harmon*. 

Do  not  fear  it--Her  next  hufoand  will  be  a  tnan> 
who,  I  can  fafely  fay,  will  never  infutt,  or  even 
offend  her ;  but  footh,  indulge,  and  make  her  happy. 
Sir  Robert. 

And  do  you  dare  to  telj  me,  that  her  next 
hufband  fhall  make  her  happy?  Now,  that  is 
worfe  than  the  other— No,  Sir,  no  man  {hall  ever 
have  it  to  fay  u  he  has  made  her  either  happy  or 
miferable,"  but  myfelf. 

Harmony. 
I  know  of  but  one  way  to  prevent  it. 

Sir  Robert. 
And  what  is  that  ? 

Harmony. 

Pay  your  addrefies  to  her,  and  marry  her  again 
yourfelf. 

Sir  Robert. 
And  I  would,  rather  than  (he  mould  be  happy 
with  any  body  clfe*  The  devil  take  me  if  I  would  not. 
Harmony. 
To  fhew  that  I  am  wholly  difinterefted  in  this 
affair,  I  will  carry  her  a  letter  from  you  if  you  like, 
and  fay  all  I  can  in  your  behalf. 
Sir  Robert. 
Ha,  ha,  ha !     Now,  my  dear  Harmony,  you 
carry  your  good-natured  (implicity  too  far.     How- 
ever, I  thank  you,  I  fincerely  thank  you— But  do 
you  imagine  1  mould  be  fuch  a  blockhead,  as  to 
make  love  to  the  fame  woman  I  made  love  to 
ieven  years  ago,  and  who  for  the  laft  fix  years  I 
totally  neglected  ? 

Harmony. 
Yes :  for  if  you  neglected  her  fix  yeans,  ftie 
will  now  be  a  novelty. 

a  •  Sir 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


&     COMEDY.  it 

Sir  Robert. 
Egad  ,and  fo  flic  will.  You  are  right. 

Harmony. 
But  being  in  pofleffion  of  her  fortune,  you  can 
be  very  happy  without  her. 

Sir  Robert. 
Take  her  fortune  back,  Sir.  [Taking  the  bond 
from  bis  pocket  and  offering  it  to  Harmony]  I  would 
flarve,  I  would  periQi,  die  in  poverty  and  infamy, 
rather  than  owe  an  obligation  to  a  vile,  perfidi- 
ous, inconftant  woman. 

Harmony. 
Confider,  Sir  Robert,  if  you  infift  on  my  taking 
this  bond  back,  it  may  fall  into  the  hufband's 
hands. 

Sir  Robert.' 
«    Take  it  back— I  infift  upon  it.     [Gives  it  him, 
and   Harmony  puts  it  up)    But,  Mr.  Harmony, 
depend  on  it,  Lord  Norland  ftiall  hear  from  me, 
in  the  mod  ferious  manner,  for  his  interference — I 
repeat,  he  is  the  vilelt,  the  moft  villanous  of  men. 
Harmony. 
How  can  you  fpeak  withfuch  rancour  of  a  noble- 
man, who  fpeaks  of  you  in  the  higheft  terms? 
Sir  Robert. 
Does  he,  faith  ? 

Harmony. 
He  owns  you  have  fome  faults. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  know  J  have. 

Harmony* 
But  he  thinks  your  good  qualities  are  num- 
berlefs. 

Sir  Robert. 
Now  dam'me,  if  ever  I  thought  fo  HI  of  him,  as 
lhave  appeared  to  do  t— But  who  is  the  intended 
hufband, 
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hufband,  my  dear  friend  ?    Tell  me,  that  I  may 
laugh  at  him,  and  make  you  laugh  at  him; 

Harmon*. 

No,  1  am  not  inclined  to  laugh  at  him. 

Sir  Robert. 
Is  it  old  Solus  ? 

Harmony. 
No. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  I  will  bet  you  a  wager  it  is  fbmebody  equally 
ridiculous. 

Harmonv. 
I  never  bet. 

Sir  Robert. 
Solus  is  mad  for  a  wife,  and  has  been  praifing 
mine  up  to  the  heavens ;  you  need  fay  no  more  j 
I  know  it  is  he. 

Harmony. 
Upon  my  honour,  it  is  not.     However,  I  can- 
not difclofe  to  you  at  prefent  the  perfon's  name; 
I  mult  firft  obtain  Lord  Norland's  permiffion. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  mall  alk  you  no  more.     I'll  write  to  her— 
(he  will  tell  me ; — or,  1*11  pay  her  a  vifit,  and  afk  her 
boldly  myfelf.— — Do  you  think  [anxtouflyj — do 
you  think  lhe  would  fee  me  ? 
Harmony- 
You  can  but  try. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 

Mr.  Solus. 

Sir  Robert. 
.  Now  I  will  find  out  the  fecret  immediately.— I'll 
charge  him  with  being  the  intended  hufband. 

Har- 
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Harmony. 
I  will  not  (lay  to  hear  you. 

Enter  Solus. 
Mr.  Solus,  how  do  you  do  ?   I  am  extremely  forry 
that  my  enagagements  take  me  away  as  foon  as  ypq 
enter.  [Exit  Harmony  rumingtto  avoid an  explanation. 

Solus. 
Sir  Robert,  what  is  the  matter  ?   Has  any  thing 
ruffled  you  ?  Why,  I  never  faw  you  look  more  out 
of  temper,  even  while  you  were  married. 

Sir  Robert. 
Ah  I  that  I  had  never  married  !    never  known 
what  marriage  was !  for,  even  at  this  moment,  I 
feel  its  torments  in  my  heart. 

Solus. 
I  have  often  heard  of  the  torments  of  matri- 
mony ;  but  I  conceive,  that  at  the  worft,  they  are 
nothing  more  than  a  kind  of  violent  tickling,  which 
will  force  the  tears  into  your  eyes,  though  at  the 
lame  time  you  are  burfting  your  fides  with  laughter. 

Sir  Robert.  ' 
You  have  defined  marriage  too  favourably ;  there 
is  no  laughter  in  the  ftate  :  all  is  melancholy,  all 
gloom. 

Solus. 
IJow  I  think  marriage  is  an  excellent  remedy 
for  the  fpleen.  I  have  known  a  Gentleman  at  a 
feaft  receive  an  affront,  difguife  his  rage,  ftep 
home,  vent  it  all  upon  his  wife,  return  to  his  com- 
panions, and  be  as  good  company  as  if  nothing 
had  happened. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  even  the  necelTary  expences  of  a  wife  mould 
alarm  you. 

Solus. 
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Solus*  . 
I  can  then  retrench  fome  of  my  own.  Oh  1  my 
dear  Sir,  a  married  man  has  Co  many  delightful 
privileges  to  what  a  bachelor  has!— An  old  Lady 
will  introduce  her  daughters  to  yon  in  a  difhabille 
— "  It  does  not  fignify,  my  dears,  it's  a  married 
man" — One  Lady  will  fuffer  you  to  draw  on  her 
glove — **  Never  mind,  it's  a  married  man" — 
Another  will  permit  you  to  pull  on  her  flipper; 
a  third  will  even  take  you  into  her  bed-chamber 
•— "  Pfluw,  it's  mtbing  but  a  married  man." 

Sir  Robert. 
But  the  weight  of  your  fetters  will  overbalance 

all  thefejoys. 

Solus. 

And  I  cannot  fay,  notwithstanding  you  are  re- 
Heved  from  the  bond,  that  I  fee  much  joy  or 
brightness  here. 

Sir  Robert. 

I  am  not  very  well  at  prefent ;  I  have  the  head- 
ach ;  and,  if  ever  a  wife  can  be  of  comfort  to  her 
hufband,  it  rnuft  be  when  he  is  indifpofed.  A  wife, 
then,  binds  up  your  head,  mixes  your  powders, 
bathes  your  temples,  and  hovers  about,  in  a  way 
that  is  moft  endearing. 

Sot-us. 
Don't  fpeak  of  it ;  I  long  to  have  one  hover 
about  me.  But  I  will — I  am  determined  I  will, 
before  I  am  a  week  older.  Don't  fpeak,  don't  ar- 
tempt  to  perfuade  me  not.  Your  defcription  has 
renewed  my  eagernefs — -/will  be  married. 

Sir  Robert. 

And  without  pretending  not  to  know  who  you 

mean  to  make  your  wife,  I  tell  you  plainly,  it  i»i 

Mifs  Wooburn,  it  is  my  late  wife.— I  know  you 

have 
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made  overturn  to  my  Lord  Norland,  ajid  mat  he 
has  given  his  confent. 

Solus. 
You  tell  me  a  great  piece  of  news — I'll  go  aftc 
my  Lord  if  it  be  true ;  and  if  he  fays  it  is,  I  fliall 
be  very  glad  to  find  it  fo. 

Sir  Robert. 

That  is  right,  Sir;  marry  her,  marry  her; I 

give  you  joy, — that's  all. — Ha,  ha,  ha  !   I  think  I 
ihould  know  her  temper. — But  if  you  wilt  venture 
to  marry  her,  I  fincerely  wilh  you  happy. 
Solus. 
And  ifwe  are  not,  you  know  we  can  be  di- 
vorced. 

Sir  Robbrt. 
Not  always.    Take  my  advice,  and  Jive  as  you 
are. 

Solus. 
You  almoft  ftagger  my  refolution. — I  had  paint- 
ed fijeh  bright  profpe&s  m  marriage  : — Good  day 
to  you.    [Going,  returns] — You  think  I  had  better 
not  marry  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
You  are  undone  if  you  do. 

Solus,  Jigbing. 
Tou  ought  to  know  from  experience. 

Sir  Robert. 
From  that  I  fpeak. 

Solus, 

Going  to  the  dfor,  and  returning  once  or  twice,  ai  ux- 

ftable  in  bis  refolution. 

But  then,  what  a  poor  difconfolate  object  fliall 

J  live,  without  a  wife  to  hover  about  me ;  to  bind 

up  my  head,  and  bathe  my  temples !   Oh  !   I  am 

K  im. 
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impatient  for  all  the  chartered  rights,  privilege!, 
and  immunities  of  a  married  man.  [Exit* 

Sir  Robert. 
Furies,  racks,  torments — I  cannot  bear  what  I 
feel,  and  yet  I  am  afhamed  to  own  1  feel  an; 
thing ! 

Enter  Mr.  Placid. 

Placid. 

My  dear  Sir  Robert,  give  me  joy.  Mrs.  Placid 
and  1  are  come  to  the  very  point  you  advifed ; 
matters  are  in  the  faireft  way  for  a  feparation. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  do  give  you  joy,  and  moft  fincerely.— -You  are 
right  i  you'll  foon  be  as  happy  as  I  am.  Sighing] 
But  would  you  fuppofe  it  ?  that  deluded  woman, 
my  wife,  is  going  to  be  married  again  I  I  thought 
the  had  had  enough  of  me  1 

Placid. 
You  are  hurt,  I  fee,  left  the  world  fhogld  fay  (he 
has  forgot  you. 

Sir  Robert. 
She  cannot  forget  me  j  I  defy  her  to  forg«t 
me. 

Placid. 
Who  is  her  intended  hufband  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
Solus,  Solus.     An  old  "man  —  an  ugly  man.    He 
left  me  this  moment,  and  owned  it— owned  it !  Go 
after  him,  will  you,  and  perfuade  him  not  to  have 
her. 

Placid. 
My  advice  will  have  no  effeft,  for  you  know  he 
is  bent  upon  matrimony. 

Sir 
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Sir  Robert. 
Then  could  not  you,  my  dear  Sir  (as  you  are 
going  to  be  feparated),  could  not  you  recommend 
him  to  marry  your  wife  > — It  will  be  all  the  fame  to 
him,  I  dare  fay,  and  I  thall  like  it  much  better. 

Placid. 

Ours  will  not  be  a  divorce,  confider,  but  merely 
a  feparate  maintenance.  But  were  it  otherwife,  I 
wifh  no  man  fo  ill,  as  to  with  him  married  to  Mrs. 
Placid. 

Sir  Robert. 

That  is  my  cafe  exactly.  I  with  no  man  fo  ill,  as 
to  with  him  married  to  my  Lady  Ramble ;  and 
poor  old  Solus  in  particular,  poor  old  man !  a 
very  good  fort  of  man — I  have  a  great  friendlhip 
»for  Solus.' — I  can't  ftay  a  moment  in  the  houfe — I 
mult  go  fomewhere— 1*11  go  to  Solus. — No,  I'll  go 
to  Lord  Norland — No,  I  will  go  to  Harmony ; 
and  then  1*11  call  on  you,  and  we'll  take  a  bottle  to- 
gether ;  and  when  we  are  both  free  [takes  bis 
band]  we'll  join,  from  that  moment  we'll  join,  to 
laugh  at,  to  contemn,  to  defpife.  all  thofe  who  bbaft 
of  the  joys  of  conjugal  love.  [Exeunt, 


END  OF  THE  THIRD  ACT. 
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Act  iv. 


SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  at  Mr.  Harmony's. 

Enter  Mr.  Harmony. 
Harmony. 

AN  D  now,  for  one  of  the  moft  painful  talks 
that  brotherly  love  ever  draws  upon  me ;  to 
tell  another,  the  fait,  of  which  I  gave  him  hope,  has 
failed. — Yet,  if  I  can  but  overcome  Captain  Irwin's 
delicacy  fo  far,  as  to  prevail  on  him  td  accept  one 
proof  more  of  my  good  .withes  towards  him  ;— 
but  to  a  man  of  his  nice  fenfe  of  obligations,  the 
offer  mud  be  made  with  caution. 

Enter  Lard  Norland. 
Lord  Norland, 
Mr.  Harmony,  I  beg  your  pardon  :  I  come  in 
thus  abruptly,  from  the  anxiety  I  feel  concerning 
what  paffed  between  us  this  morning  in  refpecl:  to 
Mifs  Wooburn.  You  have  not  changed  your 
mind,  I  hope  ? 

Harmony. 
Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  am  very  forry  that  it  will 
not  be  in  my  power  to  oblige  you. 

Lord  Norland,  in  anger. 
How,  Sir?  Did  not  you  give  me  your  word? 

Harmony, 
Only  conditionally,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Norland. 
And  what  were  the  conditions  ?    , 
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Harmony, 
Have  you  forgot  them  ?  Her  former  huiband. 

Enter  Servant. 

Servant. 
Sir  Robert  Ramble  is  in  his  carriage  at  the 
door,  and,  if  you  are  at  leifure,  will  come  in. 

Harmony. 
Defire  him  to  walk  up.     I  have  your  leave,  I 
fuppofe,  my  Lord  ?  [Exit  Servant. 

Lord  Norland. 
Yes ;  but  let  me'  get  out  of  the  houfe  without 
meeting  him.  [Going  to  the  iffeftle  door]  Can  I  go 
this  way  ? 

Harmony. 
Why  mould  youlhun  him  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
Becaufe  he  ufed  his  wife  ill. 
Harmony. 
He  did.     But  I  believe  he  is  very  forry  for  it, 
—And  as  for  you,  he  (aid  to  me  only  a  few  hours 
ago — but  no  matter. 

"  Lord  Norland. 
What  did  he  fay  1  I  infift  upon  knowing. 

Harmony. 
Why  then  he  faid,  "  that  if  he  had  a  facred 
truft  to  repofe  in  any  one,  you  mould  be  the  man 
on  earth,  to  whom  he  would  confide  it." 
Lord  Norland. 
Well,  I  am  in  no  hurry ;  1  can  ftay  a  few  mi- 
nutes. 

Enter  Sir  Robert  Ramble. 
Sir  Robert. 
Oh !  Harmony !  I  am  in  fuch  a  diftrafted  ftate 
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of  mind — [Seeing  Lord  Norland,  beftartst  end  bows 
•with  tbt  meft  bumble  refpeB.~\ 

Lord  Norland. 
Sir  Robert,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
My  Lord,  I  am  pretty  well. — I  hope  I  have 
the  happinefs  of  feeing  your  Lordlhip  in  perfeft 
health. 

Lord  Norland. 
Very  well,  Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Sir  Robert. 
Indeed,  my  Lord,  I  think  I  never  law  you  look 
better. 

Lord  Norland. 
Mr.  Harmony,  you  and  Sir  Robert  may  have 
forae  bufinefs— I'll  with  you  a  good  morning. 

Harmony. 

No,  my  Lord,  I  fancy  Sir  Robert  has  nothing 
particular. 

Sir  Robert. 
Nothing,  nothing,  I  affure  you,  my  Lord. 

Lord  Norland. 
However,  I    have  bu(tne(%  myfelf  in  another 
place,  and  fo  you  will  excufe  me.  [Going. 

Sir  Robert,  following  him. 
My  Lord— Lord  Norland, — I  truft  you   will 
excule  my  enquiries. — I  hope,  my  Lord,  all  your 
family  are  well  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
All  very  well. 

Sir  Robert. 
Your    little     Eleven — Mafter    Edward, — the 
young  Gentleman  you  have  adopted— I  hope  he  is 
well— 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


A    COMEDY.  71 

•ytH—fbtfitdtiiig  and  confu/ed]  And— your  Ward» 
Sir — Mifs  Wooburn — I  hope,  my  Lord,  flic  is 
Well? 

Lord  Norland. 
Yes,  Sir  Robert,  Mifs  Wooburn  is  tolerably 
well. 

Sir  Robert. 
Only  tolerably,  my  Lord  ?  I  am  forry  for  that. 

Harmony. 
I  hope,  my  Lord,  you  will  excufe  my  men- 
tioning the  fubjed  ;  but  I  was  telling  Sir  Robert 
juft  now,  of  your  intentions  refpecting  a  fecond 
marriage  for  that  Lady  ;  but  Sir  Robertdoes  not 
appear  to  approve  of  the  defign. 

Lord  Norland. 
What  objection  can  be  have  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
My  Lord,  there  are  fuch  a  number  of  bad  huf- 
bands;  there  are  fuch  a  number  of  diffipated,  un- 
thinking, unprincipled  men  ! — And — I  mould  be 
extremely  forry  to  fee  any  Lady  with  whom  I  have 
had  the  honour  of  being  fo  clofely  allied,  united 
to  one  who  would  undervalue  her  worth. 

Lord  Norland. 
Pray,  Sir  Robert,  were  you  not  then  extremely 
forry  for  her,  while  me  was  united  to  you  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
Very  forry  for  her  indeed,  my  Lord.  But,  at 
that  time,  my  mind  was  fo  taken  up  with  other 
cares,  I  own  I  did  not  feel  the  compaflion  which  was 
her  due ;  but,  now  that  I  am  fingle,  I  fhall  have 
.leifure  to  pay  her  more  attention ;  and  mould  I  find 
her  unhappy,  it  muft,  inevitably,  make  me  fo. 

Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 
Depend  iipon  it,  ihat  on  the  prefent  occafion,  I 
(hall  take  infinite  care  in  the  choice  of  her  hufband. 

Sir  Robert.  '. 
If  your  Lordlhip  would  permit' me  to  have  an 
interview  with  Mifs  Woobuin,  1  think  I  Ihould  be 
able  at  leaft — 

Lord  Norland. 
You  would  not  fure  infult  her  by  your  pre- 
fence  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
I  think  I  ihould  be  able  at  leaft  to  point  out  an 
objeft  worthy  of  her  rafte — I  know  what  fhe  will 
like  better  than  any  body  in  the  world. 

Lord  Norland. 
Her  requeft  has  been,  that  I  may  point  her  our, 
a  hufband  the  reverfe  of  you. 

Sir  Robert, 
Then,  upon  my  honour,  my  Lord,  (he  won't  like 
him. 

Lerrf  Norland. 
Have  not  you  liked  women  the  reverfe  of  her? 

Sir  Robert. 
Yes,  my  Lord,  perhaps  I  have,  and  perhaps  1 
ftill  do.  1  do  not  pretend  to  love  her ;  I  did  not 
fay  I  did;  nay,  I  pofitively  proteftl  do  notj  but 
this  indifference  I  acknowledge  as  one  of  my 
faults;  and,  not  with  (landing  all  my  faults,  give 
me  leave  to  acknowledge  my  gratitude  that  your 
Lordlhip  has  nevertirelefs  been  pleafed  to  declare 
you  think  my  virtues  are  numberlefs,  \,Lord  Nor- 
land Jhews  furprife.'] 

Harmony,  afidt  to  Sir  Robert. 
Huih,  huih !— Don*t  talk  of  your  virtues  now. 

2  Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 

Sir  Robert,  to  all  this  incoherent  language,  this 

is  my  anfwer,  this  is  my  will :  The  Lady,  to-whom 

I  have  had  the'  honour  to  be  guardian,  (hall  never 

(while  (he  calls  me  friend)  fee  you  more. 

[Sir  Robert,  at  this  fentence,  ftands  ftlent  far/omi  , 
time%  tbentfuddenly  recollecting  bimfeif] 

Sir  Robxrt. 
Lord  Norland,  I  am  too  well  acquainted  with 
the  truth  of  your  word,  and  the  firmnefs  of  your 
temper,  to  prefs  my  fuit  one  fentence  farther. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  commend  your  difcernment. 

Sir  Robert. 
My  Lord,  I  feel  myfelf  a  little  embarraflcd.— 
I  am  afraid  I  have  made  myfelf  a  little  ridiculous 
upon  this  occafion — Will  your  Lordfhip  do  me 
the  favour  to  forget  it  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
I  will  forget  whatever  you  pleafe. ' 

Harmony  following  hint,  •tvbi^ers. 
I  am  forry  to  fee  you  going  away  in  defpair. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  never  did  defpair  in  my  life,  Sir ;  and  while  a 
Woman  is  the  obieft  of  my  withes,  I  never  will. 

IP*. 

Lord  Norland. 
What  did  he  fay? 

Harmony. 
That  he  thought  your  conduit  that  of  a  juft  and 
an  Upright  man. 

Lord  Norland. 
To  fay  the"'  truth,  he  has  gone  away  with  better 
L  manners 
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manners  than  I  could  have  imagined,  confidering 
his  jealoufy  is  provoked. 

Harmony. 
■  Ah  !  I  always  knew  he  loved  his  wife,  notwith- 
ftanding  his  behaviour  to  her ;  for,  if  you'  remem- 
ber, lie  always  fpoke  well  of  her  behind  her  back. 

Zeni  Norland, 
]No,  I  do  not  remember  it. 

Harmony.. 
Yes,  he  did ;  and  that  is  the  only  criterion  of  a 
man's  love,  or  of  his  friendship. 

Enter  Servant. 
Servant,, 
A  young  gentleman,  is  at  rue  door,  Sic,.enquir* 
ing  for  Lord  Norland.  , 

Lord  Norland.  * 
Who  can  it  be  ? 

Harmony. 
Your  young  gentleman  from  home,  t  ■  dare  fay. 
Deiire  him  to  walk,  in.     Bring  riirn  here 

[£«/  Servant. 
Lord  Norland. 
What  bufinefs  can  he  have  to  follow  me  ? 

*•-.  Enter  Edward. 

Edward. 
Oh,  my   Lord,  I  beg  your  pardon  for  coming 
hither ;  but  I  come  to  tell  you  ibmeihing  you  will 
be  glad  to  hear.  ' 

Harmony^ 
Good  Heaven  !  how  like  his  mother  1 

.6  Lord 
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'    ■  Lard  Norland, 

Taking  bim  by  lbs  band.  , 
I  begin  to  think  he  is — but  he  was  not  fo  when 
•I  firfttook  hiih.  No,  no,  if  he  had,  he  wbuldnot 
have  been  thus  near  me  now; — but  to  turn  him 
away  becaul'e  his  countenance  is  a  little  changed, 
I  think  would  not  be  right. 

Edward,  to  Harmony. 
Pray,  Sir,  did  you  know  my  mother  ? 

Harmony. 

I  have  feen  her. 

Edward. 
Did  you  ever  fee  her,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
1  thought  you  had  orders  never  te  enquire  about 
your  parents  ?  Have  you  forgot  thofe  orders  ? 

.  Edward. 
No,  my  Lord ;  but  when  this  gentleman  faid  I 
was  like  my  mother — it  put  m«  in  mind  of  her. 

Harmony. 
You  do  not  remember  your  mother,  do  you  ? 

Edward. 
Sometimes  I  think  I  do.     I  think  fometimes  I 
remember  her  kifling  me,  when  (he  and  my  father 
went  on  board  of  a  (hip  ;  and  fo  hard  Die  prefied 
me — I  think  I  feel  it  now. 

Harmony. 
Perhaps'  (he  was  the  only  Lady  that  ever  faluted 
you? 

Edward. 
No,  Sir ;  not  by  many. 

Lord  Norland. 
But  pray,  young  man  (to  have  done  with  this 
L  2  fubjea). 
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fubjeft),  what  brought  you  here  ?  You  fcem  to 
have  forgot  your  errand  ?    ■ 

Edward. 
And  To  I  had,  upon  my  word.     Speaking  of 
my  mother,  put  it  quite  out  of  my  head. — But, 
my  Lord,  I  came  to  let  you  know,  the  robberwho 
Mopped  you  laft  night  is  taken. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  am  glad  to  hear  it. 

Edwarp. 
I  knew  you  would  j  and  therefore  I  begged  to 
be  the  firftto  tell  you. 

Harmqny,  to  Lord  Norland. 
Should  you  know  the  perfon  again  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
.  I  cannot  fay  I  mould,  his  face  feemed  fo  much 
diftorttd. 

Harmony, 
Ay,  wretched  man  !  I  fuppofe  with  terror. 

Lord  Norland. 
No  j  it  appeared  a  different  paffion  from  fear. 

Edward. 
Perhaps,  my  Lord,  it  was  your  fear  that  made 
you  think  fo. 

Lord  Norland. 
No,  Sir,  I  was  not  frightened. 

Edward. 
Then  why  did  you  give  him  your  money? 

Lord  Norland. 
It  was  furprife  caufed  me  to  do  that. 

Edward. 
I  wondered  what  it  was  !  You  faid  it  was  not 
tear,  and  I  was  fure  it  cquld  not  be  love. 

Harmos*. 
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Harmony. 

How  has  he  been  taken  ? 

Edward. 
A  perfon  came  to  our  fteward,  and  informed 
agatnft  him ; — and,  Oh  !  my  Lord,  his  poor  wife 
told  the  officers  who  took  him,  they  had  met  with 
misfortunes,  which  (he  feared  had  caufed  a  fever 
in  her  hufband's  head  i  and,  indeed,  they  found 
him  too  ill  to  be  removed  ;  and  fo,  fhe  hoped,  Ihe 
faid,  "  that  as  a  man,  not  in  his  perfect  mind,  you 
would  be  merciful  to  him." 

Lord  Norland. 
I  willbejutt. 

Edward. 
And  that  is  being  merciful,  is  it~not,  my  Lord  ? 

Lord  Norland. 
Not  always. 

Edward. 
I  thought  it  had  been.— It  is  not  jttji  to  be  un- 
merciful, is  it  r 

Lord  Norland. 
Certainly  not. 

Edward. 
Then  it  mud  bejujt,  to  have  mercy. 

Lord  Norland. 
You  draw  a  falfe  conclusion.  Great  as  is  the 
virtue  of  mercy,  jufike  is  greater  ftill.  Jufitte 
holds  iis  place  among  thofe  cardinal  virtues  which, 
include  all  the  letter.—  Come,  Mr.  Harmony,  will 
you  go  home  with  me  ?  And  before  I  attend  to 
this  bufinefs,  let  me  peFfuade  you  to  forget  there 
is  fuch  a  perfon  in  the  world  as  Sir  Robert,  and 
fuffer  me  10  introduce  you  to  Mifs  Wooburn,  as 
(he  man  who — 

Harmonv. 
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■H'AffMONY. 

I  beg  to  be  excufed — BeGdes  the  consideration 
of  Sir  Robert,  I  have  another  reafon  why  I  cannot 
;go  with  you.  The  melancholy  tale  which  this 
young  gentleman  has  been  telling,  has  call  a 
gloom  on  my  fpirits  which  renders  me  unfit  for 
the  fociety  of  a  Lady. 

Lord  Norland. 
Now  I'fhould  not  be  furprifed  were  y6u  to  go 
•infearch  of  this  culprit  and  his  family,  and  corne 
to  me  to  intreat  me  H>  forego  the  profecmion ; 
but,  before  you  aflt  me,  I  tell  you  it  is  in  vain — I 
will  not. 

Harmony. 
Lord  Norland,  1  have  lately  been  fo  unfucceff- 
ful  in  my  petitions  to  you,  I  (hall  never  prefume  to 
interpofe  between  your  rigour  and  a  weak  fufferer 
more. 

Lor'd  Norland. 
Plead  the  caufe  of  the  good,  and  X  will  liften ; 
but  you  find  none  but  the  wicked  for  your  com- 
panion. 

Harmony. 
The  good  in  all  nates,  even  in  the  very  jaws  of 
death,  are  objects  of  envy  ;  it  is  the  bad  who  are 
the  only  real  fufferers :  There,  where  do  internal 
confolation  cheers,  who  can  refute  a  little  external 
comfort? — And  let  me  tell  you,  my  Lord,  that 
amidft  all  your  authority,  your  date,  your  gran- 
deur, t  often  pity  you.  [Speaking  with  unefftSed 
companion. 

Lord  Norland. 

Good-day,  Mr.  Harmony  ;  and  when  you  have 

apologiled  for  what  you  have  faid,  we  may  be 

fiiends  again.  [Exit,  leading  cjj  Edward. 

Harmony. 
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Harmonv. 
.  Nay,  hear  my  apology. now,    I.canoot-r-no,  it 
is  not  in  my  nature  to  live  in  refentmeat,  nor  under 
the  refentment  of  any  creature  in  the  world. 

{Exit,  following  Lord Norland. 

SCENE  II.   An  Apartment  at  Lord  Norland's. 
Enter  Sir  Robert  Ramble,  followed  by  a  Servant. 

Sir  Robert* 
Do.  not  fay  who  it  is — but  fay  a  Gentfernan  who 
has  fome  very  particular  bufinefs  with  her* 

Servant. 
.Yes,  Sir.     [Gmg*.] 

Sir  Robert. 
"Pixy,,  [Servant  returns]  You  are  but  lately  come 
into  this  feryice,  I  believe? 

Servant. 

Only  a  few  days,  Sir. 

Sir  Robert. 
You  don't  know  me,  then  ? 

Servant. 
No,  Sir. 

Sir  Robert. 
I  am-  very  glad  of  it.     So  much  the  better. 
-Go  to  Mifs  Wooburn,  with  a  Stranger's  compli- 
ments who  is  waiting,  and  who  begs  to  fpeak  with 
her  upon  an  affair  of  importance . 

Servant. 
Yes,  Sir.  [£«/. 

Sir  Robert. 

I  wiih  I  may  die  if  I  don't  feel  very  vnjiccount- 

ably !    How  different  are  our  fenfations  .towards  , 

our 
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our  wives,  and  all  other  women  !  This  is  the  very 
firft  time  fhe  has  given  me  a  palpitation  fince  the 
honey-moon. 

Enter  Mtfs  Wooburn,  who  fiarts  on  feting  Sir 
Robert  ;~~he  bows  in  great  canfufion. 

Mtfs  Wooburn. 
Support  me,  Heaven  !    [Aftde.'} 

Sir  Robert, 
Bows  repeatedly,  and  does  not/peak  till  after  many  effortu 
Was  ever  man  in   fuch  confufion   before  his 
wife !  [JJIde.] 

Mifs.  Wooburn. 
Sir  Robert,  having  recovered  in  fome  meafure, 
from    the   furprife  into  which  this  intrufion  firft 
threw  me,  I  have  only  to  fay,  that  whatever  pre- 
tence may  have  induced  you  to  offer  me  this  in- 
fult,  there  are  none  to  oblige  ine  to  bear  with  it; 
[Going. 
Sir  Robert. 
Lady  Ramb-.— [w<j///'»£  bimfelf]  Mifs  Woo— 
[She  turns']  Lady  Ramble — [recalling  bimfelf again] 

Mifs  Wooburn — Madam — You  wrong  me 

There  was  a  time  when  I  infukcd  you,  I  confefs  ; 
but  it  is  impoffible  that  time  mould  ever  return. 

Mifs  Wooburm. 
While  I  ftay  with  you,  I  incur  the  danger. 

{Going. 
Sir  Robert,  holding  her. 
Nay,  liflen  to  me  as  a  friend,  whom  you  havt  - 
fo  often  heard  as  an  enemy. — You  offered  me  a  fa- 
vour by  the  hands  of  Mr.  Harmony— 

Mifs-  Wooburn. 
And  is  this  the  motive  of  your  vifit— -this  the 
return^— 

Sir 
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Sir  Robert. 
No,  Madam,  that  obligation  was  not  the  mo- 
tive which  drew  me  hither — The  real  caufe  of  this 
feeming  intrufion  is — you  are  going  to  be  mar- 
ried once  more,  and  I  come  to  warn  you  of  your 
danger. 

Mifs  Wooborn. 
That  you  did  fufficiemly  in  the  marriage-ftate. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  now  I  come  to  offer  you  advice  that  may 
be  of  the  molt  material  confequence,  Ihould  you 
really  be  determined  to  yield  yourfelf  again  into 
the  power  of  a  huiband. 

Mifs  Wooburk. 
Which  I  moft  affuredly  am. 

Sir  Robert. 
Happy,  happy  man  !  How  much  is  he  the  ob- 
ject or  my  envy !  None  fo  well  as  I,  know  how 
to  envy  him,  becaufe  none  fo  well  as  I,  know  how 
to  value  you.  [She  offers  to  go]  Nay,  by  Heaven 
you  (hall  not  go  till  you  have  heard  all  that  I 
came  to  fay  ! 

Mifs  WOOBURN. 
Speak  it  then  inftantly. 

Sir  Robert. 
No,  it  would  take  whole  ages  to  fpeak ;  and 
fhould  we  live  together,  as  long  as  we  have  lived 
together,  ftill  I  mould  not  find  time  to  tell  you— 
how  much  I  love  you. 

\A  loud  rapping  at  the  flreet-door, 
Mifs  Wooburm. 
That,  I  hope,  is  Lord  Norland. 

Sir  Robert. 
And  what  has  Lord  Norland  to  do  with  fouls 
M  free 
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free  as  ours  ?    Let  us  go  to  Scotland  again;  and 
figain  bid  defiance  to  his  item  commands. 

Mi/s  Wooburn. 
Be  affured,  that  through  him  only,  will  I  ever 
liften  to  a  fyllable  you  have  to  utter. 

Sir  Robert. 
One  fyllable  only,  and  I  am  gone  chat  inftarjt. 

Mi/s  "Wooburn. 
Well,  Sir? 

[He  befitates,  trembles , /eems  to  ftruggte  with  him- 
/el/;  then  approaching  her  Jlowfy,  timidly,  and 
as  if  ajbamed  of  bis  butnUiatien,  kneels  to  ber—* 
She  turns  away.] 

Sir  Robert,  kneeling, 
Maria,  Maria,  look  at  me  I — Look  at   me  in 
jhis  humble  Itate — Could  you  have  fufpefted  this, 
Maria  ? 

Mi/s  Wooburn. 
No ;    nor  can  I  conceive  what  this  mockery 
nieans. 

Sir  Robert. 
It  means,  that  now  you  are  no  longer  my  wife, 
you  are  my  Goddefs ;  and  thus  I  offer  you  my 
Supplication,  that  (if  you  are  refolved  not  to  live 
fingle)  amongft  the  numerous  train  who  prefect 
their  (bit,  you  will  once  more  felecl  me. 

Mi/s  Wooborn. 
You  ! — You  who  have  treated  me  with-  cruelty ; 
who  made  no  fecrct  of  your  love  for  others — but 
gloried,  boafted  of  your  gallantries  ? 

Sir  Robert.  ; 

I  did,  I  did — But  here  I  fwear,  only  truft  me 
aga,in — do  but  once,  more  truft  me,  and  I   fwear 

by 
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by  all  1  hold  moft  facred,  that  I  will  for  the  fu- 
ture carefully  conceal  all  my  gallantries  from  your 
knowledge— though  they  were  ten  times  raorcfre* 
quent  than  before. 

•Enter  Edward. 
Edward. 
Oh,  my  dear  Mifs  Wooburn— What !  Sir  Ro- 
bert here  too !  [Goes  to  Sir  Robert  and  /bakes 
hands']  How  do  you  do,  Sir  Robert  ?  Who  would 
have  thought  of  feeing  you  here?  I  am  glad  to 
fee  you  though,  with  all  my  heart;  and  fo.I'dard 
fay  is  Mifs  Wooburn,  though  (lie  may  not  like 
to  fay  fo. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
You  are  impertinent,  Sir. ' 
Edward. 
What,  for  coming  in  ?    I  will  go  away  then. 

Sir  Robert. 
Do,  do— There's  a  good  boy — do. 
Edward,  going,  returns. 
I  cannot  help  laughing,  though,  to  fee  you  two 
together ! — For  you  know  you  never  were  toge* 
ther  when  you  lived  in  the  fame  houfe. 

Sir  Robert. 
Leave  the  room  inftantly,  Sir,  or  I   (hall  call 
Lord-Norlandi 

Edward. 

Oh,  don't  take  that  trouble,  I  will  call  him  my- 

felf.  [Runs  to  the  door]— My  Lord,  my  Lord,  pray 

come  here  this  moment-^-As  t  am  alive,  here  is  Sif 

Robert  Ramble  along  with  Lady  Ramble  ! 

Enter  Lord  Norland. 

Sir  Robert  leaks  epnfaiftd'd,  Lord  Norland  points  to 

Edwaid  to  U  ive  the  room* 

[Exit  Edwards 
M  a  Urd 
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Lord  Norland. 
Sir  Robert,    on  what  pretence  do  you   come 
hither  ? 

Sir  Robert. 

On  the  fame  pretence,  as  when  I  was  for  the 

firft  time  admitted  into  your  houfe;  to  (blicit  this 

Lady's  hand.     And,  after  having  had  it  once,  n* 

force  (hall  compel  me  to  take  a  refufat. 

lard  Nor  l  ant*. 
I  will  try  however — Madam,  quit  the  room  ia- 
ftantly. 

Sir  Robert. 
My  Lord,  (he  (hall  not  quit  it. 

Lord  Norland. 
I  command  her  to  go. 

Sir  Robert. 
And  I  command  her  to  ftay. 

Lord  Norland. 
Which  of  us  will  you  obey  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
My  inclination,  my  Lord,  difpofes  me  to  obey 
you ; — but  1  have  fo  lately  been  accuftomed  to  obey 
him,  that  cujiom  inclines  me  to  obey  him  (till. 

Sir  Robert. 
There !  There  !  There,  my  Lord  !  Now  I  hope 
you  will  underftand  better  for  the  future,  and  not 
attempt  to  interfere  between  a  man  and  his  wife. 

Lord  Norland,  to  her. 
Be  explicit  in  your  anfwer  to  this  quefbion^— 
Will  you  confent  to  be  his  wife  I 

Mifs  Woobvrk. 
No,  never. 

Sir 
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Sir  Robert. 
Zounds,  my  Lord,  now  you  are  hurrying  mat- 
ters.— You  mould  do  it  by  gentle  means  ; — let  me 
afk  her  gently.     \Witb  a  moft  foft  voice]    Maria, 
Maria,  will  you  be  my  wife  once  again  ? 

.;  Mtfs  WoOBtfRN. 

Never.  : 

Sir  Robert. 
So  you  faid  feven  years  ago  when  I  aiked  you, 
and  yet  you  confented. 

■'  ■„  '..',.        ■    ■f**'  Norland. 

And  now,  Sir  Roberr,  you  have  had  your  an- 
fwer  ;  leave  my  houfe.    '[Going  up  to  bim.'] 

Sir  Robert. 
Yes,  Sir ;  but  not  without  my  other  half. 

Lord  Norland. 
«  Your  other  half?" 

Sir  Robert. 
Yes ;  the  wife  of  my  bofom— the  wife,  whom 
I  fwore  at  the '  altar  "  to   love  and   to  cherim, 
**  and,  forfaking  all  others,  cleave  only  to  her  as 
"  long  as  we  both  (hould  live." 

Lord  Norland. 
You  broke  your  oath,  and  made  the  contract 
void. 

Sir  Robert. 
But  I  am  ready  to  take  another  oath  j  and  an- 
other after  that,  and  another  after  that— And,  Oh, 
my  dear  Maria,  be  propitious  to  my  vows,  and 
give  me  hopes  you  will  again  be  mine.  [He  goes 
to  bers  and  kneels  in  the  moft  jupplicating  altitude.] 

c  Enter 
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Enter  Edward,  jbewing  in  Mr.  Solus  and  Mr. 
Placid  ;  Edward  points  to  Sir  Robert  (wb» 
■  has  bis  back  to  them)  and  goes  off. 

Sir  Robert, 
Still  on  bis  kntes>  and  not  fercetving  tbeir  entrance. 
1  cannot  live  without  you.' — Receive  your  peni- 
tent hufband,   thus  humbly  acknowledging  his 
faults,   and  imploring  you  to  accept   him  once 
again. 

Solus, 

Going  up  to  Sir  Robert.    . 

Now,  is.it  wonderfbl  that  Ifhould  want  a  wife  ? 

Placid. 
And  is  it  to  be  wondered  at,  if  I  (hould  helitate 
about  parting  with. nine? 

Sir  Robert 
Starts  up  in  great  confufion. 
Mr.  Solus,  Mr;  Placid,  I  am  liighly  difpleafed 
that  my  private  actions  ihould  be  thus  infpefted. 

Solus. 
No  one  fhall  perfuade  me  now,  to  live  a  day 
without  a  wife. 

,    Placid. 
And  no  one  (hall  perfuade  me  now,   not  to   be 
content  with  my  own. 

Solus. 

I  will  procure  a  fpecial  licence,  and  marry  the 
firft  woman  I  meet. 

Sir  Robert. 
Mr.  Solus,  you  are,  I  believe,  intereftcd  in  a 
peculiar  manner,  about  the  marriage  of  this  Lady. 

Solus. 
And,  poor  man,  you  arc  fick,  and  want  fome- 
body 
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body  to  "  bathe  your  temples,"  and  to  "  hover 
*'  about  you-i" 

Mifs  WoOBUKN. 

You  come  in.moft  opportunely,  my  dear  Mr. 
Solus,  to  be  a  witnefs 

Sir  Robert. 
"  My  dear  Mr.  Solus  1" 

Solus, 
To  be  a  witnefs,  Madam,  that  a  man  is  miser- 
able without  a  wife.     I  have  been  a  fatal  inftauce 
of  that,  for  fome  time. 

Mifs  Woobuhn. 
Come  to  me  then,  and  receive  a  leflbn. 

Sir  Robert. 
No,  Madam,  he  (hall  not  come  to  you  j  nor 
ihall  he  receiv^a  leflbn.    No  one  (hall  receive  a 
leflbn  from  you,  but  me. 

Lord  Norland. 
Sir  Robert,  one  would  fuppofe  by  this  extra- 
ordinary  behaviour,  you  were  jealous. 

■Sir  Robert. 
And  fo  I  am,  my  Lord ;  I  have  caufe  to  be  fo, 

£crd  Norland. 
No  caufe  to  be  jeaious  of  Mr.  Solus — He  is  not 
Mifs  Woobura's  lover,  I  affure  you. 

.Sff-RoBERT. 

Then,  my  Lord,  I  verily  believe  it  is  yaurfelft 
Yes,  I  can  fee  it  is ;  I  can  fee  it  by  her  eyes,  and 
by  every  feature  in  your  face. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Oh  !  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Placid,  only  liften 
to  hinj, 

Sir 
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Sir  Robert. 

And  why  "  my  good  friend,  Mr.  Placid  ?"  [To 

Placid.     By  Heavens,  Sir,  I  believe  that  you  only 

wMbed  to  get  rid  of  your  own  wife,  in  order   to 

marry  mine,     i 

Placid. 
I  do  not  with  to  part  with  my  own  wife,  Sir 
Robert,  fince  what  I  havejuftfeen. 
Sir  Robert, 
Going  up  to  Solus  and  Lord  Norland- 
Then,  pray,  gentlemen,  be  fo  good  as  to  tell 
me,  which  of  you  two  is  the  happy  man,  that  I  may 
Know  how  to  conduct  myfelf  towards  him  ? 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Ha,  ha,  ha! 

Sir  Robert.    . 
Do  you  infult  me,  Maria  ?— -Oh !  have  pity  on 
my  fufferings. 

Solus. 
]f  you  have  a  mind  to  kneel  down  again,  we 
will  go  out  of  the  room* 

Placid. 
Juft  as  I  was  comforting  myfelf  with  the  prof- 
pe&  of  a  divorce,  I  find  my  inftru&or  and  direc- 
tor pleading  on  his  knees  to  be  remarried. 

Enter  Mrs.  Placid, 

Mrs.  Placid. 
What  were  you  faying  about  a  divorce  ? 

Sir  Robert. 
Now,  down  on  your  knees,  and  beg  pardon, 

Mifs  Wooburn.  .   . 

My  dear  Mrs.  Placid,  if  this  vifit  is  to  me,  J 
take  It  very  kind. 
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Mrs.  Placid. 

Not  abfolutety  to  you,  my  dear.    I  faw  Mr. 

Placid's  carriage  at  the  door,  and  fo  I  ftepped  ia 

to  defirc  him  to  go  home.     Go  home  directly. 

Placid. 

Prefently,  my  dear  j  I.  will  go  prefently. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Prefently  won't  do ;  I  fay  directly.  There  is  a 
lady  at  my  houfe  in  the  greateft  poffible  diitrefs 
[ivbifters  inm\ — Lady  Eleanor — I  never  faw  a 
creature  in  fuch  diftraction;  [Raifing  her  voice] 
— therefore  go  home  this  moment  j  you  flia'n't  ftay 
an  inftant  longer. 

Solus. 
Egad,  I  don't  know  whether  I  will  marry  or 
no. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Why  don't  you  go,  Mr.  Placid,  when  I  bid 
you  ? 

Solus. 
No ; — I  think  I  won't  marry.  • 

Placid. 

But,  my  dear,  will  not  you  go  home  with  me  ?    ' 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Did  not  I  tell  you  to  go  by  yourfelf  ? 

[Placid  iewst  and  gets  off. 

Solus. 
No ; — 1  am  fure  I  won't  marry. 

Lord  Norland. 
And  now,  Mr.  Solus  and  $ir  Robert,  thefe  la- 
dies may  have  fome  private  conversation.   Do  me 
the  favour  to  leave  them  alone. 
Mijs  Wooburn. 
My  Lord,  with  your  leave  we  will  retire.  [Turns 
N  wbtn 
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wbenjhegets  to  thedoor.^  Sir  Robert,  -I  have  re- 
mained in  your  company,  and  compelled  myfelf  to 
the  painful  tafk  of  hearing  all  you  have  had  to  fay, 
merely  for  the  fatisfaftion  of  expofmg  your  love, 
and  then  enjoying  the  triumph  of  bidding  you  fare- 
Vtfll  for  ever.  {Exit  with  Mrs.  Placid. 

Solus, 
Looking fteadfajlly  at  Sit  Robert. 
He  turns  pale  at  the  thoughts  of  lofing  her.  Yes, 
I  think  I'll  marry. 

Lord  Norland.. 
Come,  Sir  Robert,  it  is  in  vain  to  loiter ;  your 
doom  is  fixed. 

Sir  Robert, 
In  a  melancholy  muling  tone. 
Shall  I  then  never  again  know  what  it  is  to  have 
a  heart  like  her's,  to  repofe  my  troubles  on  ? 
Solus. 
Yes,  I  am  pretty  fure  I'll  marry. 

Sir  Robert. 

— A  friend  in  all  my  anxieties,  a  companion  in 

all  my  pleafures,  a  phylician  in  all  my  licknefies —  ' 

Solus. 
Yesj  I  ■Kill  marry. 

Lord  Norland. 
Corne,  come,  Sir  Robert,  do  not  let  you  and  I 
have  any  difpute.     [Leading  him  towards  the  dcor, .] 
■Sir  Robert. 
Senfelefs  man,  not  to  value  thofe  bleiTings — Not 
to  know  how  to  eftinnte  them,  till  they  were  loft. 
[Lord  Norland  leads  Urn  off. 
Solus,  following. 
Yes, — I  am  determined  ; — nothing  fhall  prevent 
me — I  willbe  married.  [Exit. 

EHD   OF   THE    FOVRTH   ACT. 
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SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  at  Lord  Norland's. 

Enter  Hammond,  followed  by  Lady  Eleanor. 

Hammond. 

MY  Lord  is  bafily  engaged,  Madam ;  I  do  not 
fuppofe  he  would  fee  any  one,  much  lefs  a 
tjer' 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  am  no  ftranger. 

Hammond. 
Your  name  then,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
That,  I  cannot  lend  in.  But  tell  him,  Sir,  I  am 
the  afBi&ed  wife  of  a  man,  who  for  fome  weeks  pad 
has  given  many  fatal  proofs  of  a  difordered  mind. 
In  one  of  thofe  fits  of  phrenfy,  he  held  an  inftru- 
ment  of  death,  meant  for  his  own  deftru&ion,  to  the 
breaft  of  your  Lord  (who  by  accident  that  moment 
palled),  and  took  from  him,  what  he  vainly  hoped 
might  preferve  his  own  life,  and  relieve  the  wants 
of  his  family.  But  his  paroxyfm  over,  he  fhrunk 
from  what  he  had  done,  and  gave  die  whole  he 
had  thus  unwarrantably  taken,  into  a  fervant's 
hands  to  be  returned  to  its  lawful  owner.  The 
man,  admitted  to  this  confidence,  betrayed  his 
truft,  and  inftead  of  giving  up  what  was  fo  facredly 
delivered  to  him,  fecreted  it;  and,  to  obtain  the 
promifed  reward,  came  to  this  houfe,  but  to  in- 
form againft  the  wretched  offender;  who  now, only 
refting  on  your  Lord's  clemency,  can  efcape  the 
direful  fate  he  has  incurred. 

N  2  *.  Ham- 
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Hammond. 
Madam,  the  account  you  give,  makes  me  in- 
terefted  in  your  behalf,  and  you  may  depend,  I  will 
repeat  it  all  with  the  greateft  exa&nefs. 

[Exit  Hammond. 
Lady  Eleanor, 
Looking  around  her. 
This  is  my  father's  houfe  !  It  is  only  through  two 
rooms  and  one  (hort  paflage,  find  there  he  is  fitting 
in  his  ftudy.    Oh!  in  that  ftudy,  where  I  (even in 
the  midft  of  all  his  bufinefs)  have  been  fo  often 
welcome ;  where  I  have  urged  the  fuit  of  many  an 
unhappy  perfon,  nor  ever  urged  in  vain.    Now  I 
am  not  permitted  to  fpeak  for  myfelf,  nqr  have 
one  friendly  voice  to  do  that  office  for  me,  which 
I  have  fo  often  undertaken  for  others, 

Rs-enter  Hammonb,  Edward  following, 

Hammond. 

My  Lord  fays,  that  any  petition  concerning  the 
perfon  you  come  about,  is  in  vain.  His  refp&ft 
for  the  laws  of  his  country  demands  an  example 
fuch  as  he  means  to  make. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Am  I,  am  I  to  defpair  then  ?    [To  Hammond] 
Dear  Sir,  would  you  go  once  more  to  him,  and 

humbly  reprefent 

Hammond. 
I  mould  be  happy  to  oblige  you,  but  I  dare  not 
take  any  more  metfages  to  my  Lord ;  he  has  given 
me  my  anfwer.— If  you  will  give  me  leave,  Madam, 
I'll  fee  you  to  the  door. 

[Croffes  to  the  other  ftde,  and  Exit. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Mifery— Diftra&ion  !— Oh,  Mr.  Placid  !     Oh, 

'."  Mr. 
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Mr.  Harmony  !  Are  thefe  the  hopes  you  gave 
me,  could  I  have  the  boldnefs  to  enter  this  houfe  ? 
But  you  would  neither  of  you  undertake  to  bring 
me  here  I— neither  of  youundertake  tofpeak  for  mel 

[Sbe  is  following  the  Servant;  Edward  walks foftly 
after  ber,  till  /be  gets  near  the  door ;  be  then  takes 
bold  of  her  gown,  and  gently  pulls  it ;  Jbe  turns  and 
looks  at  bint."} 

Edward. 

Shall  I  (peak  for  you,  Madam  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
Who  are  you,  pray,  young  Gentleman  ?    Is  il 
you,  whom  Lord  Norlandlias  adopted  for  his  fon  i 

Edward. 
I  believe  he  has,  Madam;  but  be  has  never 
told  me  fo  yet. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  am  obliged  to  you  for  your  offer ;  but  my  fuit 
js  of  too  much  confequence  for  you  to  undertake. 

Edward. 
I  know  what  your  fuit  is,  Madam,  becaufe  I  was 
with  my  Lord  when  Hammond  brought  in  your 
meffage  j  and  I  was  fo  forry  for  you,  I  came  out  on 

C-pofe  to  fee  you — and,  without  (peaking  to  my 
rd,  I  could  do  you  a  great  kindnefs — if  I  durft. 
Lady  Eleanor. 
■      What  kindnefs  ? 

Edward. 
But  I  durft  not — No,  do  not  alk  me. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
I  do  not.     But  you  have  raifed  my  curiofity ; 
and  in  a  mind  fo  diffracted  as  mine,  it  is  cruel  to 
excite  one  additional  pain. 

Edward. 
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I  am  fure  I  would  not  add  to  your  grief  for  the  . 
world. — But  then,  pray  do  not  fpeak  of  what  I  am 
going  to  fay. — I  heard  my  Lord's  lawyer  tell  him 
juft  now,  "  that  as  he  faid  he  Ihould  not  know  the 
perfon  again,  who  committed  the  offence   about 
which  you  came,   and  as  the  man  who  informed 
againft;  him  was  gone  off,  there  could  be  no  evidence 
that  he  did  the  aftion,  but  from  a  book,   a  parti- 
cular pocket-book  of  my  Lord's,  which  he  forgot 
to  deliver  to  his  fervant  with  the  notes  and  money 
to  return,   and  which  was    found   upon    him  at 
your  houfe:  and  thisj^Lord  Norland  will  affirm 
to  be  hrs."— Now,  if  I  did  not  think  1  was  doing 
wrong,  this  is  the  very  book — [Takes  a  pocket-book 
from  bis  pocia']  I  took  it  from  my  Lord's  table  ;— 
but  it  would  be  doing  wrong,  or  I  am  fure  I  wifh 
you  had  it.  [Looking  wtjbfully  at  ber. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
It  will  fave  my  life,  my  hufband's  and   my 
fchi.Idren's. 

Edward,  trembling. 
But  what  is  to  become  of  me  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
That  Providence,  who  never  piraifliesthe  deed, 
unlefs  the    will  be  an  accomplice,  mall  proteft 
you  for  faving  one,  who  has  only  erred  in  a  mo- 
ment of  diftradlion. 

Edward. 
I  never  did  any  thing  to  offend  my  Lord  in  my 
life; — and  I  amin  fuch  fear  Of  him,  I  did  not 
think  I  ever  fhould. — Yet,  1  cannot  refufe  yen-, — 
take  it. — [Gives  ber  the  book,]  But  pity  rne,  when 
my  Lord  mall  know  of  it,    . 

4  ■    iMl 
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latty  Eleanor. 
Oh  !  Ihoxild  he  difcard  you  for  what  you  have 
done,  it  will  embitter  every  moment  of  my  remain- 
ing life. 

Edward. 
Do  not  frighten  yourfelf  about  that.— I  think  at 
Jovcs  me  too  well  to  difcard  me  quite. 

Lady  Eleanor. 

Does  he  indeed  ? 

Edward. 

I  think  he  does  j — for  often,  when  we  are  alone, 
he  pVefles  me  to  his  bofom  fo  fondly,  you  wouli 
not  fgppofe.T — And,  when  my  poor  nurfe  died,  (he 
called  me  to  her  bed-fide,  and  told  me  (but  pray 
keep  it  a  fecret) — Ihe  told  me  I  was — his  grand- 
child. 

Lady  Eleanor. 

You  are — you  are  his  grand-child — I  fee,. — I 
feel  you  are ; — for  I  feel  that  I  am  your  mother. 
[Embraces  bim.~]  Oh  !  take  this  evidence  back 
[returning  the  book} — I  cannot  receive  it  from  thee, 
my  child  ; — no,  let  us  alt  perifh,  rather  than  my 
boy,  my  only  boy,  fhould  do  an  act  to  ftain  his 
confcicnce,  or  to  lofe  his  grand-father's  love. 

Edward. 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

Lady  Eleanor. 
The  name  of  the  perfon  wifh  whom  you  lived 
in  your  infancy,  was  Heyland  ? 

Edward.   ■ 
It  was. 

Lady  Elea-kor. 

I  am  your  mother  ;  Lord  Norland's  only  child, 

£  Edward  kneels]  who,  for  one  act  of  difobedienco, 

have  been  driven  to  another  part  of  the  globe  in 

poverty, 
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Eerty,  and  forced  to  leave  you,  my  life,  behind. 
t  embraces  and  ratfes  him.-]  Your  father,  in  his 
ggles  to  fupport  us  all,  has  fallen  a  victim  ;— 
but  Heaven,  which  has  preferred  my  child,  will 
fave  my  huiband,   reftore  his  fenfe,  and   once 

more 

Edward,  Jtarting. 
I  hear  my  Lord's  ftep,— he  is  coming  this  way : 
■—Begone,  mother,  or  we  are  all  undone. 

Lady  Eleanor. 
No,  let  him  come— for  though  his  frown  Ihould 
kill  me,  yet  muft  I  thank  him  for  his  care  of  thee. 
\Sbe  advances  towards  the  door  to  meet  him. 

Enter  Lord  Norland. 

[Falling  on  ber  knees.']  You  love  me, —  'tis  in 
Tain  to  fay  you  do  not :  You  love  my  child  ;  and 
with  whatever  hardfliips  you  have  dealt,  or  ftill 
mean  to  deal  by  me,  I  will  never  ceafe  to  think  you 
love  me,  nor  ever  ceafe  my  gratitude  for  your 
goodnefs. 

Lord  Norland. 

Where  are  my  fervants  ?  Who  let  this  woman 
in? 
[She  rtfes,  and  retreats  from  bint  alarmed  and  eonfufed. 

Edward. 
Oh,  my  Lord,  pity  her. — Do  not  let  me  fee  her 
hardly  treated — Indeed  I  cannot  bear  it. 

Enter  Hammond. 

Lord  Norland,  to  Lady  Eleanor. 

What  was  your  errand  here  ?  If  to  fee  your 
child,  take  him  along  with  you. 
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Z,**^  Eleanor. 
t  came  to  fee  my  father ; — I  have  a  houfe  too 
fiill  of  fuch  as  he  already. 

Lord  Norland. 
How  did  (he  gain  admittance  ? 

Hammond. 
Wich  a  petition,  which  I    repeated  to  your 
Lordfhip.  {Exit  Hammond* 

Lord  No  land. 
Her    hufband    then  it  was,  who— [To  Lady 
Eleanor]  But  let  him  know,  for  this  boy's  fake,  I 
will  no  longer  purfue  him* 

Lady  Eleanor. 
For  that  boy's  fake  you  will  not  purfue  his  fa- 
ther j  but  for  whofe  fake  are  you  fo  tender  of  that 
boy  ?  'Tis  for  mine,  for  my  fake;  and  by  that  I 
conjure  you — [Offers  to  kneel.] 

Lord  Norland* 
Your  prayers  are  vain — {To  Edward.    Go,  take 
leave  of  your  mother  for  ever,  and  inftantly  follow 
me ;  or  (hake  hands  with  me  for  the  laft  time,  and 
inftantly  begone  with  her. 

[Edward  ftands  between  tbem  in  doubt  for  font 
little  time :  looks  alternately  at  each  with  emo- 
tions of  affeSion;  at  loft  gees  to  bis  grand- 
father, and  takes  bold  of  bis  band.} 

Edward. 
Farewell,  my  Lord,— it  almoft  breaks  my  heart 
to  part  from  you ; — but,  if  1  have  my  choice,  I 
muft  go  with  my  mother. 

[Exit  Lord  Norland  inftantly. 

[Lady  Eleanor  and  ber  Son  go  off  on  the  opfofite  fide. 

O  SCENE 
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SCENE    II..  -  dnotfor   Jportmitit  at  Lord 
-Norland'*. 

Enter  Mifs  Wooburn  and  Mrs.  Placed. 

Mrs.  Placid.  ' 
Well,  my  dear,  farewell.-— I  have  thud  a  great 
"while  longer  than  1  intended — I  certainly  forgot  to 
tell  Mr.  Placid  to  come  back  after  he  had  fpoken 
With  Lady  Eleanor,  or  he  would  not  have  taken 
the  liberty  not  to  have  come. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
How  often  have  I  lamented  the  fate  of  Lord 
Norland's  daughter  !  Bur,  luckily,  I  have  no  per- 
fonal  acquaintance  with  her,  or  I  ihould  probably 
feel  a  great  deal  more  on  her  account  than  I  do  at 
prefent. — She  had  quitted  her  father's  houfe  before 
I  came  to  it. 

Enter  Mr.  Harmony. 
Harmony. 
My  whole  life  is  paffed  in  endeavouring  to  make 
people  happy,  and  yet  they  won't  let  me. — 1  flat- 
tered rnyfelf,  that  after  I  had  refigned  all  preten- 
fions  to  you,  Mifs  Wooburn,  in  order  to  accom- 
modate Sir  Robert— that,  afte/  I  had  toldboth  my 
JLbrd  and  him,  in  what  high  eftimation  they  ftood 
in  each  other's  opinion,  they  would  of  courfe  be 
friends  ;  or,  at  leaft,  not  have  come  to  any  defpe- 
rate  quarrel : — inftead  of  which,  what  have  they 
done,  but,  within  this  hour,  had  a  duel !— and  poor 

Sir  Robert 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
For  Heaven's  fake,  tell  me  of  Sir  Robert— 

Harmony. 

You  were  .the  only  perfbn  he  mentioned  after 
he 
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he  received  his  wound  ;  and.  fuch  encomiums  as 
he  uttered-^— 

Mijs  Woobvrh. 
Good  Heaven !  If  lie  is  in  danger,  it  will  be 
vain  to  endeavour  to  conceal  what  I  (hall  fuffer. 

[Retires  a  few  faces  to  conceal  her  emotions.'] 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Was  my  hufband  there  ? 

Harmony. 
He  was  one  of  the  feconds. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Then  he  mail  not  ftir  out  of  his  houfe  this 
month,  for  it. 

Harmony. 
He  is  not  likely ;  for  he  is  hurt  too. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
A  great  deal  hurt  ? 

Harmony. 

Don't  alarm  yourfelf. 

Mrs,  Placid. 
I  don't. 

'  Harmony. 
■    Nay,  if  you  had  heard  what  he  faid  ! 

Mrs.  Placid. 
What  did  he  fay  ? 

Harmony. 
How  tenderly    he    fpoke   of  you  to    all  hit 
friends— 

Mrs.  Placid. 
But  what  did  he  fay  ? 

Harmony.    » 
He  faid  you  had  imperfections. 

O  2  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Placid. 
Then  he  told  a  faHehood. 

Harmony. 

But  he  acknowledged  they  were  fuch  as  only 
evinced  a  fuperior  underflandmg  to  (he  reft  of 
your  fex ;— -and  that  your  heart 

Mrs,  Placid, 

Burjiing  into  fears. 

I  am  fure  1  am  very  forry  that  any  misfortune 

has  happened  to  him,  poor,  filly  man  !   But  I  do 

not  fuppofe   [drying  up  her  tears  at  once']  he  will 

die. 

Harmony. 
If  you  will  behave  kind  to  him,  I    ftiould  fup- 
pofe not. 

Mrs.  Placid. 

Mr.  Harmony,  if  Mr.  Placid  is  either  dying  or 

dead,  I  (hall  behave  with  very  great  tendernefs ; 

but  if  I  find  him  alive  and  likely  to  live^  I  will 

lead  him  fuch  a  life  as  he  has  not  led  a  long  time. 

Harmony. 

Then  you  mean  to  be  kind  ?  But,  my  dear  Mifs 
Wooburn,  {going  to  her]  why  this  feeming  grief? 
Sir  Robert  is  ftill  living;  and  ifhould  he  die  of 
his  wounds,  you  may  at  leaft  confole  yourfelf,  that 
it  was  not  your  cruelty  which  killed  him. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Rather,  than  have  fuch  a  weight  on  my  con- 
fcience,  I  would  comply  with  the  mpft  extrava- 
gant of  his  defires,  and  fuffer  bis  cruelty  to  be  the 
death  of  me. 

Harmony. 
If  thofe  are  yAir  fentiments,  it  is  my  advice  that 
you  pay  him  a  vifit  in  his  affliction. 
'-*'  Mifs 
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Mifs  WOOBURN. 

Oh  no,  Mr.  Harmony,  I  would  not  for.  the 
univcrfe.  Mrs.  Placid,  do  you  think  it  would 
be  proper  ? 

Mrs.  Placid. 

No,  I  think  it  would  not — Confider,  my  dear, 
you  are  no  longer  a  wife,  but  a  fingle  Lady,  and 
would  you  run  into  the  clutches  of  a  man  ? 

Harmony. 
He  has  no  clutches,  Madam  ;  he  is  ill  in  bed, 
and  totally   helplefs.— But,  upon    recollection,   it 
would,  perhaps,  be  needlefs  to  go ;  for  he  may. 
be  too  ill  to  admit  you. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
If  that  is  the  cafe,  all  refpeft  to  my  foliation, 
my  character,  finks  before  the  ftrong  defire  of  fee- 
ing him  once  more.     Oh !  were  1  even  married 
to  another,  I  feel,  that  in  fpite  of  all  my  private 
declarations,  or  public  vows,  I  mould   fly  from 
him,  to  pay  my  duty  where  it  was  firft  plighted. 
Harmony. 
My  coach  is  at  the  door ;  ihall  I  take  you  to 
his  houfe  ?  Come,  Mrs.  Placid,  wave  all  ceremo- 
nious motives  on  the  prefent  melancholy  occalion, 
and  go  along  with  Mifs  Wooburn  and  me. 
Mifs  Wooburn. 
But,  Mrs.  Placid,  perhaps  poor  Mr.  Placid  is 
in  want  of  your  attendance  at  home. 
Harmony. 
No,  they  were  both  carried  in  the  fame  carriage 
to  Sir  Robert's. 

Mifs  Wooburn, 
As  Harmony  leads  her  to  the  doer. 
Oh  !  how  I  long  to  fee  my  dear  huiband,  that 
I  may  confole  him  J 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Placid. 

Oh  !  how  I  long  to  fee  my  dear  hulbaad,  that 

I  may  quarrel  with  him  !  [Exeunt. 

SCENE  III.    The  Hall  at  Sir  Robert  Ramble's. 

The  Porter  difcovered  afteep. 

Enter  a  Footman. 

Footman. 
Porter,  porter,  how  can  you  fleep  at  this  time 
of  the  day  ? — It  is  only  eight  o'clock. 

Porter. 
What  did  you  want,  Mr.  William  ? 

Footman. 
To  tell  yon  my  matter  muft  not  be  diftuibed, 
and  fo  you  muft  not  let  in  a  fingle  creature. 
Porter. 
Mr.  William,  this  is  no  lefs  than  the  third  time 
I  have  received  thofe  orders  within  this  half  hour ; 
— Firft,  from  the  butler,  then  from  the  valet,  and 
now  from  the  footman. — Do  you  all  fuppofe  I  am 
ftupid  ? 

Footman. 
I  was  bid  to  tell  you.     I  have  only  done  what 
I  was  defired  ;  and  mind  you  do  the  fame.    [Exit. 

Porter. 
I'll  do  my  duty,  I  warrant  you.     I'll  do  my 
duty.     [A  loud  rapping  at  the  door]     And  there's  a 
rap  to  put  my  duty  to  the  trial.       [Opens  the  door. 

Enter  Harmony,  Mijs  Wooburn,  and  Mrs. 
Placid. 

Harmony. 
Thefe  ladies  come  on  a  vifit  to  Sir  Robert. 
Defire 
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Defire  one  of  the  fervants  to  conduit  them  to  him 
inftantly. 

Porter. 
Indeed,  Sir,  that  is  impoffible — My  mailer  is 

not 

Harmony. 
We  know  he  is  at  home,  and  therefore  we  can 
take  no  denial. 

Porter. 
.    I  own  he  is  at  home,  Sir  ;  but  indeed  he  is  not 
in  a  fituation > — 

M/s  Wooburn. 
Wc  know  his  fituation. 

Porter. 
Then,  Madam,  you  mult  fuppofe  he  is  not  to 
be  difturbed.    I  have  drift  orders  not  to  let  in  a 
tingle  foul. 

Harmony. 
This  Lady,  you  muft  be  certain,  is  an  exception. 

Porter. 
No  Lady  can  be  an  exception  in  my  matter's 
prefent  ftatej  for  I  believe,  Sir,  but  perhaps  I 
ihould  not  fpeak  of  it,  I  believe   my  matter  is 
nearly  gone. 

Mifs  Wooburn. 
Oh  !  fupport  me,  Heaven! 

Mrs.  Pi. acid.  ' 
But  has  he  his  fenfes  ? 

Porter. 
Not  very  clearly,  I  believe. 

Mifs  WooburV. 
Oh  !  Mr.  Harmony,  let  me  fee  htm  before  they 
are  quite  loft. 

Porter. 
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Poster. 
It  is  as  much  as  my  place  is  worth,  to  let  & 
creature  farther  than  this  hall ;  for  my  matter  is 
but  in  the  next  room. 

Mrs.  Placid. 

That  is  a  dining-room.    Is  not  he  in  bed  ? 

Harmony, 

jifide  to  the  Ladies. 

In  cafes  of  wounds,  the  patient  is  oftentimes 

propped  up  in  his  chair. 

Mtfs  WOOBURN. 

Does  he  talk  at  all  ? 

Porter. 
Yes,  Madam,  I  heard  him  juft  now  very  loud. 

Mifs  Wooburn,  Uftenmg. 
I  think  I  hear  him  rave. 

Harmony. 
No,  that  murmuring   is   the  voice  of  other 
perfons. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
The  Doftors  in  confutation,  I  apprehend.— Has 
he  taken  any  thing  ? 

Porter. 
A  great  deal,  I  believe,  Madam. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
No  amputation,  I  hope  ? 

Porter. 
What,  Madam  ? 

Harmony. 
He  does  not  underftand  you.  [To  JWj#  Wooburn. 
— Come,  will  you  go  back  ? 
Porter. 
Do,  my  Lady,  and  call  in  the  morning. 

Mifi  Wooburn. 
By  (hat  time  he  may  be  totally  infenlible,  and 
2  die 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


A     COMEDY.  105 

die  without  knowing  how  much  I  am  attached 
to  him. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
.  And  my  hufband  may  die  without  knowing  how 
much  I  am  enraged  with  him ! — Mr.  Harmony, 
never  mind  this  toolifh  man,  but  force  your  way 
into  the  next  room. 

Porter. 
Indeed,  Sir,  you  muftnot.  Pray,  Mr.  Harmony, 
pray,  Ladies,  go  away. 

Mi/s  Wooburn. 
Yes,  I  muftgo  from  my  Tiuiband's  houfe  for 
ever ;  never  to  fee  that,  or  him  again.  ■  - 

[Faints  on  Mr.  Harmony. 

Mrs,  Placid. 
.  She  is  fainting— open  the  windows— give  her 
air. 

Porter. 
Pray  go  away : — There  is  plenty  of  air  in  the 
Greets,  Ma'am. 

Harmony. 
Scoundrel  !  Your  impertinence  is  infupportable. 
Open  thefe  doors ;  I  infill  on  their  being  opened. 
[He  tbrufts  at  a  doer  in  the  centre  of  tbefiage\  it 
opens,  and  difcovers  Sir  Robert  and  Mr.  Placid 
at  a  table  furrounded  by  a  company  of  Gentlemen.') 
Sir  Robert. 

A  fong — a  fong— another  fong 

[Mtfs  Wooburn,  all  aftonijhment,  is  fupported  by 
Mr,  Harmony  an d  Mrs. Placid— the  Porter  rsjw  off.~\ 
Oh  !  what  do  I  fee ! — Women !  Ladies !  Celeftial 
beings  we  were  talking  of. — Can  this  be  real  ? 
[Sir  Robert  and  Mr.  Placid  come  forward—Sir 
Robert  perceiving  it  is  Mifs  Wooburn,  turns  bim- 
/tlfto  the  company]  Gentlemen,  Gendemen,  mar-. 
P  ried 
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ried  men  and  fingle  men,  hear  me  thus  pub- 
licly renounce  every  woman  on  earth  but  this; 
and  fwear  henceforward  to  be  devoted  to  none  but 
ray  Own  wife.  [Goes  to  her  in  raptures. 

Placid, 
hooking  at  Mrs.  Placid)  then-turning  to  the  Company, 
Gentleiner,  Gentlemen,  married  men  and  (ingle 
men,  hear  me  thus  publicly  declare,  I  w*li  hence- 
forth be  mafter  ;~and  from  this  time  forward,  will 
be  obeyed  by  my  wife.  [Sir  Robert  naves  bis  bandy 
and  the  door  is  floj'ed  on  the  campdny  of  Gentlemen.'} 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Mr.  Placid— Mr.  Placid,  are  not  you  afraid  ? 

Placid. 
No,  Madam  j — I  have  consulted  my  friends,  I 
have  drank  two  bottles :  of  wine,  'and  I  never  in- 
tend to  be  afraid  again. 

Mifs  Wooburn,  to  Sir  Robert. 
Can  it  be,  that  I  fee  you  without  a  wound  ? 

S/rvRosERT. 
■  No,  my  life,  that  you  do  not;  for  I  have  a 
wound  through  my  heart,  which  none  but  you  can 
cure.  But  in  defpair  of  your  aid,  I  have  flown  to 
wine,  to  give  me  a  temporary  relief  by  the  lofs  of 
reflection. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
Mr.  Placid,  you  will  be  fober  in  the  morning. 

Placid.    i 
Yes,  my  dear ;  and  I  will  take  care  that  you 
fhalt  be  dutiful  in  the  morning. 
Harmony. 
For  fhame  !     How  can  you  treat  Mrs.  Placid 
thes  ?    You  would  not,  if  you  knew  what  kind 
things  (he  has-been  faying  of  you  j  and  bow  anxious. 

fhQ 

D,gil  zed  by  GOOgle 


ac  omedy;-  107 

fiie  was  wheal  told  her  yoa  were  wounded  in  a 
duel.     . 

Mrs.  Placid. 
■Was  not'I,  Mr.  Harmony .?.  [Mttrfiisginto  ttars. 
Placid-, 
Afide  to  Harmony  end  Sir  Robert. 
I  did  not  know  (he  could  cry ; — I  never  faw  it 
before,  and  it  has  made  mefaber  in  an  inftant. 

■  Jl$5  Wooborn. 
Mr.  Placid,  I  rely  on  you  to  conduct  me  im- 
mediately from  this  boufe. 

Sir  Robert. 
That  I  proteft  agaioft  j  and  will  ufc  even  violent 
meafures  to  prevent  it. 

Enter  Servant. 
Servant. 
Lord  Norland. 

Enter  Lord  Norland. 

Mijs  Woo  BURN. 
He  will  proteft  me. 

Sir  Robert. 
Who  mall  proteft  you  in  my  houfe  but  I  ?  My 
Lord,  me  is  under  my  protection  ;  and  if  you  offer 
to  take  her  from  me,  I'll  exert  the  authority  of  a 
hufband,  and  lock  her  up. 

Lord  Norland,  to  Mifs  Wooburw. 
Have  you  been  deluded  hither,  and  wifh  to 
leave  the  place  with  me  ?    Tell  me  inftantly,  that 
I  may  know  how  to  aft. 

JWjA  Wooburn. 
My  Lord,  I  am  ready  to  go  with  you,  but— — 

Harmony. 
— But  you  find  (he  is  inclined  toftay;  anddohave 
Pz  .  fome 
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fome  companion,  upon  two  people  that  ate  fo  fond 
of  you. 

.  Enter  Mr.  SoLvst.drtJt  in  ajuit  of  white  clothes. 

Solus. 
I  am  married  !— I  am  married  !—  Wiu>me  joy! 
I- am  married! 

Sir  RoiERT. 
I  cannot  give  you  joy,  for  envy. 

Solus. 
Nay,  I  do  not  know  whether  you  will  envy  me 
much  when  you  fee  my  fpoufe — I  cannot  fay  fhe 
wasexaftly  my  choice.  However,  fhe  is  my  wife 
now }  and  that  is  a  name  fo  endearing*  I  think  I 
love  her  better  fince  the  ceremony  has  been  per- 
formed. 

Mrs.  Placid. 
And  pray,  when  did  it  take  place  ? 

Solus. 
This  moment.  ■  We  are  now  returning  from  a 
friend's  houfe,  where  we  have  been  joined ;  and  I 
felt  myfelf  fo  happy,  I  could  not  pafs  Sir  Robert's 
door,  without  calling  to  tell  him  of  my  good  for- 
tune.— And,  as  I  fee  your  Lady  here,  Sir  Robert, 
1  guefs  you  are  juft  married  too  ;  and  fo  I'll  hand 
my  wife  out  of  the  carriage,  and  introduce  the  two 
Brides  to  each  other.  [Exit  Solus. 

Sir  Robert. 
You  fee,  my  Lord,  what  conftruclion  Mr.  Solus 
has  put  on  this  Lady's  vilit  to  me.  And  by  Heaven, 
if  you  take  her  away,  itrwili  be  laid,  that  (he  came 
and  offered  herfelf,  and  that  I  rejected  her ! 

Mifs  WOOBURN. 

Such  a  report  would  kill  me.  , 
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Enter  Solus,  hading  en  Mj/s  Spinster, 

Solos. 
Miftrefs  Solus.  [Introducing  her. 

Harmony,  flatting. 
My  Relation !    Dear  Madam,  by  what  ftrange 
turn  of  fortune  do  I  fee  you  become  a  wife  ? 

,  Mrs.  Solus.  , 
Mr.  Harmony,  it  is  a  weaknefs  I  acknowledge; 
but  you  can  never  want  an  excufe  for  me,  when 
you  call  to  mind  "  the  fcarcity  of  provifions." 

Solus. 
Mr.  Harmony,  I  have  loved  her  ever  fince  you 
told  me  (he  fpoke  fo  well  of  me  behind  my  back. 

Enter  Servant,  ' 
And  vohifters  Mr.  Harmony,  who  fellows  him  off. 

herd  Norland. 

I  agree,  with  you,  Mr.  Solus,  that  this  is  a.  mod 
excellent  proof  of  a  perfon's  difpofition ;  and  in 
consideration,  Sir  Robert,  that,  throughout  all  our 
ipany  difagreemems,  you  have  ftill  preferved  a  re- 
fpc£t  for  my  character  in  my  abfence,  I  do  at  laft 
fay  to  that  Lady,  (he  has  my  confent  to  truft  you 
again. 

Sir  Robert, 

And  ihe  will  truft  me ;  I  fee  it  in  her  fmiles. 
Oh  !  unexpected  ecftafy  I 

Enter  Mr.  Harmony. 

Harmony, 

Holding  a  letter  in  bis  band. 

Amidft  thofe  bright  profpe&s  of  joy  which  this 

company  are  contemplating,  1  come  to  announce 

an  event  that  ought  to  cloud  the  fplendour  of  the 

horizon.— A  worthy,  but  an  ill-fated  man,  whom 

ye 
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ye  were  all  acquainted  with,  has  juft  breathed  his 
laft. 

iorii'NoRI.AND.       . 

Do  you  mean  the  hulband  of  my  daughter  ? 

Solus. 
Do  you  mean  my  nephew  ? 

Placid. 
.   Is  it  my  friend?  ' 

Sir  RoBBRT. 
And  my  old  acquaintance  ? 

Harmony. 
Did  Mr.  Irwin  poflefs  all  thofe  titles  you  have 
given  him,  Gentlemen  ?  Was  he  your  fon  ?  [To 
Lord  Norland]  Your  nephew  f  [To  Solus]  Your 
friend  ?  [To  Mr.  "Placid]  Aod  your  old  acquaint- 
ance ?  [To  Sir  Robert] — How  ftrange  he  did  not 
know  it ! 

Placid. 
He  did  know  it. 

Harmony. 
Still  more  ftrange  that  he  mould  die  for  want, 
and  not  apply  to  any  of  you  ! 

.    Solus. 
What !  Die  for  want  in  London !  Starve  in  the 
midft  of  plenty ! 

Harmony. 
No;,  but  he  feized  that  plenty,  where  law, 
where  honour,  where  every  focial  and  religious  tie 
forbad  the  trefpafs;  aod  in  punifhraent  of  the 
guilt,  has  become  his  own  executioner. 

lard  Norland. 
Then  my  daughter  is  wretched,  and  her  boy 
involved  in  his  father's  infamy. 

Solus. 
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SoLtrs, 
The  fear  of  his  ghoft  haunting  me,  will  difturb 
the  joys  of  my  married  life. 

Places.    * 
Mrs.  Placid,  Mrs.  Placid,. my  complying  with 
your  injunctions  in  refpecl:  ofMr.'  Irwin,  will  make 

me  miferable  for  ever. 

Mifi  WooBurw. 
..  I  with  he  had  applied  to  me.    " 

■'.■■■  • 

Sir  Robert. 
And  as  I  refufed  hfrh  his  requeft,  t  would  give 
half  .my  eftatehe  had  not  applied  to  me. 

Harmony. 
And  a  man  who  always  fpoke  fo  well  of  you  all 
behind  your  backs  ! — I  dare  fay,  that,  in  his  dying 
moments,  there  was  not  one  of  you  whom  he  did 
not  praifc  for  fome  virtue. 

Sotus. 
No,  no — when  he  was  ctying  he  would  be  more 
care&lof  what  he  faid.  -   "     ' 

Lord  Nqrland. 
Sir  Robert,  good-day.  Settle  your  marriage  as 
you  and  -your  Lady  fhall  approve ;  you  have  my 
good  wifhes.  But-  my  fpirits  have  received  too 
.  great  a  (hock  to  be  capable  of  any  other  impref- 
■  Son  at  prefect. 

Mrfs  WoobuRN, 
Holding  him. 
Nay,  (lay,  my  Lord. 

Solus. 
And,  Mrs.  Solus,  let  me  hand  you  into  your 
carriageto  your  .company;  but  excufe  my  going 
home  with  you.    Afy  fpirits  have  received  too 
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great  a  fhock,  for  me  to  be  capable  of  any  other 
impreffion  at  preient. 

Harmony, 
Stopping  Solus. 
Now,  fo  loth  am  I  to  fee  any  of  you,  only  for 
a  moment,  in  grief,  while  I  have  the  power  to  re- 
lieve you,  that  I  cannot  help— Yes;  my  philan- 
thropy will  get  the  better  of  my  juftice. 

[Goes  to  the  door,  and  leads  on  .'/.^.'Eleanor, 
Irwin,  and  Edward.] 

Lord  Norland 
Runs  to  Irwin,  and  embraces  him. 
My  foil !   [Irwin  falls  on  bis  knees']  I  rake  a  (hare 
in  all  your  offences^—The  worft  of  accomplices* 
while  I  impelled  you  to  them. 

Irwin, 

On  bis  knees. 
I  come  to  offer  my  returning  reafon ;  to  offer 
iny  vowt,'  that,  While  tbat  reafon  continue,  fo  long 
will  I  be  penitent  for  the  phrenfy  which  put  your 
life  in  danger. 

Lady  Eleanor, 

Moving  timidly  to  ber  Fatber,  leading  Edward  by  the 

band, 

J  come  to  offer  you  this  child,  this  affectionate 

child  ;  who,  in  the  midft  of 'our  careffes,  droops 

his  head  and  pines  for  your  forgivenefs. 

Lord  Norland. 
Ah  I  there  is  a  corner  of  my  heart  left  to  receive 
him.     [Embraces  bimJ] 

Edward. 
Then,  pray,  my  Lord,  fuffer  the  corner  to  be 
large  enough  to  hold  my  mother,, 

5  Lord 
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Lord  Norland. 
My  heart  is  foftened,and  receives  you  all.  [Enh 
braces  Lady  Eleanor,  who  falls  on  her  knees  ;  be  then 
turns  to  Harmony] — Mr.  Harmony,  I  thank  you, 
I  moft  fincerely  thank  you  for  this,  the  joyfulleft 
moment  of  my  life.  1  not  only  experience  releafe 
from  mifery,  but  return  to  happinefs. 

Harmony 

Goes  baftily  to  Solus,  and  leads  him  to  Irwin ;  then 
turns  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Placid. 
And  now,  that  I  fee  you  all  reconciled,  I  can 
iuy,  there  are  not  two  enemies  in  the  whole  circle 
or  my  acquaintance,  that  I  have  not  within  thefe 
three  days  made  friends. 

Sir  Robert. 
Very  true,  Harmony ;  for  we  mould  never  have 
known  half  how  well  we  all  love  one  another,  if 
you  had  not  told  us. 

Harmon  y. 

And  yet,  my  good  friends,  notwithstanding  the 
merit  you  may  attribute  to  me,  I  have  one  moft 
tremendous  fault ;  and  it  weighs  fo  heavy  on  my 
conference,  I  would  confefs  what  it  is,  but  that 
you  might  hereafter  call  my  veracity  in  queftkm. 

Sir  Robert. 
My  dear  Harmony,  without  a  fault,  you  would 
not  be  a  proper  companion  for  any  of  us. 

Lord  Norland. 
And  while  a  man  like  you,  may  have  (among 
fo   many  virtues)  forne  faults  j  let  us  hope  there 
may  be  found  in  each  of  us,  (among  all  our  faults) 
fame  virtues. 

Q__  Harmony. 
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Harmony. 

Yes, -my  Lord,— and  notwithftanding  all  our 
faults,  it  is  my  fincere  wi(h,  that  the  world  may 
fpeak  well  of  us— behind  our  backs. 


THE    END. 


EPI. 
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B*  M.  P.  ANDREWS,  Es<*. 

Spolcn  by  Mrs.  MATTOCKS. 

*'  pACH  has  his  fault,"  we  readily  allow, 

■I~J  To  this  Decree,  our  deareft  friends  mull  bow; 
One  is- too  carelefs,  one  is  too  correct, 
All,  fave  our  own  fweet  felf,  have  fome  defedt : 
And  characters  to  eVry  virtue  dear, 
Sink  from  a  hint,  or  futfer  by  a  fneer. 

"  Sir  Harry  Blink !  Oh,  he's,  a  worthy  man, 
"  Still  anxious  to  do  all  the  good  he  can ; 
"  To  aid  diftrefs,  wou'd  {hare  his  laft  poor  guinea, 
"  Delights  in  kindnefs— but  then,  what  a  ninny  j" 

Lady  Doll  Primrofe  fays  to  Lady  Sly, 
"  Tou  know  Mifs  Tidlikins  ?  Yes — looks  awry— 
**  She's  going  to  be  married, — that  won't  mend  it  j— 
**  They  fay  Ihe'll  have  a  fortune, — and  (he'll  fpend  it. 
**  I  hope  your  La'aflup  wfits  Lady  Hearty, 
M  We  meet  to-night — a  moft  delightful  party— 
"  I  don't  like  Dowagers,  who  would  be  young, 
"  And  'twin  ourfelves  they  fay — She  has  a  tongue." 

If  fuch.  the  general  blame  that  all  await, 
Say,  can  our  Author  'fcape  the  general  fate  ? 
Some  will  diflike  the  fancy  truths  fli?  teaches, 
Fond  bachelors,  and  wives  •who  vutar  the  breeches. 

"  Let  me  be  wedded  to  a  handfome  youth," 
Cries  old  Mifs  Mumblelove,  without  a  tooth. 
"  Thefe  worn-out  Beaux,  becaufe  they've  heavy' purfes, 
"  Expe&  us,  fpinfters,  to  become  their  nurfes. 
"  To  love,  and  be  beloved  *s'  the  happy  wife, 
"  A  mutual  paffion  is  the  charm  of  life."  ' 

Marriage  is  Heaven's  bell  gift,  we  mull  believe  it, 
Yet  fome  with  weak  ideas  can't  conceive  it,— 
Poor  Lady  Sobwell's  grief  the  town  wou'd  Hun ; 
"  Oh,  Tiffany !  Your  miftrefs  is  undone. 

6  '*  Dew 
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"  Dear  Ma'am — t  hope  my  Lord  iswell— don*i-€rf>— ■ 

**  HavVt  I  caufe  ?— The  monfter  will  «ot  (H©— *        .  • 

**  The  reafon  why  I  married  him,  is  clear, 

**  I  fondly  thought  he  cou'd  not  lire  a  year: 

"  But  now  hia  dropTy's  better,  ami  his  oough*-^ 

"  Not  the  leaft  chance  for  that,  to- take  him  off. 

"  I,  that  cou'dhave-youflg-hufbanda  now  in  plenty, 

"  Sha'n't  be  a  widow- till  I'm  tutn'd  of  twenty — 

**  No  Jovely  weed* — No  fweet  dilbeitel] ji  hair—  .' n 

"  Oh  I  I.couM  cry  my  eyes  out  in  defpair-T  ■"■*,..'.. 

".'"-'  "[Sobbing  ant?  crying,  ~. 

Sir  Triftram  Tefty,  ■  worn  with,  ageahd.^out }      ■  f    !    v 
Within,  alf  JpIee'nV  and  flannel  all  without  y        ■'     ,  '.'- .L 
Roars  from  his  elbow-chair,  "  Reach  roe  my  crutches,    -  » 
"  Oh  !  if  Death  had  my  wife  within  his  clutches,. 
"  With  what'delighthef  funeral  meats  I'd  gobble,---"  " 
"  And  tho',  not  da&ce-  lipoh'.rler  grivej  I'd'hobWf  ^:_  ;i"'  * 
"  No  longer 'then,,  my' peace  (he  could  'urtfeiftge,-  •■'•'  *■' '-    " 
*•  I  fhou'q  cut  capers  foon,  [fries  -to  jkmp,  a*ftii-jhtth8tejj'' 
Zounds!  What  a  twinge  !"-i— ^  .'.',;■'     ' 

Thefe-prayfuJ  piftures  of  difcordant  life,  "■■  '  -'  |J'  *' 
We  bring  to  combat  difcontent-and  ftrife,'  ■  '  :.'■'*' 
And,- by  .the  force,  of-  comraft,  fveerly -prove*  Y  •  *.*■•  •"'  " 
The.charm that, wails  oh  fond  aM'faithfui  love; f ".'  -*  :  '' 
When  fuited.  years,  Tmrfprtant temper's  joih,'  •  *;'"" 

And  the  hearfgfaws  witfi'-'ettefgy.  'divine,  '"•  '■"■>  i'i-*;*»  ^  ** 
As  the.loy'd.o«?pring  of'tric-h,apgy  pair  '  '■>  -■"'  ■■'''  •--  -\  V 
Oft  climb  the  krroei  the.  eoVied.  $istto  Jhare.,  .,  .;    .1 -,-*''' 

Such  joys  tfcishaprr?  eouhtry  long  has  know*,"'  '  2.  _.'•  2 
Rcar'd .  m  the  Cot,  reflected  tohi 1  the  Throne  j  ^  ■  ::  : 
Ohl  may  .'the  glorfois  zeal,  tte  fcyaV  ftaftd  •■*■'■-  -  '■  .  ■-"* 
Whkh  nobly  animate  this  envied  (and(  -.'  ,! '•  4'..,  .. ,  ^  „  . 
Secure  to  every.  brea(tv,with  glad  me/cafe,.  -t  j-  »i"  .  .  ^ 
The heartfelt 'blelfings  of,  domaQJe  peace L',-  ,'.'.-  '  ' -,.*i. 
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P    R    O    L    O    G    U ■$,■ 
By  T.  VAUGHAN,  Em-' 

SPOKEN    BY    MR.    BANNISTER.,    JUN- 


TO Puff,  or  not  to  Puff— that  is  the  Queftion — 
Puff  by  all  means,  fay  I,  it  helps  digeftion. 
To  prove  my  maxim  true,,  pray  read  the  Papers— t  ■- 
From  Quacks  of  State,  to  thofc  who  cure  the  Vapours.. 

You'll  find  them,  one  and  all,  puff  high  their  ikill, 
Tho*  nine  in  ten,  are  oft'ner  found  to  kill.*— 
Yet  Puff's  the  word,  which  gives  at  leaft  a  name, 
And  oftener  gains  the  undeserving  Fame  s 
Or  wherefore  read  we  of  Lord  Fanny*  t  Tafte, 
Of  me- — an  A£lpr — wonderfully  chafie  ! 
And  yet  fo  fqueamiih  is  our  Lady  elf, 
She'd  rather  die — than  paragraph  herfelf ; 
So  fix'd  on  me — the  Prologue  fpeaking  Hack, 
To  flop,  with  Puf-direa,  the  Critic  Pack, 
Who  yelp,  and  foaming,  bark  from  morn  to  night,    -» 
And  when  ran  haid — turn  tail — then  fnap  and  bite;  I 
Putting  the  timid  Hare -like- Bard  to  flight.  J 

To  fuch,  the  beft  and  only  Puff  to  hit,  -> 

Is  that  which  honefl  Candour  muft  admit,  I 

A  Female  Scribbler  is  an  harmlefs  Wit ;  J 

And  who  fo  harmlefs  as  our  prefent  Bard, 
Claiming  no  greater  or  diftin&  reward, 
Than  what  from  free  Translation  is  her  due, 
Which  here  in  fulleft  truft  Ihe  leaves  to  you: 
With  this  remark— Who  own  their  Debts  with  pride, 
Are  well  entitled  to  the  Credit  Side. 
And  as  for  thofe  with  whom  (he  makes  fo  free 
They'll  ne'er  complain  of  Englifh  Liberty ; 
But  glory  to  behold  their  Tinfcl  Jhine, 
Through  the  rich  Bullion  of  the  Englith  Line. 


Fear 
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Fear  then  araunt !  Tfttft  to  a  BriTi9«  Ju«(.y — 
With  them,  an  honeft  Verdict  I'll  enfure  you : 
Let  Echo  catch  the  found — 'Tis  Pratt  *  enacts, 
You're  Judges  of  the  Law,  as  well  as' falls. 
On  this  flie  refts  her  Caulc,  and  hopes  to  find, 
As  Friends,  and  Next  Dqot  Neighbours,,  you'll  be  kind ; 
At  leaft,  this  only  puniihment.  enfue, 
A  Frown— and  that's  fevcre  enough,  from  you._ 

Thus  pxjpd — I  freely  to  the  Court  commit  her, 
Not  doubting,  as  a  Woman,  you'll  acquit  her— 
And  now  join  iffiie*  Sirs,  without  delay*-*  *» 

Judging  from  written  Evidence  our  Playy  I 

And-— -find  her  a  good  J3eliveranee,  I  pray.  J 


m  »d  by  Google 


DRAMATIS  PERSONA. 

MEN. 

Sir  George  Splcndorville  Mr.  Palmer. 

Mr.  Manly  Mr.  Kemele. 

Mr.  Blackmail  Mr.  Baddzlev. 

Mr.  Lucre  Mr.  R.  Palmer. 

Lord  Hazard  Mr.  Evatt. 

Willford  Mr.  AicKtN. 

Henry  Mr.  Palmer,  Jun. 

Bluntly  Mr.  Banhister,  Jun. 

WOMEN. 
Lady  Caroline  Seymour      Mrs.  Brooke. 
Lady  Bridget  Squander        Mifs  Heard. 
Evans  Mrs.  Edwards. 

Eleanor  Mrs.  Kf.mble. 

Other  Ladies,  Gentlemen,  Servants,  &c. 


SCENE London. 
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A  C  T      L 

SCENE  I.  An  Anticbamber  at  StrGitbtiM 

SplendorvIlleV,  adjoining  a  Ball-room. 

Enter  Bluntly*  meeting  a  Servant  in  Livery. 

BLUNTLY. 
y^lOME,  come,   is  not  every  thing. ready? 
\j  Is  not  the  ball-room  prepared  yet  ?    It  is 
pau  ten  o'clock* 

SERVANT. 
We  have  only  to  fix  tip  the  new  chandelier. 

BLUNTLY. 
I'll  have  no  new  chandelier. 

SERVANT. 
My  matter  faid  the  laft  ball  he  gave,  the  com- 
pany were  in  the  dark. 

B  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 

And  if  you  blind  them  with  too  much  light, 
they  will  be  in  the  dark  {till. 

SERVANT. 

"  The  muficians,  fir,  wifh  for  fome  wine* 

BLUNTLY. 

What,  before  the  ball  begins  ?     No,  tell  them 

if  they  are  tipfy  at  the  end  of  it,  it  will  be  quite- 

foon  enough. 

SERVANT. 
You  are  always  fo  crofs,  Mr.  Bluntly,  when 
my  mafter  is  going  to  have  company. 
BLUNTLY. 
Have  not  I  a  right  to  be  crofs  ?     For  while 
the  whole  boufe  is  in  good  humour,,  if  there  was 
not  one  perfon  crofs  enough  to  take  a  little  care, 
every  thing  would  be  wafted  and  ruined  through 
extreme  good  temper.     (J  man  croffes  the  Jlage.} 

Here,  you — -Milter Pray  are  you  the  perfon 

who  was  fent  with  the  chandelier  ? 
SHOPMAN. 
Yes,  fir. 

BLUNTLY. 
Then  pleafe  to  take  it  back  again— We  don't 
want  it. 

SHOPMAN. 
What  is  your  objection  to  it,  fir  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
It  will  coil  too  much. 

SHOPMAN. 
Mr.  Bluntly,  all  the  trades-people  are  more 
frightened  at  you   than:  at  your  mafter. — Sir 
George, 
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George,  Heaven  blefs  him  I  never  cares  how 
much  a  thing  coils. 

BLUNTLY. 

That  is,  becaufe  he  never  cares  whether  he 

pays  for  it  or   not but  if  he  did,   depend 

upon  it  he 'would  be  very  particular.  Tradcf- 
men  all  wiih  to  be  paid  for  their  ware,  don't 
they? 

SHOPMAN, 

Certainly,  fir. 

BLUNTLY. 

Then  why  will  they  force  fo  many  unne- 
ceflary  things,  and  make  fo  many  extravagant 
charges  as  to  put  all  power  of  payment  out  of 
the  queftion  ? 

Enter  Evans  : — The  Trade/man  goes  off  at  the 
oppq/tte  Door. 

BLUNTLY. 

How  do  you  do,  Mrs.  Evans  ?  [Sullenly. 

EVANS. 
What  makes  you  figh,  Mr.  Bluntly  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

What  makes  you  fmile  ? 

EVANS. 
To  fee  all  the  grand  preparations  for  the  ball 
this  evening.     I  anticipate  the  joy  my  lady  will 
take  here,  and  I  fmile  for  her. 
BLUNTLY. 
And  I  figh  for  my  matter. — I  forefee  all  the 
bills  that  will  be  brought  in,  for  this  evening's 
B  *  expence, 
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expence,  and  I  anticipate  the  forrow  it  will  one 
day  be  to  him. 

EVANS. 
But  confider,  Me.  Bluntly,  your  mafter  has 
my  lady's  fortune  to  take. 

BLUNTLV. 
Yes,  but  I  confider  he  has  your  lady  to  take 
along  with  it ;  and  I  prophecy  one  will  ftick  by 
him  fome  time  after  the  other  is  gone. 
EVANS. 
For  (hame. — My  lady,  I  have  no  doubt,  will 
foon  cure  Sir  George  of  his  extravagance. 
BLUNTLY. 
It  will  then  be  by  raking  away  the  means. — 
Why,  Lady  Caroline  is  as  extravagant  as  himfelf. 
EVANS. 
You  are  miftaken.— She  never  gives  routs, 
mafquerades,    balls,    or   entertainments  of  any 
kind. 

BLUNTLY. 
But  (he  conftantiy  goes  to  them  whenever  She 
is  invited. 

.     EVANS. 
That,  I  call  but  a  flight  imprudence — She 
has  no  wafteful  indifcreuons  like  Sir  George. 
For  inftance,  flie  never  makes  a  lavifli  prelent. 
BLUNTLY. 
No,  but  (lie  takes  a  lavilh  pcefent,  as  readily 
as  if  She  did. 

EVANS. 
And  furely  you  cannot  call  that  imprudence  ? 
BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 
No,  I  call  it  fomething  worfe. 

EVANS. 
Then,    although  {he    loves    gaming  to  dif- 
fraction, and  plays  deep,  yet  me  never  lofes, 
BLUNTLY. 
No,   but  the  always  wins— and  that  I  call 
Something  worfe. 

\_A  loud  rapping  at  the  Jlreet-door, 
EVANS. 
Here's  the  company.     Will  you  permit  me, 
Mr.  Bluntly,  to  ftand  in  one  corner,  and  have  a 
peep  at  them  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
If  you  pleafe.  (Rapping  again.)  What  fpirit 
there  is  in  that,  Rat,  tat,  tat,  tat.— And  what 
life,  frolic,  and  joy,  the  whole  houfe  is  going  to 
experience  except  myfelf.  As  for  me,  I  am 
ready  to  cry  at  the  thoughts  of  it  all.  [Exit. 

Enter  Lady  Caroline. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 
Here,  the  firft  of  the  company.    I  am  forry 
for  it.     (Evans  comes  forward.)     Evans,  what 
has  brought  you  hither  ? 

EVANS. 
I  came,  my  lady,  to  fee  the  preparations  mak- 
ing on  your  account — for  it  ie  upon  your  account 
alone,  that  Sir  George  gives  this  grand  fete. 

B  3  LADY 
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LADY  CAROLINE. 
Why,  I  do  flatter  myfelf  it  is. — But  where 
is  he  ?  What  is  it  o'clock  ? — It  was  impoflible  to 
flay  at  the  ftupid  opera. — How  do  I  look  ?  I 
once  did  intend  to  wear  thofe  fet  of  diamonds" 
Sir  George  prefented  me  with  the  other  morn- 
ing—but then,  I  refle&ed  again,  that  if 

EVANS. 
Ah,  my  lady,  what  a  charming  thing  to  have 
fuch  a  lover — Sir  George  prevents  every  wifh — 
he  muft  make  the  bell  of  humands. 
LADY    CAROLINE. 
And  yet  my  father  wiihes  to  break  off  the 
marriage — he  talks  of  his  prodigality — and,  cer- 
tainly, Sir  George  lives  above  his  income, 
EVANS. 
But  then,  Madam,  fo  does  every  body  elfe. 

"LADY    CAROLINE. 
But  Sir  George  ought  undoubtedly  to  change 
his  conduit,  and  not  be  thus  continually  giving 
balls  and  entertainments — and  inviting  to  bis 
table  acquaintance,  that  not  only  come  to  de- 
vour his  dinners  and  fyppers,  but  him, 
EVANS. 
And  there    are  people  malicious  enough  n> 
call  your  ladyfhip  one  of  his  devourers  too, 

LADY  CAROLINE. 
V  As  a  treaty  of  marriage  is  fo  nearly  concluded 
between  us,  1  think,  Mrs.  Evans,  I  am  at  liberty 
to  vifit  Sir  George.or  to  receive  his  prefents,  with- 
out having  my  character,  or  my  delicacy  called 
in  queftion,     (A  loud  rapping.)    The  company/ 

ar^ 
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are  coming:  is  it  not  ftrange  he  is  not  here  to 
receive  them.  [Exit  Evans. 

Enter  two  Ladies  and  a  Gentleman,  who  curtfy  and 
bow  to  Lady  Caroline. — Sis  George  en- 
ten  at  the  oppofite  door,  magnificently  drejfed. 

SIR    GEORGE.  . 
Ladies,  I  entreat  your  pardon;   dear  Lady 
Caroline  excufe  me.    I  have  been  in  the  coun- 
try all  the  morning,  and  have  had  fcarce  time  to 
return  to  town  and  drefs  for  your  receptiou. 

[Another  rapping. 

Enter  Mr.  Lucre,    Lord  Hazard,    Lady 
Bridget  Squander,  &c. 

SIR    GEORGE; 
Dear  Lucre,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you. 

MR.    LUCRE. 
My  dear  Sir  George,  I  had  above  ten  engage- 
ments this  evening,  but  they  all  gave  place  to 
your  invitation. 

S  I  R  ,  G  E  O  R  G  E. 
Thank  you. — My  ^ear  Lady  Bridget—- 
LADY    BRIDGET. 

It  is  impoffiblc  to  refift  an  invitation  from  the 
moft  polifhed  man  alive.  {Sir  George  bows.) 
What  a  fuperb  drefs !  («f  bis  bearing,  as  be  turns 
away)  and  what  an  elegant  deportment. 

H  4  MR. 
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MR.    LUCRE." 
[After /peaking apart witbSiSi  Georgb, 
No,  I  am  noc  in  a  ftate  to  take  any  part  at 
Pharo — I  am  ruin'd. —  Would  you   believe  it 
Sir -George.  I  am  not  worth  a  farthing  in  the 
world. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Yes,  I  believed  it  long  ago, 

MR.    LUCRE. 
Now  we  are  on  that  fubjeft— coujd  you  lend 
pie  a  hundred  pound$  ? 

SIR    GEORGE. 

[Taking  out  bis  pocket-book* 
I  hive  about  me,  only  this  bill  for  two  hun- 
dred. 

MR.    LUCRE. 
•  That  will  do  as  well — I  am  not  circumftantial. 
(Takes  it.)    And  my  dear  Sir  George  command 
my  purfe  at  any  time — all  it  contains,  will  ever 
^>e  at  your  feryite. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  thank  you. 

MR.  LUCRE. 
Nay,  though  I  have  no  money  of  my  own, 
yet  you  know  I  can  always  raife  friends — and  by 
heaven  !  my  dear  Sir  George,  I  often  wifh  to  fee 
you  reduced  to  my  circumftances,  merely  tp 
prove  how  much  I  could,  and  wouid,  do  to  ferye 
you. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  fincerely  thank  you. 

MR. 
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MR.    LUCRE. 
And  one  can  better  alk  a  favour  for  one's 
friend    than    for    one's-felf,     you    know  :    for 
when  one  wants  to  borrow  money  on  oqe's  own 
account,  there  are  fo  many  little  delicacies  to 
get  the  better  of — fuch  as  I  felt  juft  now. — I  was 
as  pale  as  death,  I  dare  fay,  when  I  afkcd  you 
for  this  money — did  not  you  perceive  I  was  f 
SIRGEORGE. 
I  can't  fay  I  did. 

MR.    LUCRE. 
But  ybu  muft  have  obferved  I  hefitated,  and* 
looked  very  fooliQi. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  thought  for  my  part,  that  I  looked  as  foolilh. 
—But  I  hope  I  did  not  hefitate. 

M  R.     L  U  C  R  E. 

Nor  ever  will,  when  a  friend  applys  to  vou, 
J'll  anfwer  for  it — Nor  ever  fliaH  a  friend  hefi- 
r.ate  when  you  apply. 

LORD    HAZARD. 

[Taking  Sir  George  afide. 
The  obligations  I  am  under  to  you  for  extri- 
cating me  from  that  dangerous  bufinefs— 
SIR    GEORGE. 
Never  name  it. 

LORD    HAZARD. 
Not  only  name  it,  Sir  George,  but  fhortly  t 
hope  to  return  the  kindnefs;  and,  if  I  do  but 
live' 

SIR    GEORGE. 

[To  the  annpany. 
Permit  me  t$  conduct  you  to  the  next  apart- 
ment. 

LADY 
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LADY   CAROLINE. 
Moft  willingly,  Sir  George.    I  was' the  firft 
who  arrived ;    which   proves  my  eagernefs  to 
dance, 

SIR   GEORGE. 

[A/ide  to  her. 
But  let  me  hope,  pafiion  for  dancing  was  not 
the  only  one,  that  caufed  your  impatience. 

[As  the  company  move  towards  the  baU-room, 
Mr.  Lucre  and  Lord  Hazard  come 
forward, 
•*.  MR.   LUCRE. 

Oh  !  there  never  was  fuch  a  man  in  the  world 
as  the  mafter  of  this  houfe;  there  never  was 
fuch  a  friendly,  generous,  noble  heart;  he  has 
the  beft  heart  in  the  world,  and  the  beft  tafte 
in  drefs. 

[The  company  Exeunt,  end  the  muftc  is  beard 
to  begin. 

SCENE  II.  An  Apartment*  which  demotes 
the  Poverty  of  the  Inhabitants.  Henry 
and  Eleanor  dif covered, 

ELEANOR. 

It  is  very  late  and  very  cold  too,  brother  j 
and  yet  we  have  neither  of  us  heart  to  bid  each 
other  good  night. 

HENRY. 
No— beds  were  made  for  reft. 
ELEANOR. 
And  that  noife  of  carriages  and  Hnk-boys  at 
Sir  George  Splendorville's,  next  door,  would  keep 
us  awake,  if  our  forrows  did  not, 

HENRY. 
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HENRY. 

The   poor  have  ftill  more  to  complain  of, 

when  chance  throws  them  thus  near  the  rich,— it 

forces    upon  their  minds  a,   cpmparifon  might 

drive  them  to  defpair,  if— 

E  Z,  E  A  NO  R. 
—If  they  mould  not  have  good  fenfe  enough 
to  refleft,  that  all  this  buftle  and  (how  of  plea- 
fufe,  may  fall  very  fhort  of  happinefs ;  as  all  the 
diftrefs  we  feel,  has  not  yet,  thank  Heaven,  reach- 
ed .to  mifery. 

HENRY. 
What  do  you  call  it  then  ? 

ELEANOR. 
A  trial ;  fent  to  make  us  patient, 

HENRY. 

It  may  make  you  fo,  but  cannot  me.    Good 

morning  to  you.  [Going. 

ELEANOR. 

'JJay,  it  is  night  yet.    Where  are  you  going? 

HENRY. 
I  don't  know. — To  take  a  walk. — The  ftreets 
ure  not  more  uncomfortable  than  this  place,  and 
fcarcely  colder. 

ELEANOR. 
Oh,  my  dear  brother !     I  cannot  exprefs  half 
the  uneafinefs  I  feel  when  you  part  from  me, 
(hough  but  for  the  fliorteft  fpace. 

HENRY. 

Why? 

ELEANOR. 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


la  NEXT  DOOR  NEIGHBOURS. 

ELEANOR. 

Becaufe  I  know  your  temper ;  you  are  impa- 
tient under  adveriity  t  you  rafhly  think  provi- 
dence is  unkind ;  and  you  would  match  thofe 
favours,  which  are  only  valuable  when  beftowed. 

HENRY. 
What  do  you  mean  ? 

ELEANOR. 
Nay,  do  not  be  angry ;  bur  every  time  you 
go  out  into  this  tempting  town,  where  fuperflu- 
ous  riches  continually  meet  the  eye  of  the  poor, 
I  tremble  left  you  mould  forfeit  your  honefty 
for  that,  which  Heaven  decreed  mould  not  be- 
long to  you, 

HENRY. 
And  if  I  did,  you  would  defpife  and  defert 
raef 

ELEANOR. 
No  :  not  defert  you ;  for  I  am  convinced  you 
would  only  take,  to  bring  to  me ;  but  this  is  to 
aflure  you,  I  do  not  want  for  any  thing. 

HENRY. 
Not  want  ? — Nor  does  my  father  ? 

ELEANOR. 

Scarcely,  while  we  vifit  him.    Every  time  he 

fees  us  we  make  him  happy ;  but  he  would  never 

behold  us  again  if  we  behaved  unworthy  of  him, 

HENRY. 

What !  banifh  us  from  a  prifon  f 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


A  COMEDY.  13 

ELEANOR. 

And  although  it  is  a  prifon,  you  could  not 
be  happy  under  fuch  a  reftriftion. 
HENRY. 

Happy  ! — When  was  I  happy  laft? 
ELEANOR. 

Yefterday,  when  your  father  thanked  you  for 
your  kindnefs  to  him.  Did  we  not  all  three 
weep  with  affection  for  each  other?  and  was 
not  that  happinefs  ? 

HENRY. 

It  was— nor  will  I  give  up  fuch  fatisfa&ion, 
for  any  enticement  that  can  offer. Be  con- 
tented, Eleanor, — for  your  fake  and  my  father's, 
I  will  be  honeft.— Nay,  more,— I  will  be  fcru- 
puloufly  proud — and  that  line  of  conduct  which 
my  own  honour  could  not  force  me  to  follow, 
my  love  to  you  and  himt  fhall  compel  me  to.— 
When,  through  necefiity,  I  am  tempted  to 
plunder,  your  bluihes  and  my  father's  anguifh 
ihall  hold  my  hand. — And  when  I  am  urged 
through  impatience,  to  take  away  my  own  life, 
your  lingering  death  and  his,  fhall  check  the 
horrid  fuggeftion,  and  I  will  live  for  you. 
ELEANOR. 

Then  do  not  ever  truft  yourfelf  away,  at  leaft 
from  one  of  us. 

HENRY. 

Dear  filler !  do  you  imagine  that  your  power 

is  lefs  when  feparated  from  me  ?     Do  you  fup- 

pofe  I  think  lefs  frequently  on  my  father  and 

his  difmal  prifon,  becaufe  we  are  not  always 

together  ? 
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together  ?  Oh  !  no  !  he  comes  even  more  for- 
cibly to  my  thoughts  in  his  abfence — And  then, 
more  bitterly  do  I  feel  his  mifery,  than  while 
the  patient  old  man,  before  my  eyes,  talks  to 
me  of  his  confolations ;  his  internal  comforts 
from  a  confeience  pure,  a  mind  without  malice, 
and  a  heart,  where  every  virtue  occupy  a  place.— 
.  Therefore,  do  not  fear  that  1  (hall  forget  either 
him  or  you,  though  I  might  poflibly  forget  my- 

felf.  [£*//. 

ELEANOR. 

If  before  him  I  am  cheerful,  yet  to  myfelf  I 
mtift  'complain*  [Weeps\  And  that  found  of 
feftivity  at  the  houfe  adjoining  is  infupportable  ! 
efpecially  when  I  reflect  that  a  very  fmall  por- 
tion of  what  will  be  wafted  there  only  this  one 
night,  would  be  fufficient  to  give  my  dear  father 
liberty. 

[A  rapping  at  the  door  of  her  chamber,  on  the 
ofpojite  entrance.'] 

ELEANOR. 
Who's  there  ? 

MR.   BLACKMAN. 
Open  the  door.  [Without. 

ELEANOR. 
The  voice  of  our  landlord.    [Goes  to  the  door* 
Is  it  you,  Mr.  Blackman  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
Yes,  open  the  door.  [Rapping  louder. 

[She  opens   it:-  -Blackman    enters,  followed 

by    BtUKTLY.] 

BLACKMAN. 
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BLACKMAN. 
What  a  time  have  you  made  me  wait ! — And 
'In  the  name  of  wonder,  why  do  you  lock  your 
door  ?  Have  you  any  thing  to  lofe  ?  Have  not 
you  already  fold  all  the  furniture  you  brought 
'  hither  ?  And  are  you  afraid  of  being  ftolen 
yourfelf  ? 

[Eleanor  retires  to  the  back  of  the  Stag*, 
BLUNTLY. 
Is  this  the  chamber  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
Yes,  Sir,  yes,  Mr.  Eluntly,  this  is  it. 

[Blackman  ajfumes  a  very  different  fane  of 
voice  in  /peaking  to  Bluntly  and  Elea- 
nor ;  to  the  onehe  is  all  fubmiffive  humility, 
to  the  other  all  barjhnefs.~\ 

BLUNTLY. 

This  !  [Contemptuoujly. 

BLACKMAN. 

Why  yes,  fir, — this  is  the  only  place  I  have 
left  in  my  own  houfe,  fince  your  mafter  has  been 
pleafed  to  occupy  that  next  door,  while  his  own 
magnificent  one  has  been  repairing. — Lock  your- 
felfup,  indeed!  (Looking  at  Eleanor.)— You 
have  been  continually  aiking  me  for  more  rooms, 
Mr.  Bluntly,  and  have  not  I  made  near  half  a  ' 
dozen  doors  already  from  one  houfe  to  the 
other,  on  purpofe  to  accommodate  your  good 
family. — Upon  my  honour,  I  have  not  now  a 
fingle  chamber  but  what  I  have  let  to  thefe 
lodgers,  and  what  I  have  abfolute  occafion  for 
myielf. 
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BLUNTLY. 
And  if  you  do  put  yourfelf  to  a  little  incon* 
venience,  Mr.  Blackmail,  furely  my  mailer — 

BLACKMAN. 
Tour  maftcr,  Mr.  Bluntly,  is  a  very  good  man 
—a  very  generous  man — and  I  hope  at  Jeaft  be  has 
found  me  a  very  lucky  one ;  for  good  luck  is  all 
the  recommendation  which  I,  in  my  humble 
ftation,  afpire  to — and  fince  I  have  been  Sir 
George's  attorney,  I  have  gained  him  no  lefs  than 
two  law-fuits. 

BLUNTLY. 
I  know  it.    I  know  alfo  that  you  have  loft 
him  four. 

BLACKMAN. 
We'll  drop  the  fubje&. — And  in  regard  to 
this  room,  fir,  it  does  not  fuit,  you  fay  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
No,  for  I  feel  the  cold  wind  blow  through 
every  crevice. 

BLACKMAN. 
But  fuppofe  I  was  to  have  it  put  a  little  into 
repair?  That  window,  for  inftance,  mail  have 
a  pane  or  two  of  glafs  put  in ;  the  cracks  of 
the  door  (hall  be  ftopt  up ;  and  then  every  thing 
will  have  a  very  different  appearance. 

BLUNTLY. 

And  why  has  not  this  been  done  before  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
Would  you  have  me  be  laying  out  my  money, 
while  I  only  let  the  place  as  a  paltry  price,  to 
people 
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people  who  I  am  obliged  to  threaten  to  turn  into 
the  ftreets  every  quarter,  before  I  can  get  my 
rent  from  them? 

BLUNTLY. 

Is  that  the  fituation  of  your  lodgers  at  prefent  ? 

BLACKMAN. 

-  Yes. — But  they  made  a  better   appearanc* 

■when  they  firft  came,  or  I  had  not  taken  fuch 

perfons  to  live  thus  near  to  your  mafter, 

BLUNTLY. 
That  girl  (looking  at  Eleanor^  feems  very 
pretty — and  I  dare  fay  my  mafter  would  not  care 
if  he  was  nearer  .to  her, 

BLACKMAN. 

Pfliaw,  pfhaw — fhe  is  a  poor  creature — me  is 
in  great  diftrefs.    She  is  mifery  itfelf. 

BLUNTLY. 

I  feel  quite  charmed  with  mifery.— Who  be- 
longs to  her  ? 

BLACKMAN. 

A  young  man  who  fays  he  is  her  brother — 
very  likely  he  is  not — but  that  I  mould  not  en- 
quire about,  if  they  could  pay  my  rent.  If 
people  will  pay  me,  I  don't  care  what  they  are. 
(Addreffing  bimfelf  to  Eleanor)  I  defire  you 
will  tell  your  brother  when  he  comes  in,  that  I 
have  occalion  for  the  money  which  will  be  due 
to  me  to-morrow — and  if  I  don't  receive  it  be- 
fore to-morrow  night,  he  muft  feek  fome  other 
habitation. 
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BLUNTLY. 
Htifh,  Mr.  Blackmail— if  you  fpcak  fo  loud, 
you  will  have  our  company  in  the  next  houfe 
hear  you. 

BLACKMAN. 

And  if  they  did,  do  Vou  think  it  would  fpoil 

their  dancing  ?    No,  Mr.  Bluntly. — And  in  that 

fefpcft,  I  am  a  perfon  of  falhion. — I  never  fuffer 

amy  diftrefs  to  interfere  with  my  enjoyments. 

ELEANOR. 

[Coming  to  him. 

Dear  .fir,   have  but  patience  a  little  while 

longer.— Indeed,  1  hope  you  will  lofe  nothing. 

BLACKMAN. 

I  won't  lofe  any  thing.  [Going. 

ELEANOR. 

[F-ollowing  him. 
Sir,  I  would  fpeak  a  tingle  word  to  you,  if 
you  will  be  fo  good  as  to  hear  me  ? 
BLUNTLY. 
Ay,  ftay  and  hear  her. 

.ELEANOR. 

f  Looking  at  Bluntly. 
But  I  wifli  to  fpeak  to  him  by  ourfeh/es. 

BLUNTLY. 
Then  I'll  withdraw. 

BLACKMAN. 
What  have  you  to  fay  ?  [In  anger* 

BLUNTLY. 
Hear  her,  Mr.  Blackman— or  may  none  of 
her  fex  ever  liften  to  you.  [Exit. 

BLACKMAN. 
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BLACKMAN. 

If  it  is  only  to  entreat  me  to  let  you  continue 

here,  I  am  gone  in  an  inftant.— — Gome,  fpeak 

quickly,  for  I  have  no  time  to  lofe.— Come, 

{peak,  fpeak. 

ELEANOR. 
But  are  you  refolved  to  have  no  pity  f    You 
know  in  what  a  helplefs  fituation  we  are — and 
the  deplorable  ftate  of  my  poor  father. 

[Weeping. 
BLACKMAN. 
Ay,  I  thought  what  you  had  to  fay — farewel, 
farewel. 

ELEANOR. 

[Laying  bold  of  him. 
Oh  f    do  not  plunge  us  into  more  diftrefe 
than  we  can  bear ;  but  open  your  heart  to  com- 
panion. 

BLACKMAN: 
I  can't— 'tis  a  thing  I  never  did  in  my  life. 
[Going,  be  meets  Bluntly,  who  flops  him, 

BLUNTLY. 
Well,  have  you  granted  her  requeft  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
I  would  do  a  great  deal  to  oblige  you,  Mr. 
Bluntly — and  if  you  will  only  give  your  word 
for  the  trifle  of  rent  owing,  why,  I  am  not  fo 
hard-hearted  but  I  will  fuffer  her  to  ftay. 

BLUNTLY. 
Well,  well,— I  will  give  my  word. 
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BLACKMAN. 

But  r,  member,  it  is  not  to  be  put  down  to 
your  mailer's  account,  but  to  your  own. — I  am 
not  to  give  credit. 

ELEANOR.  .    ,■ 

Nor  am  I  to  lay  my  brother  under  an  obliga- 
tion of  this  nature.  (To  Bluntly)  I  thank  you 
for  your  offer,  fir,  but  I  cannot  accept  it. 
BLACKMAN. 

[7»  extreme  anger. 
What  do  you  mean  by  that? 

BLUNTLY. 
Perhaps  (he  is  right. 

ELEANOR. 
'My  brother  would'  refent  my  acceptance  of  a 
favour  from  a  ftranger. 

BLACKMAN. 
Your  brother  refent !    A  poor  man  refent ! 
Did  you  ever  hear  of  any  body's  regarding  a 
poor  man's  rcfentment  ? 

E  LEA  NOR. 
No— nor  a  poor  woman's  prayers.   . 

BLACKMAN. 
.  Yes,  I  will  regard  your  prayers,  if  you  will 
fitffcr  this  gentleman  to  be  your  friend. 
ELEANOR. 
Any  acquaintance  of  your's,  Mr.  Blackman, 
I  muft  diftruft. 

BLACKMAN. 
Do  you  hear  with  what  contempt  (he  treats 
us  both?  .  ~ 

BLUNTLY 
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BLUNTLY. 

But  perhaps  fhe  is  right — at  leaft,  in  treating 

one  of  us  fo,  I  am  fure  (he  is — and  I  will  torgjivc 

her  wronging  the  one,  for  the  fake  of  her  doing 

juftice  to  the  other. 

Enter  Henry  :    he  fiarts  at  feeing  Bi.ackmak 
1  •   and  Bldntit. 

HENRY. 
Who  are  thefe  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
'*  Who  are  thefe?"  Did  you  ever  hear  fuch 
impertinence  ?     (Going  up  to  htm)   Pray  who  arc 
you,  fir  ? 

HENRY. 
I  am  a  man. 

BLACKMAN. 
Yes — but  I  am  a  lawyer. 

HENRY. 
Whatever  you  are,  this  apartment  is  mine, 
not  your'si — and  I  defire  you  to  leave  it. 

BLACKMAN. 
But  to-morrow  it  will  be  mine,  and  then  I 
{hail  defire  you  to  leave  it,  and  force  you  to 
leave  it. 

HENRY. 

Eleanor,  retire  to  the  other  chamber  j  I  am 
forry  I  left  you.  [Leads  ber  off. 

BLACKMAN. 
And  I  am  forry  that  I  and  my  friend  mould 
come  here  to  be  affronted. 

C  3  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 

Mr.  Blackmail,  I  won't  be  called  names. 

B  L  A  C  KM  A  N. 
Names,  fir  f    What  names  did  I  call  you  } 

BLUNTLY. 
Did  not  you  call  me  your  friend  ?  I  affwe 
you,  fir,  I  am  not  ufed  to  be  called  names. 
I  am  but  a  fervant  whofe  character  is  every 
thing — and  I'll  let  you  know  that  I  am  not  your 
friend. 

BLACKMAN. 

Why,  you  blockhead,  does  not  your  matter 
call  himfelf  my  friend  ? 

BLUNT  LY. 

Yes,  my  mafter  is  a  great  man,  •  and  he  can 
get  a  place  without  a  character, — but  if  I  lofe 
mine,  I  am  ruined ;  therefore  take  care  how  you 
mifcal  me  for  the  future,  for  I  aflure  you  I 
won't  bear  it.  I  am  not  your  friend,  and  you 
ftull  find  1  am  not. 

[Era*  (in great  anger),  BlacKH am  following. 


BSD   OF   THE   FIRST   ACT. 
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ACT     II. 

SCENE  I.    An  Apartment  at  Sir  George 
Splendoh-ville's. 

Enter  Sir  George,  followed  by  Bluntly. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
%V  HAT's  o'clock  ?  [fobbing  bit  eyes. 

BLUNTLY. 
Juft  noon,  fir. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Why  was  I  waked  fo  early  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
You  were  not  waked,  fir — You  rung. 

SIR  GEORGE. 
Then  it  was  in  my  fleep — and  could  not  you 

fuppofefo? After  going  to  bed  at  five,  to 

make  me  rife  at  noon  !  (in  a  violent  paffion)  What 
am  I  to  do  with  myfelf,  fir,  till  it  is  time  to  go 
out  for  the  evening  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
You  have  company  to  dinner  you  know,  fir. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
No,  it  is  to  fupper-^-and  wfet  am  I  to  do  with 
myfelf  till  that  time  ? 

C  4  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 

Company  again  to  fupper,  Sir  ? 
SIR    GEORGE. 

Yes,  and  the  felf-famc  company  I  had  laft 
night — I  invited  them  upon  Lady  Caroline's  ac- 
count—to give  her  an  opportunity  of  revenge, 
for  the  money  (he  loft' here  yefterday  evening — 
and  I  am  all  wearinefs — I  am  all  laffitudc  and 
fretfulnefs  till  the  time  arrives. — But  now  I  call 
to  mind,  I  have  an  affair  that  may  engage  my 
attention  a  few  hours.  You  were  giving  me  an 
an  account,  Bluntly,  of  that  beautiful  girl  I  [ayr 
enter  at  Blackmail's  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

Yes,   fir,    I   faw  her  late  laft  night  in  Mr. 
Blackman's  houfe — fhe  lodges  there. 
SIR    GEORGE. 

Indeed  ?  In  Blackman's  houfe  ?  I  am  glad  to 
hear  it. 

BLUNTLY. 
And  he  has-aflured  me,  fir,  that  (he  and  her 
family  are  in  the  greateft  poverty  imaginable. 
SIR    GEORGE, 
lam  glad  to  hear  it. 

BLUNTLY. 
They  have  been  it  feems  above  a  twelvemonth 
in  London,  in  fearch  of  fome  rich  relations ;  but 
inffead  of  meeting  with  them,"  the  father  was 
feen  and  remembered  by  an  old  creditor  who 
has  thrown  him  into  prifon. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  am  very  glad  to  hear  it. 

BLUNTLY. 
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■BLUNTLY. 
But  the  young  woman,  Sir,  has'beenfo  fhort 
a  time  in  town,  (he  has,  feemingly,  a  great  deal 
of  modefty  and  virtue. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

And  I  am  very  glad  to  hear  of  that  too—I 

like  her  the  better — you  know  I  do— for  I  .am 

weary  of  that  ready  compliance  I  meet  with 

from  the  fex. 

BLUNTLY. 
But  if  I  might  prefume  to  advife,   fir — as  you 
are  fo  foon  to  be  married  to  her  ladyfhip,  whom 
you  love  with  fincere  affe&ion,  you  ftiould  give 
up  this  purfuit. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
And  I  jhaU  give  it  up,  Bluntly,  before  my 
marriage  takes  place—for,  lhortas  that  time  may 
be,  I  expeft  this  paflion  will  be  over  and  for- 
gotten, long  before  the  interval  has  palled  away. 

-—But  that  brother  you  were  mentioning 

BLUNTLY. 
I  have  fome  reafon  to  think,  that  with  all  his 
poverty,  he  has  a  notion  of  honour. 
SIR    GEORGE. 

[Ltughim. 
Oh !  I  have  often  tried  the  effect  of  a  purfe  of 
gold  with  people  of  honour. — Have  you  defired 
them  to  be  fent  for  as  I  ordered. 

BLUNTLY. 
I  have,  Sir. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
See  if  they  are  come.  [Exit  Bluntly.!  Ah! 
my  dear  Lady  Caroline,  it  is  you,  and  only  you'," 
whom 
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whom  I  love  with  a  Gncere  paffion  !  but  in  wait- 
ing this  long  expected  event  of  our  mar- 
riage, permit  me  to  indulge  ibme  left  exalted 


Enter  Bluntly. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Are  they  come  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

The  young  man  is  in  the  anti-chamber,  fir, 
but  his  fitter  is  not  with  him.     (Speaking  to 
Henry  who  is  without)  Pleafe  to  walk  this  way  ■ 
—my  mafter  defires  to  fee  you. 

SIR    GEORGE, 

No,  no,  no — I  do  not  defire  to  fee  him,  if 
his  filter  is  not  there. — Zounds  you  fcoundrel 
what  did  you  call  him  in  for  ? 

Enter  Henry,  and  bows. 

[Sir  George  looks  at  him  with  a  earelefs  fa- 
miliarity— Bluntly  leaves  the  room. J 
SIR    GEORGE. 
Young  man,  I  am  told  you  are  very  poor— 
you  may  have  heard  that  I  am  very  rich— and  I 
juppofe  you  are  acquainted  with  the  extenfive 
meaning  of  the  word — generofity. 

HENRY. 
[After  an  hefitatton.']    Perhaps  not,  fir. 
SIR    GEORGE, 
The  meaning  of  it,  as  I  comprehend,  is,  for 
fhe  rich  to  give  to  the^  poor.^-Have  you  any 
£hutg  to  a&  of  me  in  which  I  can  lerve  you  ? 

HENRY. 
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HENRY. 

Your  propofal  is  fo  general,  I  am  at  a  lofs 
what  to  anfwer — but  you  are  no  doubt  acquainted 
with  the  extenfive  meaning  of  the  word,  pride, — 
and  that  will  apologize  for  the  feeming  indiffer- 
ence with  which  I  receive  your  offer. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Your  pride  feems  extenfive  indeed,— I  heard 
your  father  was  in  prifon,  and  I  pitied  him. 

HENRY. 
'  Did  you,  Sir  ?— -Did  you-  pity  my  father : — 
I  beg  your  pardon: — if  I  have  faid  any  thing  to 
offend  you  pray  forgive  it — nor  let  my  rudenefs 
turn  your  companion  away  from  him,  to  any 
other  object. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Would  a  fmall  fum  releafe  him  from  confine- 
ment ?  Would  about  a  hundred  pounds—   ■ 

HENRY. 
I  have  no  doubt  but  it  would. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Then  take  that  note. Be  not  furprifed — I 

mean  to  difpofe  of  a  thoufand  guineas  this  way, 
inftead  of  fitting  up  a  theatre  in  my  own  houfe. — 
That  (giving  him  the  note)  is  a  mere  trifle ;  my 
box  at  the  opera,  or  my  dinner ;  I  mean  to  dine 
alone  to  morrow,  inftead  of  inviting  company. 
HENRY. 

Sir  George,  \  fpoke  fo  rudely  to  you  at  firft, 
that  I  know  no  other  way  to  (hew  my  humility, 
then  to  accept  your  prefent  without  reluctance 
— I  do  therefore,  as  the  gift  of  benevolence, 
not  as  the  infult  of  better  fortune. 

SIR 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
■  Yoii  have  a  brother*  have  not  you  ? 
*  HENRY. 

.  No,  Sir"- and  only  one  fifter. 

-SIR    GEORGE. 

A  fifter  is  it  ?  well,  let  me  fee  your  father  and 
your  brother-.— your  fifter  I  mean — did  not  you 
lay  ?—  you  faid  a  filler,  did  not  you  ? 
HENRY. 

Yes,  Sir. 

SIR    GEOR  GE. 

Well,  let  me  fee  your  father  and  her;  they 
will  rejoice  at  their  good  fortune  I  imagine,  and 
I  wifh  to  be  a  witnefs  of  their  joy. 
HENRY. 

I  will  this  moment  go  to  our  lawyer,  extricate 
my  father,  and  we  will  all  return  and  make  you- 
the  fpe&ator  of  the  happinefs  you  have  beftowed. 

Forgive  my  eagernefs  to  difclofe  your  bounty, 
fir,  if,  before  I  have  faid  half  I  feel,  I  fly  to 
reveal  it  to  my  farher;  to  whom  I  can  more  pow- 
erfully exprefs  ray  fenfations— than  in  your  pre- 
fence.  [Exit, 

SIR  GEORGE. 

That  bait  has  taken— and  now,  if  the  fifter 
will  only  be  as  grateful. 

Enter  Bluhtly. 
BLUNTLY.     . 
Dear  fir,  what  can  you  have  faid  to  the  young 
man  ?    I  never  faw  a  perfon  fo  much  affected ! 

SIR     GEORGE. 

In  what  manner  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 

The  tears  ran  down  his  cheeks  as  he -palled 

along,  and  he  held  fbmethingin  his  hand  which 

he  preffed  to  his  lips,  and  then  to  his  heart, 

as  irit  was  a  treafure. 

SIR     GEORGE, 
It  is  a  treafure,  Bluntly — a-  hundred  Guineas. 

BLUNTLY, 

But  for  which,  I  believe,,  you  expeft  a  greater 
treafure  in  return. 

SIR    GEORG  £.  . 

Doft  think  fo  Bluntly  ? — doft  thinkthe  girt  is 
worth  a  hundred  pounds  ? 

■      '  BLUNTLY.     ,  ' 

i  Jf  flic  refufes,  ihe  is  worth  a  thoufand — but  if 
fhe  complies,  you  have  thrown  away  your  money. 

. .  .       SIR    GEORGE. 
Jufl  the  reverfe. 

BLUNTLY. 
But  I  hope,  fir,  you  do  not  mean  to  throw 
away  any  more  thus—- for  although  this  fum,  by 
way  of  charity,  may  be  well  applied,  yet  indeed, 
fir,  I  know  fome  of  your  creditors  as  much  in 
want  as  this  poor  family. 

■SIR    GEORGE, 
-    How  I— You  are  in  pay  by  fome  of  my  cre- 
ditors 1  fuppofe  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
No,  Sir,  you  nuift  pay  them,  before  they  can 
pay  any  body. 

SIR 
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SIR  GEORGE. 
You  are  impertinent — leave  the  room  mftant- 
ly,  and  go  in  fearch  of  this  fitter  ;  now,  while 
the  (on  is  gone  to  releafe  his  father.— Tell  her, 
her  brother  is  here,  and  bring  her  hither  im- 
mediately. 

BLUNTLY. 
But,   fir,  if  you  will  only  give  me  leave  to 
fpeak  one  word— 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Do,  fpeak;    [Goes  to  the  chimney -piece  and  takes 

down  a  pi/tot]  only  fpeak  a  Cngle  fyllable,  and 

I'll  fend  a  ball  inftantly  through  your  head. 

BLUNTLY. 

I  am  dumb,  Sir— I  don't  fpeak  indeed,  Sir— 

upon  my  life  I  don't.    I  with.  I  may  die  if  I 

fpeak  a  word. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Go  on  the  errand  I  told  you ;  and  if  you  dare 
to  return  without  the  girl  this  is  your  fate. 

f Holding  up  the  piftol. 
BLUNTLY. 
Yes,  Sir.  {Exit. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
^Laying  the  pifiol  on  the  table. 
Impertinent  puppy ;  to  ruffle  the  temper  of  a 
man  of  fafhion  with  hints  of  prudence  and  mo- 
rality, and  paying  his  debts— all  this -from  afer- 
vant  too.     The  infolent,  chattering—-^ 

Enter  Bluntly. 
BLUNTLY, 
^lay  I  fpeak  now,  fix  ? 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
What  have  you  to  fay  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
Mr.  Blackmail,  fir. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Bid  him  come  in. 

Eater  Blackman.     Exit  Bluntly. 
SIR    GEORGE. 
Good  morning,   Mr.  Blackman;  come,   fit 
.down. 

BLACKMAN. 

[Bowing  refpeSfidly. 
I  am  glad,   Sir  George,   I  have  found  you 
alone,  for  i  come  to  fpeak  to  you  on  important 
bufinefs 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Bufinefc ! no — not  now  if  you  pleafe. 

BLACKMAN. 
But  I  muft,  fir — I  have  been  here  ten  times 
before,  and  have  been  put  off;  but  now  you 
muft  hear  what  I  have  to  fay. 

SIR    GEpRGE. 
Don't  be  long  then — don't  be  tedious,  Mr. 
Blackman — for  I  expecl  a,  a-— in  fhort,  I  ex- 
pect a  pretty  woman. 

BLACKMAN. 
When  me  comes,  I  will  go. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Very  well,  fpeak  quickly  then.    What  have 
you  to  fay  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
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BLACKM  AN. 

I  come  to  fpeak  upon  the  fubjeft  of  your  fa- 
ther's will ;  by  which  you  know,  you  run  the 
hazard  of  lofing  great  part  of  what  he  left  be- 
hind, 

SIR    GEORGE. 

But  what  am  I  to  do  ? 

BLACKM  AN. 

There  is  no  tiriie  to  be  loft.  Confidef,  that 
Mr.  Manly,  the  lawyer,  whom  your  father  em- 
ployed,- is  a  man  who  pretends  to  a  great  deal 
of  morality;  and  it  was  he  who,  when  your  fa- 
ther found  himfelf  dying,  alarmed  his  confcience, 
and  perfuaded  him  to  make  this  Will  in  favour 
of  a  fecond  perfon.  Now,  I  think  that  you  and 
1  both  together,  ought  to  have  a  meeting, with 
this  confcientious  lawyer.  '1 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Bur  I  Ihould  imagine,  Mr.  BlacTunan,  that  if 
he  is  really  a  confcientious  man,  you  and  he  will 
not  be  upon  good  terms, 

;  BLACKM  AN. 
Oh  !   people  of  our  avocation  differ  in  refpecl 
to  confcience.     Puzzle,  confound,  and  abufe 
each  other,  and  yet  are  upon  good  terms. 
SIR    GEORGE. 
But  I  fear — — 

BLACKMAN. 

Fear  nothing.— There  are  a  vaft. number  of 
refources  in  our  art* — It  is  fo  fpacious,  and  yer 
fo  confined — fo  fubltme,  and  yet  fo  profound — 
fo  dlitinft,  and  yet  fo  complicated — that  if  ever 
this  pertbn  with  whom  your  fortune  is  divided 
fhoul 
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ftiould  be  found,  I  know  how  to  envelope  her 
in  a  labyrinth,  where  (he  {hall  be  loft  again  in 

a  hurry. But  your  father's  lawyer  being  a 

very  honeft — I  mean  a  very  particular  man  in 
his  profeffion, — I  have  reafon  to  fear  we  cannot 
gain  him  over  to  our  purpofe. — If,  therefore, — 


Enter  Bldntly. 
SIR    GEORGE. 
My  vifitor  is  come,  as  I  told  you. 

BLACKMAN. 

[Riftng. 
And  I  am  gone,  as  I  told  you.  [Going ; 

Enter  Eleanor. 
BLACKMAN. 


[Afidc. 

j  whifper) 


My  lodger  !    ah  !    ah  !     (To  her  in  a  i 
You  may  ftay  another  quarter.  (JLxti. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

(To  Eleanor)  I  am  glad  to  fee  you.— Bluntly— 
[Makes  aftgn  to  him  to  leave  the  room, 
BLUNTLY.  . 


Sir? 


Sir?- 


[Sir  George  waves  his  band  and  nods 
his  head  a  jecond  time. 
BLUNTLY. 


[Still  offering  not  to  underjiand  him, 
SIR    GEORGE. 

I  bid  you  go.  [Angrily. 

D  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 
Vera  hi&  me   go,   fir  ?— Oh  yea,   fir*— Very 

well,  fir.— But   indeed,  fir,  I  did  nor  hew  7011 
before,  fir.— Indeed  I  did  oat. 

[Bows,  and  exit  with  rehitlatscv, 
•which  Ei.Ea.S0R  obferves. 
ELEANOR. 
Pardon   me,   -fir. — I  underflood  my  brother 
was  here,  but  I  find  he  is  not. 

SIR  GEORGE. 
He  is  but  this  inftant  gone,  and  will  return 
immediately.— Stay  then  with  me  till  he  comes. 
(Takes  her  band.)  Surely  you  cannot  refiife  to 
remain  with  me  a  few  moments  ;  -efpecially  as  I 
have  a  great  deal  to  fay  to  you  that  may  tend 
to  your  advantage. 

Why  do  you  caft  your  eyes  with  fuch  im- 
patience on  that  door*  {Goes  and  locks  it.) 
There,  now  you  may  look  at  it  in  vain. 

ELS  A  NOR. 

For  heaven  fake,  why  am  I  locked  in  ? 
6  IK    GKORGE. 

Becaufe  you  lhould  not  efcape. 

ELEANOR. 

That    makes  -me  refctoc   I  will — Open  the 

door,  fir.  [Going  to  it. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Nay,  liften  to  me.    Your  fentimems,  I  make 

.no  doubt,  are  formed  from  books. 

ELEANOR. 

No,  from  misfortunes— yet  more  iaftruftiw- 

SIR 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
You  fliall  never  know  misfortune  rriore— you, 
nor  your  relations. — But  this  moment  I  prefented 
your  brother  with  a  fum  of  money,  and  he  left 
me  with  profeffions  of  the  deepeft  gratitude.  ' 

ELEANOR. 
My  brother! — Has  he  received  money  from 
you?     Ah!  he  promifed  me  he'd  not  difgrace 
his  family. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
How !     Family,  indeed ! 

ELEANOR. 
I  carniot  remain  here  a  moment  longer.   Open 
the  door,  fir— -open  it  immediately. 

[faffing  her  voice. 

BLUNTLY. 

[Without, 

Sir,  fir,  fir, — open  the  door,  if  .you  pleafe — 
you  are  wanted,  fir. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
S'death  !    who  can  want  me  in  fuch  hafte  ? 

[Opens  the  door,  and  appears  confounded. 

Enter  Bxid^tly. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
WeH,  fir ! 

BLUNTLY 

— — Did  yon  call,  fir* 

SIR    GEORGE- 
It  was  you  who  called,  fir. 

D  *  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNTLY. 
Who,  I,  fir  ? 

SIR     GEORGE; 

Yes,  fir,  you — Who  wants  me  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

[Looking  at  Eleanor. 
Perhaps  it  was  you  that  called,  Ma'am. 

ELEANOR. 

It  was  I  that  called  :  and  pray  be  fo  kind  as 
to  conduct  me  to  my  own  lodgings. 

[Bluntly  offers  her  his  hand. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Dare  not  to  touch  her — or  to  flay  another 
moment  in  the  room.— Begone. 

[Bluntly  looks  at  Eleanor  afide,  and 
points  to  the  piftol ;  then  bovds  humbly t  and 
retires. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

And  now,  my  fair  Lucretia 

[He  is  going  to  feize  ber—Jhe  lakes  up 
the  piftol  and  prefents  it. 

ELEANOR. 
No,  it's  not  my/elf  I'll  kill— Tis  you. 
SIR     GEORGLr 

[Starting. 

Nay,  nay,  nay,  lay  it  down. — Lay  that  foolifli 
thing  down;  I  beg  you  will.  (Trembling.),  It 
is  charged — it  may  go  off. 

ELEANOR. 

I  mean  it  to  go  off,    . 

SIR 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
But  no  jefting — I  never  lilted  jefting  in  my 
life. 

ELEANOR. 
Nor  I— but  am  always    fenous.-— Dare. not, 
therefore,  infult  me  again,  but  let  me  go  to  my 
wretched  apartments. 

[Pajjhs  by  him,  prefettting  the  fifiol. 
SIR    GEORGE. 
Go  to  the— 
[She  turns  Jhort  at  the  door,  and  pre/ents  it  again, 
SIR     GEORGE. 
What  would  you  do  ? — Here  Bluntly !  Bluntly ! 
{Exit  Eleanor, 

Enter  Bluntly. 
BLUNTLY. 
Did  you  call  or  no,  fir  ? 

SIR     GEORGE. 
Yes,  fir,    I  did  call  now.     (In  a  threatening 
accent.)     Don't  you  think  you  have  behaved  very 
well  this  morning  ? 

BLUNTLY. 
Yes,  fir,  I  think  I  have. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  am  not  joking. 

BLUNTLY. 
Nor  am  I,  fir. 

SIRGEORGE. 
And  do  not  you  think  I  mould  behave  very 
well,  if  I  was  to  difcharge  you  my  fervice  ? 

D  3  BLUNTLY. 
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BLUNT  L.T. 

As  well  as  can  be  cxpefted,  fir.. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Why  did  you  break  in  upon  me  jutl  now  ? 

Didyou  think  I  was  going- to  murder  the  girl  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

No,  fir,  I  fufpefted  neither  love  nor  murder. 

SIR    G-SORGE, 
What  then  did-you  fufpect  ? 

B  L  U'NT.BY. 
Why,  fir,   if  I  may;,  make  bold  to  fpeak — I 
was  afraid  the  poor  girl  might  be' robbed  :  and 
of  all.lhe  is  worth  in  the  world. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Blockhead !  I-  fuppofe  you  mean  her  virtue  ? 
[Smiling  with  contempt. 
B  L  U.N.T,  LV. 
Why,  to  fay.  the  truth,,  fir,,  virtue  is  a  cur- 
rency that  grows,  fcarce  in'  the  world  now-a-days 
—and  fome  men  arefo  much. in  need  of  it,  that 
they  think  nothing  of  flopping  a  harmlefs. female, 
paffenger  in  her  road  through  life,  and  plunder- 
ing her  of  it  without  remorfe,  though  its  lofs,  em- 
bitters every  hour  ihe  muft  afterwards  pafs  in  her 
journey. 

Enter  Henry. 
HEN  R- Y. 
Sir  George,  my  father,  liberated1  from  prifon 
by  your  bounty,  is  come  gratefully  to  offer 

Enter 
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Enter  Willford  and  Eleanor. 
ELEANOR. 
[Holding  her  father  by  the  hand,  to  prevent  bis 
going  forward. 
Oh,  my  father  r  whither  are  yon  going  ?  Turn 
back — turn  back. 

HENRY. 

I  to  hi? father. 
This  is  your  benefaftor — the  man'  whofe  be- 
nevolence has  put  an  end  to-  your  fufferings. 
f  Ele  akoe  burfts  into  tears  and  retires  up  tbejlage. 
WILLFORD. 

How,  fir,  can  I  ever  repay  what  I  owe  to  you  ? 
— -or  how  defcribe  thofe  emotions,  which  your 
goodnefs  at  this  moment  makes  me  feel  ? 
SIR    GEOR.GE. 

[J*  confufiun. 
Very   well— very    well — 'ria    all    very    well. 
(Afidej   I  wi(h  it  was. — (To  him)  I  am  glad  I 
have  been  of  fervice  to  you. 

WILLO.R.D. 

You  harwe  been  like  mercy  to  us-  all.     My 

daughter's  gratitude  overflows,  in  tears.— But  why, 

my  child,  do  you  keep  apart  from  us  ?  Can  you 

be  too  thnid  to  confels  your  obligation  ? 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Let:  her  alone — let  her  indulge  her  humour. 

WIILFORD. 

■  Speak,  Eleanor. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
No,  I  had  rather,  fhe  would  be  filent. 

D  4  WILLFORD. 
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WILLFORD. 

You  offend  me  by  this  obftinacy. 
ELEANOR. 
{Going  to  Wiliford  and  taking  bis  hand. 

Oh,  my  father ! — Oh !  I  cannot 1  cannot 

{peak. 

WILLFORD. 
Wherefore? — Explain  this   moment,    what 
agitates  you  thus. 

ELEANOR. 
You  muft  return  to  confinement  again. 

WILLFORD. 
How? 

ELEANOR. 
The  money  that  has  fet  you  free,  was  given 
for  the  bafeft  purpofes — and  by  a  man  as  far  be- 
neath you  in  principle,  as  you  are  beneath  him 
in  fortune.  Difdain  the  obligation — and  come 
my  father,  return  to  prifon. 

WILLFORD. 
Yes. — And  with  more  joy  than  I  left  it.     (To 
Sir  George)    Joy,  in  my  daughter's  virtuous 
contempt  of  thee.     (To  bis  children)  Leave  the 
houfe  inftajitly. 

{Exit  Henry  and  Eleanor. 

WILLFORD. 
[Addreffing  bimfelf  to  Sir  George. 
-  Your  prefent  is  but  depofited  in  a  lawyer's 
hands,  whofe  word  gained  me  my  liberty — he 
fhall  immediately  return  it  to  you,  while  I  re- 
turn to  imprifonment. 

SIR 
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SIR     GEORGE. 

If  the  money  is  in  a  lawyer's  hands,  my  good 

friend,  it  may  be  fome  time  before  you  get  it 

returned.  [GW'ag-. 

WI  L  L  FORD. 
Stay,  Sir  George — {he  returns')  And  look  mc 
in  the  face  while  you  infult  me.  (Sir  George 
looks  on  the  floor.)  You  cannot. — I  therefore  tri- 
umph, while  you  ftand  before  me"  abaihed  like 
a  culprit.— Yet  be  allured,  unthinking,  difli- 
pated  man,  that  with  all  your  infolence  and 
cruelty  towards  me  and  mine,  I  have  ftill  the 
charity  to  rejoice,  even  for  your  fake,  at  feeing 
you  thus  confounded.  This  ftiame  is  at  leaft  one 
trait  in  your  favour ;  and  while  it  revenges  my 
wrongs,  gives  me  joy  to  find,  you  are  not  a 
hardened  libertine.  [Exeunt. 


£ND  OF  THE    SECOND  ACT. 
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ACT    III. 

SCENE  I.  The  apartment,  at  Sir  George 

Splendorville's,  where  the  night  has 
been  paffed'  at  play — Several  card-tables 
•with  company  playing — Sir  George  and 
Lady  Caroline  at  the  fame  table.  Sir 
George  rifesfurioujly. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

NEVER.  wa9  the  whole  train  of  misfortunes 
fo  united  to  undo  a  man,  as  this  night  to 
ruin    me.    The   moil   obftinate  round  of   ill 

luck 

MR.    LUCRE. 

[Waking  from  aJUep. 
What  is  all  that  ?  You  have  loft  a  great  deal 
of  money,  I  fuppofe  ? 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Every  guinea  I  had  about  me,  and  fifteen 
thoufand  befides,  for  which  I  have  given  my 
word. 

MR.    LUCRE. 
Fifteen   thoufand  guineas !    and  I  have  not 
won  one  of  them.— Oh,  confuiion  upon  every 
thing  that  has  prevented  me. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

[Taking  Lady  Caroline  afide. 

Lady  CaroIine,'you  are  the  fole  perfon  who 

has  profited  by  my  lofs.— Prove  to  me  that  your 

defign 
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deflgn-  was>  not  to  ruin  me ;  to  fink  me  into-  die 
abyis  of  misfortune-, — prove  to- me-,  vow  tore  me 
in  return  tor  all  my  tender  love  to  you.  And 
(taking  up  the.  cards)  give,  me  my  revenge  in  one 
Angle  cut. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

If  this  is  the  proof  you  require*  I  confent.' 

SIR     G.EGRGE. 

Thank  you.— And  it  is  for.  double-  or  quit* — 
Thank  you.  (Sbejbuffles  and  cuts. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Ay,  it  will  be  mine — thank  you* — I  (hall  be 
the-  winner— thank  you,  (Mea/Hs — then  tears  the. 
cards  and  throws  them,  en  tbet-ftwr.')  DeftracTaon  i 
— 'Furies  of  the  blacked  kind,  confpire  againft 
me*,  and  all:  their  ferpents  are  in  my  heart. — 
Cruel,  yet  beloved  woman !  Could  you  thus 
abufe  and  take  advantage  of  the  madnefs  of  my 
fituatioa? 

LADY     CAROLINE. 

Tour  misfortunes,  my  dear  Sir  George — make 
you  blind. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

[Taking  &er  again  afide. 

No,  they  have  rather  opened  my  eyes,  and 
have  ihown  me  what  you  are. — Still  an  object  I 
adore;  but  I  now  perceive  your  are  one  to  my 
ruin  devoted.— Tf  any  other  intention  had  di- 
rected you,  would  you  have  thus  decoyed  me 
ro  my  folly  ?— -You  know  mv  pronenefs  to  play, 
your  own  likelihood  of  fuccefs,  and  have  palpa- 
bly allured  me  to  my  deftruftion.  Ungrateful 
woman,  you  never  loved  me,  but  taught  me  to 
believe  fo,  in  order  to  partake  of  my  prodiga- 

Iky. 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


44  NEXT  DOOR  NEIGHBOURS. 

lity. — Do  not  be  fufpicious,  madam;  the  debt 
fhall  be  difcharged  within  a  week. 

.     LADY    CAROLINE. 

{With  the  utmofi  indifference. 
That  will  do,  fir — I  depend  upon  your  word ; 
and  that  will  do.  [Exit  curtfying. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Ungrateful — cruel— me  is  gone  without  giv- 
ing me  one  hope.-- -She  even  infults — defpifes 
me. 

MR.   LUCRE. 

[Coming  forward. 
Indeed,  my  dear  friend,  I  companionate  your 
ill  luck  moft  feelingly ;  and  yet  I  am  nearly  as 
great  an  object  of  companion  on  this  occafion  as 
yourfelf ;  for  I  have  not  won  a  fingle  guinea  of 
all  your  lofles  :  if  I  had,  why  I  could  have  borne, 
your  misfortune  with  fome  fort  of  patience. 
LADY    BRIDGET. 
My  dear  Sir  George,  your  fituation  affects  me 
fo  extremely,  I  cannot  ftay  a  moment  longer  in 
your  prefence.     [Goes  to  the  door)  and  returns.'] 
But  you  may  depend  upon  my  prayers.        [Exit. 
LORD     HAZARD. 
Sir  George,  if  I  had  any  confolation  to  offer, 
it  Ihould  be  at  your  fervice  —but  you  know — 
you  are  convinced-— I  have  merely  a  fufficiency 
of  confolation— that  is,  of  friends  and  of  money 
to  fupport  myfelf  in  the  rank  of  life  I  hold  in  the 
world.     For  without  that— without  that  rank — 
I  iincerely  wim  you  a  good  morning. 

,    [Exit  Loud  Hazard. 
SIR    GEORGE. 
Good  morning. 
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[The  company  by  degrees  alljieal  out  of  the  room, 
except  Mr.  Lucre. 

SIR    GEORGE, 

[Looking  around. 
Where  are  all  my  guefts?— the  greateft  part 
gone  without  a  word  in  condolence,  and  the  reft: 
torturing  me  with  infulting  wilhes.  Here  !  be- 
hold !  here  is  the  fole  reliance  which  I  have  pre- 
pared for  the  hour  of  misfortune ;  and  what  is  it  ? 
— words— compliments — defertion — and  from 
thofe,  whofe  ingratitude  makes  their  -neglect  ftill 
more  poignant.  {Turns  and  perceives  Mr.  Lucre.] 
Lucre,  my  dear  Lucre,  are  not  you  amazed  at 
at  what  you  fee? 

MR.  LUCRE. 
No,  not  at  all — 'tis  the  way  of  the  world — 
we  carefs  our.  acquaintances  whilft  they  are  hap- 
py and  in  power,  but  if  they  fall  into  misfortune, 
we  think  we  do  enough  if  we  have  the  good  na- 
ture to  pity  them. 

S  I  R     G  E  OR  G  E. 

And  are  you,  one  of  thefe  friends  ? 

MR.    LUCRE. 
I  am  like  the  reft  of  the  world. — I  was  in  the 
number  of  your  flatterers ;    but  at  prefent  you 
have  none — for  you  may  already  perceive,  we  are 
grown  fincere. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
But  have  not  you  a  thoufand  times  defired  me, 
in  any  diftrefs,  to  prove  you  ? 

MR.    LUCRE. 
And  you  do  prove  me  now,  do  you  not?— 
Heaven  blefs  you.    [Shaking  hands  with  him]    I 
Ihaa 
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Hull  always  have  a  regard  'for  you— But  far  any 
thing  farther — I  fcorn  profoffions  which  I  do  not 
mean  to  keep.  [Going. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Nay,  but  Ljjcrc  !  confider  the  anguifh  in 
which  you  leave  me  [—confider,  that  to  be  for- 
taken  by  my  friends  is  more  aflectang  -than  the 
lofs  of  all  my  fortune.  Though  you  nave  no- 
thing elfeto  give  me,  yet  give  me  your  company. 
MR.     LUCR  E. 

My  dear  friend  I  camtft.  Reflect  that  I  am 
■under  obligations  to  yon— fo  many  indeed  that 
I  am  afhamedto  fee-you. 1  am  naturally  bafii- 
ful  ;  and  do  not  be  furprifed  if  I  fiSould  never 
have  the  confidence  to  look  you  in  the  face 
•again.  :[&&. 

SIX    CIOR'GI. 

This  is  the  world,  fuch  ss  I  lave  heard  it 
defcribed,  but  not  fuch  as  I  could  -ever  believe 
it  to  be. — But  I  forgive— I  forget  all  the -world 
except  Lady  Caroline — her  ingratitude  fallens 
to  my  heart  and  drives  me  to  defpair.  She,  on 
whom  I  have  fquandered  fo  much — (he,  whom  I 
loved — and  whom  I  ftill  love,  fbite  of  her  per- 
fidy ! 

(Enter  Blumtlt.) 

Well,  Bluntly — behold  the  friendfhip  of  the 
friends  1  loved  1  This  morning  I  was  in  pro- 
fperity  and  had  many— this  night  I  amruined* 
and  I  have  not  one. 

BLUNTLY. 

Ruined,  fir  ? 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
Totally :  and  0iall  be  forced  to  part  with  every 

thing  I  poflefs  to  pay  the  fums  I  owe. Of 

courfe,  I  ihall  part  with  all  my  fervants — and 
do  you  endeavour  to  find  fome  other  place. 
BLUNTLY. 
But  firft,  fir,-— permit  me  to  aJL  a  favour  of 
you  ? 

SIR    GEORGE. 
A  favour  of  me  ?     I  have  no  favours  now 
to  grant. 

BLUNTLY. 
1  beg  your  pardon,  fir — you  have  one — and 
I  entreat  it  on  my  knees. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
What  would  you  aflt  of  me  ? 
B  LUNTLY. 
To  remain  along  with  you  ftill.-s—I  will  never 
quit  you ;  but  ferve  you  for  nothing,  to  the  latl 
moment  of  my  life. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I  have  then  one  friend  left.     (Embracing  him.) 
And  never  will  I  forget  to  acknowledge  the 
obligation. 

Enter  Blackman. 
BLACKMAN. 
Pardon  me — fir — I  beg  ten  thonland  pardons 
— pray  excufe  me,  (In  the  moft  fervile  manner,) 
for  entering  before  I  lent  to  know  if  you  were 
at  Ieifure — but  your  attendants  are  all  tad  afleep 
•n  the  chairs  of  your  antichamber — I   could 

not 
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not  wake  a  foul — and  I  imagined  you  yourfelf 
were  not  yet  up. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
On  the  contrary,  I  have  not  yet  been  in  bed. 
And  when  I  do  go  there,  1  with  never  to  rife 
from  it  again. 

BLACKMAN. 
Has  any  thing  unexpected  happened  ? 

Mt     GEORGE. 
Yes.—-That  I  am  ruined- --inevitably  ruined 
— Behold    (Shewing  the  cards')    the  only  wreck 
of  my  fortune. 

BLACKMAN. 
(Starting.)  Loft  all  your  fortune  ? 

SIR     GEORGE. 
All  I  am  worth— and  as  much  more  as  I  am 
worth. 

[Blackman  draws  a  chair.  Jits  down  with 
great  familiarity,  and  ftares  Sir  Georgb 
rudely  in  the  face. 

BLACKMAN. 
Loft  all  you  are  worth  ?  He,  he,  he,  he ! 
(Laughs  malkionjly.)  Pretty  news,  truly  !  Why 
then  I  fuppofe  I  have  loft  great  part  of  what  I 
am  worth  ?  all  which  you  are  indebted  to  me  ? 
—  However  there  is  a  way  yet  to  retrieve  you. 
But— pleafe  to  defire  your  fervant  to  leave  the 
room. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Bluntly,  leave  us  a  moment.  (Exit  Bluntly.) 

Well,  Mr.  Blackinan,  what  is  this  grand  fecret  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
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BL  ACKMAN. 
Why,  in  the  ftate  to  which  you  have  re- 
duced yourfelf,  there  is  certainly  no  one  hope 
for  you,  but  in  that  portion,  that  half  of  your 
fortune,  which  the  will  of  your  father  keeps 
you  out  of. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
But  how  am  I  to  obtain  it  ?    The  lawyer  in 
whofe  hands  it  is  placed,  will  not  give  it  up, 
without  being  infured  from  any  future     emand 
by  fome  certain  proofs. 

BL  ACKMAN. 
And  fuppofe  I  mould  fearch,.  and  find  proofs  P 
Suppofe  I  have  them  already  by  me  ?— But  upon 
this  occafion,  you  mull  not  only  rely  implicitly 
on  what  I  fay,  but  it  is  neccflary  you  mould  fay 
the  fame  yourfelf. 

SIR     GEO  RGB. 

If  you  advance  no  falfehood,  I  cannot  have 
any  objection. 

BLACKMAN. 

Falfehood  ! — falfehood  I — I  apprehend.  Sir 
George,  you  do  not  tonfider,  that  there  is  a 
particular  conftru&ion  put  upon  words  and 
phrafes  in  the  practice  of  the  law,  which  the 
reft  of  the  world,  out  of  that  ftudy,  are  not 
clearly  acquainted  with.  ,  For  inftance,  falfehood 
with  us,  is  not  exa&ly  what  it  is  with  other 
people. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

How !  Is  truth,  immutable  truth,  to  be  cor- 
rupted and  confounded  by  men  of  the  law  ? 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


50  NEXT  DOOR  NEIGHBOURS. 

BLACKMAN. 
.  I  was  not  fpeaklng  of  truth — that,  we  have 
nothing  to  do  with. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
I,  rauft  not  fay  fo,  however,  fir. — And  in  this- 
crifis  of  my  fufferings,  it  is  the  only  comfort, 
the   only  confolatory  reifle&ion  left  me,    that 
truth  and  I,  will  never  feparate. 

BL  AC  KM  AN- 
Stick  to  your  truth— but  confide  in  me  as 
ufiial. — You  will  go  with  me,  then,  to  Mr. 
Manly,  your  father's  lawyer,  and  corroborate 
all  that  1  fiiall  fay  ? 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Tell  me,  but  what  you  intend  to  fay  ? 

BLACKMAN. 
I  can't  do  that.  In  the  practice  of  the  law, 
we  never  know  what  we  intend  to  fay — and 
therefore  onr  blunder^  when  we  make  them, 
are  in  fome  meafure  exGufable — and  if  I  fhould 
chance  to  make  a  blunder  or  two,  I  mean  any 
trivial  miftake,  when  we^ome  before  this  lawyer, 
you  muft  promife  not  to  interfere,  or  in  any 
fhape  contradict  me. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

A  mere  lapfe  of  memory,  I  have  nothing  to 
do  with. 

BLACKMAN. 

And  my  memory  grows  very  bad ;  therefore 
you  muft  not  difconcert  me. 

SIR 
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SIR    GEORGE. 
Come,  let  us  begone — I  am  ready  to  go  with 
you  this  moment. 

BLACKMAN. 
I  muft  firft  go  home,   and   prepare  a  few 
writings. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
But  call  to  mind  that  I  rely  upon  your  ho- 
nour. 

BLACKM  AN. 
Do  you  think  Bluntly,  your  fervant,  is  an 
honeft  man  ?    , 

SIR     GEORGE. 
I  am  fure  he  is. 

BLACKMAN. 

Then,  to  quiet  your  fears,  I  will  take  him 

along  with  us;  and  you  will  depend  on  what 

he  mail  fay,  I  make  no  doubt  ? 

SIR    GTgORGE. 

X  would  ftake  my  being  upon  his  veraciry. 

BLACKMAN. 

Call  him  in,  then,  ^and  bid  him  do  as  I  com- 
mand him.     •         ,    "    ,  '  ■ 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Here,    Bluntly.     (Enter  Bluntly.)     Mr. 
Blackman  has  fome  bufinefs  with  you— liften  to 
him  with  attention,  and  follow  his  directions. 

[Exit. 
.      BLACKMAN. 
You  know,  I  fuppofe,  the  perilous  fituation 
of  your  mailer  P 

[Buthtly  J&akes  bis  bead,  and  wipes  his  eyes. 
E   2  BLACKMAN. 
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BLACKMAN. 
Good  fellow !  good  fellow !— and  you  would, 
I  dare  fay,  do  any  thing  to  refcue  him  from  the 
rnuery  with  which  he  is  furrounded  > 
BLUNTLY. 
I  would  lay  down  my  life. 

BLACKMAN. 
You  can  do  it  for  lefs.    Only  put  on  a  black 
coat,  and  the  bulinefs  is  done. 
BLUNTLY. 

What's  that  all }    Oh !  if  I  can  fave  him  by 

putting  on  a  black  coat,  I'll  go  buy  mournine, 

and  wear  it  all  my  life.  & 

BLACKMAN. 

There's  a  good  fellow.     I  fincerely  thank 

you  tor  this  attachment  to  your  mafter. 

[Shaking  him  hj  the  hand, 
BLUNTLY. 
My  dear  Blackman,  I  beg  your  pardon  for 
what  I  am  going  to  fay;  but  a,  yOU  behave 
thus  friendly  on  this  unfortunate  occalion  I 
muft  confefs  to  you— that  till  now  I  always  hated 
you  —I  could  not  bear  the  fight  of  you.— For 
I  thought  you  (I  wifli  I  may  die  if  I  did  not) 
one  of  the  greateft  rogues  in  the  world.  I  fan- 
cied you  only  waited  on,  and  advifed  my  mafter 
to  make  your  market  of  him.— But  now  your 
attention  to  him  in  his  diftrefs,  when  all  his 
friends  have  forfaken  him,  is  fo  kind— Heaven 
blefs  you— Heaven  blefs  you— I'll  go  buy  a 
black  coat.  [oJinr. 

BLACKMAN.  L        6 

I  have  fomething  more  to  fay  to  you When 

you  have  put  on  this  coat,  you  muft  meet  your 
mafter 
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matter  and  me  at  Mr.  Manly's,  the  lawyer ;  and 
when  we  are  all  there,  yau  muft  mind  and  fay, 
exa&ly  what  I  fay. 

bluntly. 
And  what  will  that  be  ? 

BLACKMAN. 

Oh !  fomething. 

BLUNTLY. 

I  have  no  obje&ion  to  fay  fomething— but  I 
hope  you  won't  make  me  fay  any  thing. 

BLACKMAN. 

You  feem  to  doubt  me  once  more,  fir  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

No,  I  am  doubting  you  now  for  the  firft  time ; 
for  I  always  thought  T  was  certain  before. 

BLACKMAN. 

And  will  you  not  venture  to  lay  yes,  and  no, 
to  what  I  mail  advance  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

Why—I  think  I  may  venture  to  fay  yes  to 
your  no,  and  no  to  your  yes,  with  a  fafe  confci- 
cnce. 

BLACKMAN. 

If  you  do  not  inftantly  follow  me  and  do 
Ml  that  I  (hall  propofe,  your  mailer  is  ruined.— 
Would  you  fee  him  dragged  to  prifon  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

No,  I  would  fooner  go  myfelf. 

BLACKMAN. 

Then  why  do  you  ftand  talking  about  a  fafe 

conference.    Half  my  clients  would  have  been 

ruined  if  I  had  {hewn  my  zeal  as  you  do.    Con- 

E  3  fcience 
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fcience  indeed  !  .  Why,  this  is  a  matter  of  law, 
to  ferve  your  mailer  in  his  neceffity. 

BLUNTLY. 

I  have  heard  neceffity  has  no  law — but  if  it 
has  no  confcience,  it  is  a  much  wdrfe  thing  than 
I  took  it  for.— No  matter  for  that — come  along. 
— Oh  my  poor  matter ! —  I  would  even  tell  a  lie 
to  fave  him.  •  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  II.  .  A  lawyer's  Judy. 

Mr.  Manly    difeovered  at  his  writing-dejk — a 
Servant  attending. 

MANLY. 

Who  do  ypu  fay  Wants  to  fpeak  with  me  ? 

SERVANT, 

Mr.  Lucre,  fir. 

MANLY. 

And  who  elfc  ?  ■» 

SERVANT. 

A  perfon  who  fays  his  name  is  Willford,  he 
looks  as  if  he  came  from  the  country,  and  feems 
in  mean  circumftances. 

MANLY. 

Shew  him  to  me  directly.  And  take  Mr^ 
Lucre,  or  any  other  perfon  of  fafhion  that  may 
call,  to  my  clerks.  [Exit  Servant.']  But  for  the 
poor,  let  them  be  under  my  protection. 

Enter  Willford  and  Eleanor. 

M  A  N  L  Yt 

Come.iri--.-walk  in,  and  let  me  know  what  I  ■ 
can  do  to  ferve  you. 
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VILLFORD. 

I  depofited,  fir,  in  your  clerk's  hands,  a  fam 
of  money  to  fet  me  free  from  confinement  for  debt. 
— On  his  word,  I  was  difcharged--he  owns  he  has 
not  yet  paid  away  this  money,  ftill  he  refufes  to 
reftore  it  to  me,  though  in  return  I  again  render 
up  my  perfon. 

MANLY. 

And  why  would  you  do  this  ? 

V1UFORD. 

Becaufe  my  honour — I  mean  my  confcience — 
for  that's  the  poor  man's  honour — is  concerned. 

MANLY. 

Explain  yourfelf. 

'     WILLfOUD, 

A  fon  of  mine,  received  this  futn  I  fpeak  of, 
and  thought  it  .grWH:  him ;  while  it  was  only 
meant  as  a  purchafe — a  purchafe  of-  what  we 
had  no  right  to  fell— and  therefore  it  mult  be 
reftored  to  the  owner. 

MAN  l  y.  ' 

And  who  is  he  ? 

W  I  L  L  F  O  R  D, 

;  Sir  George  Splendorville— 1  fuppofe  you  have 
heard  of  him  ? 

MANLY. 

He,  you  mean,  who  by  the  defire  of  his  fa- 
ther's will,  lately  changed  his  name  from  Bland- 
ford  ? 

WILLFORD. 

Sir! 

MANLY. 

The  name,  which  fome  part  of  the  family, 
while  reduced,  had  taken. 

E  4  WILLFORD. 
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WILLFORD. 

Good  Heaven !  Is  there  fuch  a  circumftance 
in  his  ftory  ? 

MANLY. 

Why  do  you  aflc  with  fuch  emotion  ? 

WILLFORD. 

Becaufe  he  is  the  man,  in  fearch  of  whom  I 
left  my  habitation  in  the  country,  to  prefent  be- 
fore him  a  deftitute  young  woman,  a  near  rela- 
tion. 

MANLY. 

What  relation? — Be  particular  in  your  an- 
fwer. 

WILLFORD. 

A  tiler. 

MANLY. 

I  thank  you  for  your  intelligence.  You  have 
named  a  perfon  who  for  thefe  three  years  paft,  I 
have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  find. — But  did  you 
iay  ihe  was  in  poverty  ? 

WILLFORD. 


I  give  you  joy  then — for  I  have  in  my  poffeffion 
a  deed  which  conveys  to  a  loft  daughter  of  Sir 
George's  father,  the  other  half  of  the  fortune  he 
bequeathed  his  fon — but  as  yet,  all  my  endea- 
vours have  been  in  vain  to  find  where  Ihe,  and 
an  uncle,  to  whofe  care  Ihe  was  entrufted  in  her 
infancy,  are  retired. 

WILLFORD. 

[Turning  to  Eleanor. 
Now,  Eleanor,  arm  yourfelr  with  fortitude— 
with  fortitude  to  bear  not  the  frowns,  but  the 

finiles 
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fmilcs  of  fortune.  Be  humble,  colle&ed,  and 
the  fame  you  have  ever  been,  while  I  for  the 
firil  time  inform  you — yqu  are  /iot  my  daugh- 
ter.—  And  from  this  gentleman's  intelligence 
add,  you  are  rich — you  are  the  deceafed  Bland- 
ford's  child,  and  Splendorville's  After. 

,  ELEANOR. 

Oh !  Heavens !  Do  t  lofe  a  father  fuch  as  you, 
to  gain  a  brother  fuch  as  he  is  ? 

MANLY. 

[7*0  WlLLFORD. 

There  can  be  no  miftake  on  this  occafion — 
And  you,  if  I  am  not  deceived,  are  the  brother 
of  the  late  Mr.  Blandford.  Your  looks,  your 
perfon,  your  very  voice  confirms  it. 

WILLFORD. 

I  have  writings  m  my  care,  mail  prove  it  be- 
yond a  doubt;  with  the  whole  narrative  of  our 
leparation  when  he  with  his  fon,  then  a  youth, 
embarked  for  India;  where  I  fuppofe,  riches,  fooa 
Succeeded  poverty. 

Enter  Servaht. 

SERVANT. 

Lady  Caroline  Seymour,  iir,  is  at  the  door  in 
her  carriage,  and  will  not  be  denied  admittance. 
She  fays  me  muft  fee  you  upon  fome  very  urgent 
bufinefs. 

MANLY. 

[To  Willford  and  Eleanor. 
Will  you  do  me  the  favour  to  ftep  for  a  mo- 
ment into  this  room  ?     Lady  Caroline  will  not 
flay  long.     I'll  not  detain  you. 

[Exit  Willford  and  Eleanor. 
Enter 
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Enter  Lady  Caroline. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

Dear  Mr.  Mahly,  I  have  a  thoufand  apologies 
to  make— And  yet  I  am  fure  you  will  excufe 
die  fubject.  of  my  vifit,  when  you  confider 

MANLY. 

Your  ladyftiip  will  pleafe  to  fit  down. 

[He  draws  chain  and  they  Jit, 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

You  cannot  be  ignorant,  Mr.  Manly— -you 
muft  know,  the  terms  of  acquaintance  on  which 
Sir  George  Splendorville  and  I  have  been,  for 
florae  time  paft?— you  were  his  father's  agent; 
his  chief  iolicitor ;  and  although  you  are  not 
employed  by  Sir  George,  yet  the  ftate  of  his 
affairs  cannot  be  concealed  from  you— Has  he, 
or  has  he  not,  any  inheritance  yet  to  come? 

MANLY. 

Pardon  me,  madam— though  not  entrufted  by 
Sir  George,    I  will,  neverthelefs,  keep  his  fc- 

crets. 

LADY   CAROLINE. 

That  is  plainly  telling  me  he  is  worth  nothing. 

MANLY. 

By  no  means— Sir  George,  in  fpire  of  his 
profufion,  muft  ftill  be  rich.  He  has  preferved 
hrs  large  eftate  in  Wales;  and  as  to  money,  I 
do  not  doubt  but  he  has  a  considerable  fum. 

LADY   CAROLINE. 

Not  a  guinea.  I  won  it  all  from  him  lad 
night. 

MANLY. 

You  ?     You,  who  are  to  become  his  wife  ? 

LADY 
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LADY   CAROLINE. 

1  might,  had  I  not  been  thus  fortunate.  But 
why  Ihould  I  marry  him,  when  his  riches  are 
mine,  without  that  ceremony. 

MANLY. 

Inconfiderate  man!— what  will  be  the  end 
of  his  imprudence  !  Yet,  Heaven  be  praifed ! 
Jie  has  ftill  that  fine  eftate,  I  juft  now  mentioned. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

Indeed  he  has  not — that  has  belonged  to  me 
thefe  three  months. 

manly. 
To  you! 

lady  Caroline. 
Yes-'— Bought  for  me  under  another  name  by 
agents ;  and  for  half  its  value. 

MANLY. 

Madman! — Yet  your  ladylhip  muft  excufe 
me.  I  know  your  income  (tinted,  and  till  the 
death  of  the  Earl,  your  father,  where  could  you 
raife  fufficient  to  make  even  half  the  purchase  ? 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

From  Splendorville's  own  prodigality— from 
lavifh  prefents  made  to  me  by  him. 

Enter  Servant, 
servant. 
Sir  George  Splendorville,  fir,  defires  to  fpeak 
with  you---he  is  at  the  door  with  Mr.  Blackman. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

Oh  Heavens  !  do  not  let  him  fee  me  here. 
[She  is  hqftemn?  ts'tbe  room  where  Willford 
and  bis  daugbtet  are. 

MANLY. 
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MANLY. 

I  have  company  there — walk  in  here,  if  you 

pleafe. 

[Shows  her  another  door  andjhe  enters* 

MANLY. 

[To  the  fervant. 
Defire  Sir  George  to  walk  in. 

Enter  Sir  George  and  Rlackman.^ 
manly. 
Sir  George,  do  me  the  favour  to  fit  down. 
{He  looks  coolly  oh  Black  man,  and  pointing  to 
a  chair  fays  Good  morning.     They  jit, 

SIR    GEORGE. 

Mr.  Manly,  my  attorney  will  let  you  know 
the  buiinefs  on  which  I  am  come. 

BLACKMAN. 

Why  yes,  Mr.  Manly,  it  is  extremely  hard 
that  Sir  George  has  for  fo  long  a  time  been  kept 
out  of  a  very  large  part  of  his  fortune ;  particu- 
larly, as  he  has  had  occafion  for  it. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

,  I  have  had  occafion  for  it  I  aflure  you  Mr. 
Manly ;  and  I  have  occafion  for  it  at  this  very 
time. 

MR.    MANLY. 

But  fo  may  the  perfon,  fir,  from  whom  you 
would  rake  it.  In  a  word,  Sir  George,  neither 
your  lawyer  nor  you,  (hall  prevail  on  me  to  give 
up  the  truft  repofed  in  me  by  your  father,  with- 
out certain  evidence,  that  your  filter  will  never 
come  to  make  her  claim. 

BLACKMAN. 
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BLACKMAN. 

You  are  not  afraid  of  ghofts,  are  you  ? 

MANLY. 

No,  nor  of  robbers  either :  ■■■■you  cannot 
frighten  me,  Mr.  Blackjnan. 

BLACKMAN. 

Then  depend  upon  it,  the  fifter  of  Sir  George 
can  never  appear  in  any  other  manner  than  as  a 
fpirit.  For,  here,  fir,  (taking  from .  bis  pocket  a 
parcel  of  papers')  here  are  authentic  letters  to  prove 
her  death.     (Sir  George  looks  confu/ed.) 

MANLY. 

Her  death ! 

BLACKMAN. 

Yes,  her  death.  Here  is  a  certificate  from 
the  curate  of  the  parilh  in  which  flie  was  bu- 
ried. 

MANLY. 

Buried  too  ! 

BLACKMAN., 

Yes,  fir,  buried.  Here  is  alfo  an  affidavit 
from  the  fexton  of  the  faid  village,  figned  by 
the  overfeer  and  churchwardens,  teftifying  the 
fame.— You  fee,  (Jhewim  him  the  paper,  and  read- 
ing at  the  fame  time)  "  Died  Anpo  Domini,  one 
thoufand  feven  hundred  and  eighty  nine,   the 

feventeenth  of  June 

[Mr.  Manly  takes  the  paper,  end  while  be  is 
reading,  Sir  George  fays  apart 

SIR     G  E  O  R  GE. 

How  near  to  the  brink  of  infamy  has  my 
imprudence  led  me  !    And  s'death,  my  con- 

fulion 
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'fufion  takes  from  me  the  power  to  explain,  and 
.  expofe  tht  fcoundrel. 

Mr.  Manly,  I  will  leave  you  for  the  prefent ; 

but  you  mall  hear  from  me  Alertly,— when  this 

matter  (hall  be  accounted  for  clearly— perfectly 

to  your  fatisfattion,  you  may  depend  upon  it.--- 

(Going.) 

MANLY. 

Stay,  Sir  George,  and 

B  L  A  C  K  H  A-  W. 

Aye,  Sir  George,  ftay  and  fee  Mr.  Manly's 
objections  wholly  removed.  He  feems  to  doubt 
the  evidence  of  paper ;  I  muft,  therefore,  beg 
leave  to  produce  a  living  witnefs — the  gentle- 
man whom  I  appointed  to  meet  me  here. 

MANLY. 

And  who  is  he  ? 

B  L  A  C   K  M  A  N. 

The  apothecary,  who  attended.  Sir  George's 
filler  in  her  dying  illnefs.       [Sir  Georgs.  Jiarts. 

MANLY. 

Defire  him  to  walk  in  by  all  means.  What  is 
the  matter,  Sir  George,  you  look  difcompofed  ? 

B  L  A  C  K  M  A  N. 

Sir  George  is  fomething  nervous,  Mr.  Manly; 
and  you  know  the  very  name  of  a  medical  gen- 
tleman, will  affeft  the  nerves  of  fome  people. 
[Blackman  goes  to  the  door,  and  leads  on 
Bluntly,  drejfed  in  mourning. 

8IRGEORGE. 

[Afidt. 
Bluntly  ! — But  I  will  fee  the  end  of  this.  * 

MANLY. 
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MANLY. 

(Bmnng  to  him).  You  are  an  apothecary,  I 
think,  fir  ? 

[Blunty  looks  at  Blackman] 
BLACKMAN. 

Yes,  fir.  ■ 

BLUNTLY. 

{After  femtng  inclined  to  fay ,  No).     Yes,  fir. 
MANLY. 

Pray  fir,  what  diforder  took  the  young  lady, 
on  whofe  account  you  have  been  brought  hither, 
out  of  the  world  ? 

[Bluntly  looks  at  Blackman.] 

BLACKMAN. 

Oh !  the  old  diforder,  I  fuppofe. 

BLUNTLY. 

The  old  diforder. 

MANLY. 

And  pray  what  may  that  be,  fir  ?  (Blackman 
offers  to  reply).  Mr.  Blackman,  pleafe  to  let  this 
gentleman  fpeak  for  himfelf. — What  is  it  you 
mean,  pray  fir,  by  the  old  diforder  ? 

B  L   U  N  T  L  Y. 

I — I—mean — Love,  fir, 

MANLY. 

You  will  not  pretend  to  fay,  that  love,  was  the 
caufe  of  her  death  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

(CoHfufedandbeJttatittg).  That— and  a  few  fits 
of  the  gout. 

MANLY. 
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MANLY. 

I  fear,  fir,  you  are  not  in  perfect  health  your- 
felf— you  tremble  and  look  very  pale. 

BLACKMAN. 

That  is  becaufe  the  fubjeft  affe&s  him. 

MANLY. 

Do  you  then  never  mention  the  young  lady 
without  being  affe&ed  ? 

BLUNTLY. 

Never,  fir — for  had  you  feen  her  as  I  did  — 

um — Had  you  feen  her She  was  in  very 

great  danger  from  the  firft ;  but  after  1  at- 
tended her,  (lie  was  in  greater  danger  ftill.— I 
'  advifed  a  phyfician  to  be  called  in ;  on  which  (he 
grew  worfe.— We  had  next  a  confutation  of 
phyficians  ;  and  then  it  was  all  over  with  her. 

SIRGEOKGE. 

(Rifing  from  his  cbair).  Blackman,  this  is  too 
much— all  my  calamities  are  inferior  to  this — 
Defift,  therefore,  or 

BLACKMAN. 

(To  Bluntly.')  Defift: — He  cannot  bear  to  hear 
the  pathetic  defcription.  Confider  the  lady  was 
his  filler— and  though  he  had  not  the  pleafure  of 
knowing  her— yet,  poor  thing — (affetling  to 
weep) — poor  young  woman  !  he  cannot  help  la- 
menting her  lofs. 

BLUNTLY. 

No  more  can  I — for  though  me  was  not  my 
relation — yet  fhe  was  my  Patient,  (pretending  to 
weep  alfo). 

•  IK 
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SIR     GEORGE. 

1  can  bear  no  more. — Mr.  Manly,  you  are  im- 
pofed  upon.  But  think  not,  However  appear- 
ances may  be  againft  me,  that  I  came  here  as  the 
tool  of  fo  infamous  a  deceit.— Thoughtleffnefs, 
Mr.  Manly,  has  embarraffed  my  circumftances  ; 
and  thoughtleffnefs  alone,  has  made  me  employ  £ 
villain  to  retrieve  them. 


Mighty  fine  ! 

SIS      GEORGE. 

I  have  no  authority,  fir,  to  affirm,  that  my 
filter  is  not  alive;  and  I  am  confident  the  ac- 
count you  have  juft  now  heard,  of  her  death,  is 
but  an  artifice.  My  indifcretions  have  reduced 
me  nearly  to  beggary ;  but  1  will  perifli  in  con- 
finement— cheerfully  perifh— rather  than  owe 
my  affluence  to  one  difhonourable  a&ion. 

BLACKMAN. 

Grief  has  turned  his  brain 


Sir  George,  I  honour  your  feelings ;  and  as  for 
the  feelings  of  thefe  gentlemen,  I  am  extremely 
happy,  that  it  is  in  my  power  to  dry  up  their 
tears,  and  calm  all  their  forrows. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

Sir! 

BLACKMAN. 

How  ?  In  what  way  ? 

MANLY. 

(Going  to  the  door  where  Willford  and  bis 

niece  are.)   Come  forth,  young  lady,  to  the  arms 

F  ef 
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of  a  brother,  and  relieve  the  anguifh  of  thefe 
mourners,  who  are  lamenting  your  deceafe. 
(Eleanor,  and  Willford  enter) — Yes,  Sir 
George,  here  is  that  filler,  whom  thofe  gentle- 
men affure  us,  is  dead ;—  and  this  is  the  brother 
of  your  father.— Thefe  are  proofs,  as  convincing, 
1  hope,  as  any  Mr.  Blackman  can  produce. 

SIR     GEORGE. 

She,  my  filler !  Her  pretended  father  my 
uncle  too  !  (Ajide)  Blackman,  you  would  have 
plunged  me  into  an  anguifh  I  never  knew  before ; 
you  would  have  plunged  me  into  (hame. 

BLUNTLY. 

And  fo  you  have  me. 

BLACKMAN. 

Pfhaw.  —  Mr.  Manly,  notwithflanding  yon 
are  thefe  people's  voucher,  this  appears  but  a 
fcheme. — Thefe  perfons  are  but  adventurers, 
and  may  poffibly  have  about  them  forgeries,  fuch 
as  an  honeft  man,  like  myfelf,  would  fiiudder  at. 

MANLY. 

[Going  to  the  door. 
Who's  there  ?  [Enter  Servatt.J    Shew  that— 
that  Mr.  Elackman,  out  of  my  houfe  inflantly  ; 
and  take  care  you  never  admit  him- again. 

BLACKMAN. 

Sir  George,  will  you  fuffer  this  ? 

SIR       GEORGE. 

Aye,  and  a  great  deal  more. 

BLUNTLY. 

Look'ee  Blackman.  —  If  you  don't  fall 
down  upon  your  knees,  and  beg  my  pardon  at 

the 
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the  ftreet  door,  for  the  trick  you  have  put  upon 
me,  in  alluring  me  my  matter's  filler  was  really 
dead,  and  that  I  could  do  her  no  injury,  by  do- 
ing him  a  fervice — if  you  don't  beg  my  pardon 
for  this,  I'll  give  you  fuch  an  aflault  and  battery 
as  you  never  liad  to  do  with  in  your  life. 

BLACKMAN. 

Beat  me — do,  beat  me — I'll  thank  you  for 
beating  me — I'd  be  beat  every  hour  of  the  day, 
to  recover  damages.  [Exit  with  Bluntly. 

SIR      GEORGE. 

My  fitter — with  the  fincerefl:  joy  I  call  you 
by  that  name — and  while  I  thus  embrace  you, 
offer  you  a  heart,  that  beats  with  all  the  pure 
and  tender  affection,  which  our  kindred  to 
each  other  claims. — In  you  (embracing  bis  uncle) 
I  behold  my  father ;  and  experience  an  awful 
fear,  mingled  with  my  regard. 

WILLFORD. 

Continue  ftill  that  regard,  and  even  that  fear 
— thefe  filial  fentiments  may  prove  important ; 
and  they  lhall  ever  be  repaid  with  my  paternal 
watchings,  friendlhip,  and  love. 

ELEANOR. 

My  brother—^- 

S    I    R       CEORCE. 

I  have  been  unworthy  of  you-—  I  will  be  fo 
no  more,  but  imitate  your  excellence.  Yet, 
when  I  reflect 

F  2  [Lady 
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[Lady  Caroline  comes  foftly  from  the 
inner  apartment,  and  attends  to  the 
difiourfe. 

ELEANOR. 
My  brother,  do  not  imagine— 

SIR  GEORGE. 
Leave  me,  leave  me  to  all  the  agonies  of  my 
mifconduft. — Where  is  my  fortune  ?  Now  all 
irrecoverably  gone — My  laft,  my  only  refource 
is  now  to  be  paid  to  another—  I  have  loft  every 
thing. 

LADY    CAROLINE. 

[Coming  forward. 
No,  Sir  George,  nothing—  -fincc  I  poflefs  all 
that  was  yours. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
How! 

LADY    CAROLINE. 
Behold  a  friend  in  your  neceffities — a  miftrefs 
whom  your  misfortunes  cannot  drive  away — 
but  who,  experiencing  much  of  your  unkindnefs, 
ftill  loves  you ;  and  knowing  your  every  folly, 
will  ftill  fubmit  to  honour,  and  obey  you. 
I  received  your  lavilh  prefents,  but  to  hoard 
■  them  for  you-—made  myfelf  miftrefs  of  your 
fortune,  but  to  return  it  to  you — and  with  it, 
all  my  own. 

SIR    GEORGE. 
Can  this  be  real  ?     Can  I  be  raifed  in  one 
moment,  from  the  depths  of  mifery  to  unbounded 
happinefs  ? 

Enter 
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Enter  Servant. 
SERVANT. 
A  young  man,  who  fays  he  is  Mr.  .Willford's 
ion,  is  called  to  enquire  for  him. 
MANLY. 
Shew  him  in. 

[Sir  George  and  I^adt  Caroline 
retire  to  the  back  part  of  the '  jtage.* 

Enter  Hehry, 

WILLPORD, 
Come,  Henry,  and  take  leave  of  your  fifter 
for  ever. 

HENRY. 
How  fo,  fir? — What  do  you  mean?    Tq  be 
parted  from  her,  would  be  the  utmoft  rigour  of 
fortune. 

MANLY. 
The  affecHon  with  which  you  fpeak,  young 
gentleman,  feems  to  convey  fomething  beyond 
mere  brotherly  love. 

W  I  L  L  F  O  R  D. 

I  fome  years  fince  revealed  to  him  (he  was 
not  his  fifter.  ' 

ELEANOR. 

And  he,  fome  years  fince,  implied  it  to  me. 
Yet,  in  fuch  doubtful  terras,  I  knew  not  which' 
of  us  had  the  forrow  not  to  be  your  child. — 
I  now  find  it  is  myfelf—  and  I  aver  it  to  be  a 
forrow,  for  which,  all.  the  fortune  I  am  going 
to  poiTefs  will  not  repay  me. 
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SIR    GEORGE. 

Then,  my  deareft  fifter,  indulge  the  hope  you 
may  yet  be  his  daughter.  This  young  man's 
merit  deferves  a  reward,  and  in  time  he  may 
learn  to  love  you  by  a  ftill  nearer  tie  than  that, 
you  have  fo  long  known  to  exift  between  you ; 
nay,  even  by  a  nearer  tie  than  that  of  brother. 
HENRY. 

I  am  in  doubt  of  what  I  hear — Eleanor,  fince 
our  fhort  reparation,  there  cannot  furely  have 
been  any  important  difcovery— 
MANLY. 

Be  not  furprifed — great  difcoveries,  which  we 
labour  in  vain  for  years  to  make,  are  frequently 
brought  about  in  one  lucky  moment,  without 
any  labour  at  all. 

SIR    GEORGE. 

True— for  till  this  day  arofe,  I  had  paffed 
every  hour  fince  my  birth,  without  making  one 
difcovery  to  my  advantage — while  this  fttort, 
but  propitious  morning,  has  difcovered  to  me 
all  my  former  folly —  and  difcovered  to  me — 
how  to  be  in  future  happy. 


THE    END. 
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By   T.   VAUGHAN,   Esq, 

SPOKEN    BY    MRS.     KEM.BLE. 

"  Long  before  the  beginning  of  this  Play," 
I  heard  fome  deep  ones  in  the  Green-Room,  fay, 
They  had   their  fears  and  doubts — wh'ilft   fome  did 

quake — 
And  others  winYd  it  bed-time  for  her  falce. 
Do  you,  our  beft  Phyficians,  ever  kind,  -J 

Prescribe  our  true  Cephalic  for  the  Mind,  \ 

Of  thefe  our  Neighbours,  and  kind  Friends — behind,  J 
And  with  it,  give  a  cordial  of  the  be)!, 
To  one,  with  deeper}  Gratitude  impreft. 
For  fome  there  are — I  have  them  in  iny  eye- 
Will  ficken  and  turn  pale  with  jealoufy, 
Whene'er  we  fcribbling  Women  wield  the  Pen, 
Or  dare  invade  the  Rights  of  fcribbling  Men  ; 
And  fir'd  with  zeal,  in  dread  array  appear— 
With  Tenets  from  the  learned  Hemifphere  ; 
Thence  cry  (kind  Sauls)  "  Invention  is  the  only  Art, 
*'  And  mere  Tranflation  but  a  fecond  Part ; 
«(  Belldes — we  Men  of  Tafte — can  ne'er  witnftand 
"  E'en  Nature's  Garrick  thus  at  fecond  Hand  ! 
"  Then  why  do  Comic  Writers  live  on  Theft, 
"  When  fuch  Ragouts  and  Dainties  ftill  are  left  ? 
"  Not  richer  were,  in  Concreve's  days  or  Behv, 
"  For  now,  the  Males  are  Females — Women,  Men— 
"  Nay  fome  fo  manly,  and  fo  orthodox, 
"  Will  drive  you  four  in  Hand — or  hold  the  Box ; 
"  And  if  perchance  the  fatal  Die  is  thrown, 
"  Will  ftorm  and  fwear,  like  any  Lord  in  Town." 

But  might  T  whifper  in  this  Cenfor's  ear, 
I'd  prove  his  obfervations  too  fevere — 
And  urge—"  Tranflation  to  hit  off  with  (kill, 
"  Is  not  the  province  of  each  common  Quill ; 
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"  But  by  improving  what  was  writ  before, 

"  Tho'  Genius  may  be  lefs,  our  Judgment's  more  > 

"  And  whilft  we  paint  with  energy  from  Life, 

"  The  gallant  Hufband,  or  more  gallant  Wife, 

"  With  Tints  from  living  Portraits  from  the  Spot, 

"  It  matters  not  by  whom  related — or  begot; 

**  And  thus,  much  furer  fliall  we  reach  the  Heart, 

"  Than  all  the  lifelefs  pomp  of  boajicd  Art.''  .  » 

As  fuch,  deny  her  not— at  leaft  the  merit 

Of  giving  Gallic  Froth — true  British  Spirit. 

And  as  for  you,  ye  Fair,  how  blooms  the  Cheek, 
Hpw  fweet  the  Temper  which  thofe  eyes  bcfpeak  £ 
No  Midnight  Oil  has  e'er  deftroy'd  a  Grace, 
Or  Gaming's  Horrors  found  with  you  a  place ; 
But  Cupid  lent  you  all  thofe  winning  Arts, 
Which  at  a  glance — can  warm  the  coldeft  Hearts. 

Check  then  with  me  thefe  Cenfors  as  unjuil, 
Who  form  their  judgments — as  they  live-^-on  Truft* 
Nor  ever.<redit  what  they  dare  to  fay, 
Unlefs  with  you  they  join,  and  like  our  Play, 

life  for  a  fignal  then— your  Magic  Fan, 
And  all  the  Houfe  will  follow  to  a  Man;   . 
Or  mould  there  be  a  difaffefted  few— 
A  Counter  Revolution— reits,  with  you* 
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THE    RUSSIAN    SL^VE! 
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ADVERTISEMENT.: 


JTIINTS  have  been  thrown  out,  and  the  idea  in- 
dujtrioufly  circulated,  that  the  following  comedy  is 
tainted  with  politics.  I  proteft  I  know  nothing 
about  politics }— will  Mils  Wolftonccraft  forgive 
me— whole  book  contains  fuch  a  body  of  mind  as  I 
hardly  ever  met  with— if  I  fey  that  politics  are  unfe- 
minim  t  I  never  in  my  life  could  attend  to  their 
difcuffion, 

Tkdi  Comedy  has  always  been  denned  to  be  a 
picture  of  life — a  record  of  paffing  manners — a  mirror 
to  reflect  to  fucceediag  times  the  characters  and  follies 
of  the  prefent.  How  then  could  I,  pretending  to  be 
a  comic  poet,  bring  an  emigrant  Frenchman  before 
th* 
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the  public  at  this  day,  and  not  make  him  hint  at  the 
events  which  had  juft  patted,  or  were  then  paffing  in 
Mis  native  country?  A  character  fo  written  would 
have  been  anomalous — the  critics  ought  to  have  had 
no  mercy  on  me.  It  is  A  la  Greque  who  fpeaks, 
not/;  nor  can  I  be  accountable  for  bit  fentiments. 
Sue h  is '  my  idea  of  tracing  character  ;'  and  were  I 
to  continue  to  write  for  the  ftage,  I  fliould  always 
govern  myfelf  by  it. 

The  illiberal  and  falfe  fuggeflions  concerning  the 
politics  of  the  comedy  I  could  frankly  forgive,  had 
they  not  deprived  it  of  the  honour  of  a  command. 
The  paflages  on  which  thofe  mifrep  refutations  were 
built,  were  on  the  fecond  night  omitted,  but  imme- 
diately afterwards  reftored  ;  and  the  Day  in  Turkey 
leaves  the  prefs  exactly  as  it  has  continued  to 
be  performed  amidft  the  moft  vivid  and  uninter- 
rupted plaudits— or  interrupted  only  by  the  glitter  of 
foft  tears ;  a  fpecies  of  applaufe  not  lefs  flattering  than 
the  fpontaneous  laugh,  or  the  voluntary  colliilon  of 
hands. 

Some 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Some  of  the  performers  in  this  comedy  have  play'd 
fo  tranfcendently  well,  that  their  names  deferre  to  be 
recorded ;  but  to  particulate  any,  when  all  have 
aim'd  at  perfection,  would  be  invidious. 


H.  COWLEY. 


Feb.  17, 
1792. 


^Google 
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PROLOGUE. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  HARLEY. 

IMOT  from- the  prcfent  moment  fpnngs  our  play, 
Th'  events  which  gave  it  birth  are  paft  away — 
Five  glowing  moons  have  chas'd  night's  {hades  from 

earth, 
Since  the  war  fled  which  gave  our  Drama  birth. 
**  Not  fmiling  peace  o'er  Russia's  wide-fpread  land 
u  Wav' 'd  gently  then,  her  fceftre  of  command* 
w  No!  tboufands  rujh'd  at  red  ambition's  cally 
M  With  med'ning  rage  to  triumph — or  to  fall. 
**  'Tivqs.  then  our  female  hard  from  Britain's  Jbort 

**  Wat  led- by  fancy  to  the  djflant  roar" 

'Twas  then  flic  iaw  fweet  virgins  captives  made, 
"Tvras  then  .the  law  the  cheek  of  beauty  fade, 
Whilft  the  proud  foldier  in  ignoble  chains, 
"Was  from  his  country  dragg'd  to  hoftile  plains. 

Thus  was  her  bold  imagination  fired 
When  battle  with  its  horrid  train  retired ; 
Yeti  furc  the  fiory  which  flie  then  combin'd, 
Should  not  to  drear  oblivion  be  refign'd — 
No — let  it  ftill  your  various  paflions  raife, 
And  to  have  touch'd  them,  oft',  has  been  her  praijc ; 
Trailing  to  candour,  flte  Solicits  here, 
Your  fmile  of  pleafure,  or  your  pity's  tear  ; 
For  tho'  the  time  is  paft,  the  feeling  true, 
She  dedicates  to  nature,  and  to  you  1 

Note.*—  Tho  line*  diftinpiiibed  bj  lulict  are  from  the  pen  of 
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IBRAHIM, 

ORLOFF, 

A  LA  GREOJJE, 

MUSTAPHA, 

AZIM, 

SELIM. 

MULEY, 

ISMAEL, 

OLD  MAN, 

SON, 

id  TURK, 

MALE  ( 


Ml.  HOLMAN. 
Mr.  FAR  REN. 
Mr.  FAWCET. 
Mr.  MUNOEN. 
Mr.  CUBIT. 
Mr.  1NCLEDON. 
Mr.  M'C  READY. 
Mr.  FARLEY. 
Mr.  THOMPSON. 
Mr.  CROSS. 
WU..EFJTT. 
LAVES,   &c. 


WOMEN. 


ALEXINA, 
PAULINA, 
LAURETTA, 
FATIMA, 

FEMALE  SLAVES, 


Mrs.  POfE. 

Mrs.  EST  EN. 

Mri.  MATTOCKS. 

Mr>.  MARTYR, 

/Mr..  FAWCET.Mu. 
X     ROCK,  and  other*. 
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A    C    T      I. 

SCENE     L        AForeft. 
In  the  Back  Ground  a  Turkish  Camp. 

Several  Turks,  arefeen  at  a  Diftanee  faffing  and  repaff- 
ing  -with  Haftt ;  fime  of  them  look  out  from  amidft  thr 
Treesy  and  then  retire. 

Enter  Paulina,  precipitately* 
At  the  Bottom 

W  HER  E— O,  where  (ball  we  fly  ?     [Lading 

round  wildly.]  Brother— father—  come !  Weare  driven 
from  our  cottage ;  we  have  no  longer  a  hone— let  us 
run  Tome  where  to  leek  another. 

Enter  Old  Mas  and  Son. 
Son.  Come  lather  lean  on  me,  and  let  us  walk  falter, 
w  we  (ball  be  pick'd  up  by  fome  of  the  turban'd  gentry. 
B  The/ 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


a  A    BAY    IS    T01ICIT,    OR 

They  are  out  a  foraging;  and  they  always  confidtr 

chriftians  as  ufeful  cattle.     Let  us  fly. 

Father.  Fly  !  alas,  with  the  load  of  feventy  years 
upon  my  moulders,  how  hard  a  tafk  !  We  (hall  never 
efcape  them,  child — Thou'lt  fee  thy  father  murdered, 
and  worfe  luck  than  mat  will  be  thy  fate. 

Pau.  Worfe  lock  than  to  be  murdered  !  I  mould 
be  glad  to  fee  the  day — What  worfe  can  happen  ? 

Old  Man.  Thou'lt  be  nude  a  ftave, — Have  to  a 
Turk  [cribs] — I.  ihal]  fee  thee  in  a  vile  Turk's  fe- 
raglio,  no  better,  as  it  Were,  than  the  handmaid  of  a 
Jew. 

Pad.  Well,  I  may  out-live  fuch.  a  misfortune  as 
that ;  but  I  never  heard  of  out-living  a  throat  cut — So, 
dear  father,  cheer  up,  and  let  us  hurry  on  to  the  next 
village.  Peter,  take  care  of  that  bag — for  it  contains 
all  we  have  in  the  world. 

Son.  Aye ;  and  if  it  hadn't  been  for  feme  of  our 
own  foldiers,  I  had  been  a  loft  man— They  were  fo 
kind  as  to  ftrip  our  cottage  yeftcrday,  and  left  us  no 
more  than  I  can  very  citminietttly  move  under/ 

Pau.  Yes;  and  more  than  all  that,  they-  took 
away  my  very  beft  gown,  and  my  new  fur  cap  !  [cry- 
ing] yes ;  and  he  who  took  them  laid  it  was  in  friend- 
fhip,  for  that  e-therwife  my  very  beft  gown  and  cap 
would  certainly  fall  into  the  hands  of  the  enemy. 

Son.  Yes ;  it  Was  truly  a  very  friendly  action,  and 
they  perform'd  it  like  gentlemen— No  words,  but  their 
very  looks  were  oaths,  and  the  black  eyebrows  of  one 
of  them  fpoke  louder  curfes  than  I  ever  heard  betwees 
fifty  Siberian  boar -hunters  \jdajbing  of /words  without.] 
There — there  !  d'ye  hear  ?  Our  friends  axe  coming 
2,  down 
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down  upon  us ;  and  our  enemies  are  at  hand  !  Come, 
let  us  run  [with  a  look  of  terror] — From  friends  an4 
rtiemies,  holy  Michael,  defend  us  !  [Exeunt. 

[Qajhlng  e/Jwords ;  A  la  Greque  enters  running  at 
top,  then  flops,  looks  back  and /peaks.'] 

A  la  Gr.  There  it  goes — There  it  goes  !  Nothing 
can  lave  thee,  my  gallant  mailer — This  comes  of  your 
reconnoitering — Had  you  not  better  a  have  been  in  your 
tent,  quietly  breaking  your  faft,  than  here,  breaking 
the  heads  of  the  Turks — So,  now  he's  di&rm'd— Well, 
nobody  bid  ye — 'tis  all  your  own  fault — Now,  how 
comely  he  looks  with  his  arms  folded,  and  his  fword  in 
the  hands  of  that  beetle-brow'd  Turk!  Pardie!  I  feel 
now  as  great  a  man  as  my  mailer. 

Enter  Orloff,  furrounded  by  Turh. 

Muley.  Courageous  Ruffian,  thou  art  ours  !  CoultJ 
valour  have  faved  thee,  captivity  and  you  had  never  met 
—Your  emprefs,  we  truft,  has  not  many  fuch  foldiers 

in  the  neighbouring  camp. Come,  droop  not,  Sir, 

this  is  the  fortune  of  war. 

Orloff.  Had  I  been  made  your  prifoner,  whilft  on 
3  poft  of  duty,  I  could  have  borne  my  lot— A  foldier 
can  fupport  not  only  death,  but  even  flavery,  when  a 
fenfe  of  duty  gives  dignity  to  his  chains ;  but  my  chains 
are  bafe  ones,  for  I  reconnoiter'd  without  command, 
and  have  loft  my  liberty  without  glory. 

A  La  Gr.  Then  /  have  loft  my  liberty  too  without 
glory,  for  I  attended  you  without  command,  and  now— 
Oh,  It  Sable!  I  am  valet  de  chambre  to  a  Have  ! 

Turk.     Let  not  that  affect,  thee  1     The  fortune  of 

war,  which  has  wounded  your  mailer's  pride,  ought  ta 

B  2  elate 
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elate  yours,   for  you  are  now  his  equal— both  flavee 
tlike. 

A  la  Gr.  [EagirlyJ]  Are  we  fo  I  And  has  he 
no  farther  right  to  command  me,  nor  threaten  me.' 
Kind  Sir,  teU  me  but  that— tell  me  but  that  —  ! 

Turk.     None,  none. 

A  LA  Gr.  Hum!  [Puis  bis  hat  on,  takes  out  his 
fnutf-bext  takes  fnuff,  then  goes  to  bis  mefter,  and  offtrs 
bis  box.}    Take  a  pinch,  don't  be  fhy. 

Orloff.  Scoundrel !  [Throws  up  the  box  with 
bis  arm.-] 

A  la  Gr.  Nay,  no  hard  names— let  us  be  civil  to 
each  other,  as  brother  Haves  ought  to  be — And  now  I 
think  of  it — Hark  ye !  I  fuppofe  your  Haves  take  rank 
according  to  their  ufe/ulnefs. 

Turk.     Certainly. 
'     A  la  Gr.     Well  then,  my  mailer— I  mean  that 
man  there,  who  was  my  matter,   can  do  no  earthly 
thing  but  light,  whtlft  I,  on  the  contrary,  am  expert  at 
JeveraL 

Muley.     Your  qualifications  ? 

A  la  Gr.  They  are  innumerable — I  can  fing  you 
pretty  little  French  airs,  and  Italian  canzonettas — No 
man  in  Paris,  Sir — for  1  have  the  honor  to  be  a  French- 
man— No  man  in  Paris  untl  it  (lands  the  fcjencc  of  th* 
powder-puff  better  than  myfclf — I  can  frize  you  in  a 
tafte  beyond — Oh,  what  you  are  all  Crops,  I  fee — fore 
fronts,  and  back  fronts — Oh,  thofe  vile  turbans,  my 
genius  will  be  loft  amongft  you,  and  a  frizeur  will 
be  of  no  more  ufe  than  an  oyfter-woman. — Why,  you 
look  as  though  you  had  all  been  fcalp'd,  and  cover'd 
your  crowns  with  your  pillows. 

•Tuxk. 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


THE     RUSSIAN     SLAVES.  5 

Turk.  Chriftian,  our  turbans  are  too  elevated  a 
fubje£t  for  your  fport. 

A  la  Gr.  Dear  Sir,  [pointing  to  his  turban,  and 
then  to  the  ground']  drop  the  fubjec"t,  it  will  be  a  proof 
of  national  tafte. 

Muley.  Thy  fpeech  is  licentious  and  empty;  but 
in  a  Frenchman  we  can  pardon  it— 'tis  national  Tafte — 
However,  if  your  boafted  qualifications  end  here,  it  is 
probable,  you  will  be  a  Have  as  little  diftinguifli'd  as 
your  mafter. 

A  la  Gr.  Pardonnez  moi !  I  can  do  things  he 
never  thought  of — You  have  heard  the  ftory  of  the 
bafket-maker  am«ngft  lavages  ?  I  do  not  defpair  of  _ 
feeing  my  mafter  my  fervant  yet — Courage,  Monfieur 
le  Compte  !  I'll  treat  you  with  great  condefcenfion,  de- 
pend on't,  and  endeavour  to  make  you  forget  in  all 
things  the  diftance  between  us. 

Muley.  He  feems  too  deeply  abforb'd  in  melan- 
choly, to  be  roufed  by  thy  impertinence  ! 

A  la  Gr,  Poor  young  man  !  Times  are  alter'd,  to 
be  furej  and  at  prefent  he's  a  little  down  in  the  mouth; 
but  he's  fond  of  tnufic,  cheer  him  with  a  Turkjfii  air — 
Helas !  all- the  air  we  have  will  be  Turktfli  now. 

Orloff.  Ah  no!  forbear  your  muiic,  and  bring 
me  your  chains !  Drag  me  to  your  dungeons !  The  in- 
tellectual bitternefs  of  this  moment  cannot  be  increafed 
by  outward  circumilaiice. 

A  la  Gr.     Chains  and  dungeons !   Why  lure  the 
ghoft  of  our  dead  baftille  has  not  found  its  way  hither — 
Hey,   MefEeurs !    Have   you  lantern  polls  too,  and 
hanging  MarquifTes  in  this  country  ? 
OfUOFF.    [angrily.]     Peace ! 

B  3  A  la 
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A  la  Gr.  Peace !  That's  a  bold  demand.— Your 
Emprefs  can't  find  it  at  the  head  of  a  hundred  thoufand 
men,  and  the  moil  fublime  Grand  Signior  is  obliged  to 
put  on  his  night-cap  withsut  it,  though  he  has  a  million 
of  thefe  pretty  Gentlemen  to  affift  him— Befides,  Eng- 
land has  engrofs'd  the  commodity. 

Orloff,  Come,  Sir,  let  us  not  loiter  here — I  would 
have  my  fate  determined,  and  my  mifery  compleat. 
Alas!  is  it  not  already  lb?  Yes,  my  heart  has  been 
long  the  property  of  forrow,  and  it  will  never  reluiquifh. 
its  claims. 

Mr.' ley.  I  fhall  lead  you  to  the  palace  of  the  Bafla, 
Ibrahim— it  is  in  the  neighbourhood  of  yonder  camp 
which  he  commands,  what  your  fate  may  then  be,  his 
humour  determines. 

A  la  Gr.  Then  I  hope  we  fhall  catch  him  in  a 
good  humour,  and  what  care  I  whether  a  Turk  or  a 
Ruffian  has  the  honor  to  be  my  mailer  i  Now  you  fee 
the  misfortune  of  being  born  a  Count !  Had  he  loft 
no  more  than  I  h.ive,  he'd  be  as  carelefs  as  I  am— Come, 
brother  Have — no  ceremony,  no  ceremony,  I  beg. 

^Exeunt—A    la  Greque  pulls   back  his, 
,  jBafter^  and  walks  tut  before  him. 

SCENE     H.       Bocss. 

iMnttr  Peter — runs  acrtft  tht  Stag*,  it  fillmv'd  hy 
Paulina  fimtking — tbty  gs  tff—Twt  Turks  furfu* 
them,  and  bring  than  back.] 

TuRit.  Stay,  ftay,  young  ones  I  it  is  but  manners 
to  wait  for  your  father —  You  fee  he  is  hobbling  up  as 
faft  as  ho  can. 

Tad-, 
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Pau.  Aye,  very  true — Oh,  Peter,  how  could  we 
run  away,  and  leave  our  rather  r 

Peter.  Why,  we  only  took  care  of  number  one, 
and  we  have  a  right  to  do  that  all  the  world  over.  So 
we  are  captives  now  then,  and  flaves  in  downright 
arneft? 

Turk.     Aye. 

Pau.  Look  at  my  poor  rather !  If  your  hearts  were 
not  harder  than  thofe  very  rocks,  you  could  never  make 
a  (lave  of  bim, 

Enttr  the  Father,  guardtd  by  two  Turks. 
Father,     O  my  dear  children !  Thofe  flints  which 
wound  my  feet  are  not  To  {harp  as  the  wounds  which 
gafli  my  heart  for  you. 

Pau.  There ! — Do  ye  hear  ?  Q  the  miferies  of 
war !  I  wonder  war  is  ever  the  fafhion— Pray,  Sir,  what 
made  the  King  of  the  Turks  and  our  old  Emprefs  agree 
to  go  to  war  together? 

Turk.  To  give  brave  foldiers  an  opportunity  of 
running  away  with  fuch  pretty  girls  as  you. 

Pau.  O  fye  on  them !  I  think  jf  they  were  now  to 
fee  my  father  and  brother  Peter,  and  I  in  this  condition, 
they'd  be  both  afhain'd  of  themfelves. 

Peter.  Aflwm'd  of  themfelves !  pon't  talk  fo 
ign'r'ntly.-*-Excufe  her,  gentlemen,  flie  knows  nothing 
of  the  world.  She  thinks  Kings  and  Empreffes  are 
made  of  the  feme  fluff  as  other  mortals. 

Turk,    [ft  (he  Father.'}    Come,  Honefty,  cheer 
Up !  at  the  next  village  there  is  a  waggon,  into  which 
you  and  your  family  fliall  be  put,  and  carried  to  the  end 
sf  your  fliort  journey. 
Pau,    Laws !  A  waggon — whole  is  it? 

B  4  Turk. 
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Turk.    It  (hall  be  your  own  for  the  prefent. 
Pau.     Our  own !    that's  droll  enough  j   fo  we  are 
.  made  Haves  in  order  to  ride  in  our  own  carriage. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE.     The  Gardens  of  the  Bajfa,  decorated 
with  Palms,  Fountains,  &ff.  in  the  Eaftern  Jlyle. 

Enter  MusTAPHA. 

Mus.    Where  is  (he?  Where  is  flie?  I  don't  fee  her 

here — She's  generally  leaning  on  that  fountain,  looking 

like  the  nymph  of  the  ftream,  fwelh'ng  it  with  her  tears. 

Azim.  [without.]     But  I  fey  no — do  you  mark  me, 

Hay  no— 

Entering  with  two  Slates. 
Mus.     Then  I  fay  yes,  do  ye  mark  me  f  What  x 
bawling  you  make — What  are  you  coming  here  for, 
hey? 

Azim.  To  look  for  that  infolent  female  Have,  that 
Rufliaa,  that  I  may  manage  her  a  little. 

Mus.  You  manage  her !  Your  ill  humour  towards 
her  is  never  to  be  fatisfied— You  are  as  malicious  as  you 
are  high— Don't  I  know  how  to  manage  an  obitinate 
female  as  well  as  you  ? 

Azim.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  All  the  knowledge  that  nature 
cou'd  contrive  to  pack  into  that  little  carcafe  of  thine 
wou'd  be  inefficient  for  fuch  a  purpofe — Manage  an 
obflinate  female !  The  greateft  generals  in  the  world, 
and  the  greateft  tyrants  have  been  foil'd  at  it — Leave 
her  to  me — I  have  difcretion — flie  (hall  be  kept  on 
bread  and  water. 

Mus.  Mark  his  difcretion  \  Keep  a  pretty  woman 
•n  bread  and  water  to  make  her  contented  and  kind. 

Azim, 
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Azim.  'Tis  right,  1*1!  maintain  it  to  her  teeth—for, 
firft,  fhe  is  a  Ruffian  and  a  bear — 

Mus.  The  beautiful  Alexina  a  Ruffian  bear!  Wei!, 
fecondly  ? 

Azim.  She  is  a  chriflian,  and  thofe  cbriftians  are 
the  moll  unnaturalift  creatures  in  the  world — Why,  man, 
they  betray  their  friends,  and  love  their  enemies,  ha,  ha ! 

Mus.  Do  they  fo  ?  Then  (he's  no  chriflian — for  as 
to  loving  her  enemies,  I  have  heard  her  fay  to  thy  face, 
that  fhe  hates  thee — So,  let  her  be  treated  like  an  honeft 
Turk. 

Azim.  So  flie  fhall — an  honeft  Turk  returns  hate 
for  hate,  and  fo^  d'ye  fee,  her  feaft  fhall  be  a  faf t. 

[Gees  off  at  the  tap. 

Mus,  Take  care  of  the  orders  I  gave  yc — When  our 
mallei-  arrives,  let  no  one  be  over  bufy  to  fpeak  of  this 
Ruffian  flave — if  poffible,  I  would  have  him  forget  that 
fhe  is  in  the  Haram. 

Slaves.    We  fhall  be  careful.        [Exeunt  Slaves. 

Enter  Alexina  from  the  tep^feUow'd  by  Azim. 

Alex.  Purfue  me  not,  thou  inexorable  flave !  You 
invade  my  retirement,  you  drive  me  from  folitude,  though 
folitude  alone  can  mitigate  my  forrows. 

Azim.  Nonfenfe — -Solitude  and  retirement!  they 
were  made  for  birds  of  night ;  owls  may  rejoice  in  them, 
but  women  fhould  feek  day-light. 

Alex.  Day-light  gives  me  no  joy.  Through  eleven 
weeks  have  I  dragg'd  on  a  torpid  exiftence— See !  {going 
to  a  tree)  here  is  the  fad  regifter  of  my  days  of  infelicity. 
My  bodkin  on  its  tender  rind  hath  mark'd  the' return  of 
tach  unhallovfd  Sabbath ;— the  wounds  now  but  juft 
4-  difcernible 
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difcemible  will  deepen  as  the  tiee  advances  to  maturity, 

and  fpeak  in  another  age,  the  miferies  of  Alexins. 
[Taiti  up  a  /tided  paper  from  amengfi  the  Jbrubs.] 
A  paper ! — poetry !  ah,  how  defcriptive  of  my  own 

foliations — which  of  my  companions  hath  thus  melo- 

dioufly  fang  her  forrows  i  [reads'] 

I  a  poor  captive  feel  each  day 

That  flowly  creeps  wkh  leaden  pace, 

Blcft  freedom  here  ne'er  lends  her  ray— 
Her  bright  fteps  here,  we  never  trace. 

Oh  that  wild  on  fome  high  mountain 
I  could  catch  the  wand'ring  winds, 

Or  darting  from  fome  defart  fountain, 
Emulate  the  bounding  hinds  J 

The  clouds  (hat  fwim  in  air's  foft  ocean, 

Seem  to  fcorn  my  prifon  towers, 
Zephyr's  light  unfetter'd  motion, 

Deeper,  heavier,  makes  my  hours. 

AziM.  [/notching  the  paper  from  her  hand.]  Such 
a  wailing  about  freedom  and  liberty !  why  (he  enriftians 
in  one  of  the  northern  iflands  have  eftabliftied  a  Have- 
trade,  and  proved  by  act  of  parliament  that  freedom  is 
rt*  blefiing  at  all. 

Mus-  No,  no,  they  have  only  proved  that  it  does  not 
ftiit  dark  complexions.  To  fitch  a  pretty  creature  as 
this,  they'd  think  it  a  blefiing  to  give  every  freedom— 
and  take  every  freedom. 

Azim.    Come,  come,  be  gay  and  happy,  like  the  reft 

•f  the  flaves.     How  Sands  your  mind  to-day  towards  a 

handfome. 
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handsome  Bafla  f  Our  mafter  is  returning  from  the 
camp— The  reflation  of  hoftilities  will  give  him  a  (host 
leifure,  which  be  will  certainly  devote  to  pleafure  and 
bis  haram. 

Alex.  Muflapha,  d«  not  let  that  unfeeling  flav* 
talk  tome— thou  hall  humanity. 

Mus.  Would  I  could  adminifter  to  his  difeasc,  it  is 
a  terrible  one  I  the  love  of  talking  is  in  him  an  abtplute 
frenzy!  To  filence  him  is  impoflible— - but  as  I  have 
power  over  him,  I  can  oblige  him  to  retire — Go ! 

Azim.    Go  I  What,  (hall  an  insolent  chriftian? — 

Mus.     Go,  go  I 

Azim.     She  (hall  repent.  [Exit. 

Alex.    Doth  your  mailer  indeed  return  to-day? 

Mus,  Yes ;  and  all  the  women  of  his  haram  are 
preparing  for  his  reception — they,  half  frantic  with  joy, 
wonder  to  behold  your  tears. 

Alex.     /  am  not  a  woman  of  his  haram  [with  dif- 

Mus.  But,  charming  Alexins,  can  you  hope  longer 
to  escape  ?     To-day  he  will  fee  you. 

[ALEXINA  fiends  a  moment  as  the*  firuck  ;  then  cluftt 
her  hands  with  an  allien  of dejpair;  then  turns.] 
Alex.     Oh  Muflapha!   behold  a  lowly  suppliant. 

[Kneels}     She  is  of  no  vulgar  rank  who  thus  kneels  to 

you  for  protection. 

Mus.     For  protection  I     I  am  myfelf  a  flave — Rife, 

dear  lady. 

Alex.    {Rifing]     But  thou  haft   power  with  thy 

matter.     Oh !  invent  fome  excufe— say  femething  to 

lave  me  from  the  interview, 

Mus. 
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Mus.  I  will  confider — I — [mtijic  at  a  Alftance]  Nay, 
if  it  muft  be  fo,  conceal  yourfelf  at  once,  for  I  hear  the 
mufic  which  announces  his  approach ;  and  he  will  pro- 
bably haflen  hither. 

Alex.  O  miferable  fpeed  \  I  go — Muftapha,  on 
thy  doqiicn.ee  depends  my  breath — The  moments  of 
my  life  are  number'd  by  thy  fuccefs — Prefs  fearlefsly  the 
'caufe  of  virtue,  and  glow  with  the  fainted  fubjecr. 

Thus,  tho'  a  /lave,  thy  foul's  high  ftate 

Shall  prove  its  origin  divine, 
Soar  far  above  thy  wretched  fate, 

And  o'er  thy  chains  fublimely  fhine.      [Exit. 

Mus.  Why,  as  to  chaftity,  and  all  that,  which  you 
make  an  orthodox  article  of,  fweet  one !  we  Turks 
are  a  fort  of  diflenters — a  woman's  virtue  with  us,  is  to 
charm,  and  her  religion  fhould  he  love.— Ah,  ah! 

here   comes   Ibrahim,  and  his    whole  haram His 

creed  is  love,  and  there  is  not  a  more  orthodox  man  la 
the  country. 

Enter  Lauretta  and  Fatima  [baflilyj] 
Laur.     Ah !  Muftapha,  the  Bafla  is  arrived  fuli  of 
triumph,  full  of  wifhes,  panting  to  behold  Alexin*— 
What  will  become  of  her  ?     Where  is  fhe  ? 

Mus.  She  juft  now  run  off  on  that  fide,  and  I  fhaH 
run  off  on  this — for  I  have  not  fettled  what  to  fay  about 
her,  and  Bassas  and  tvgers  are  animals  not  made  to 
be  trifled  with.  [Exit. 

Fat.     Well,  let  that  pretty  melancholy  flaye  feel  as 
fhe  pleafes — I,  for  my  part,  am  half  out  of  my  wits,  to 
think  how  happy  we  fhall  be  now  the  Bafla  is  come 
back — we  fhall  have  nothing  but  whim  and  entertain- 
ment. 
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merit. — Hare  you  been  looking  at  the  new  pavilion  to- 
day? 

Laur.     No. 

Fat.     O  dear !  it  is  almoft  finifhcd. — The  hang- 
ings  are    gold  tiflue,    and  when   our   beautiful  fofa, 
which  we  have  been  making  for  him  is  fet  up,  and  the 
Bafla  fees  it  all  together,  he  will  be  tranfported. — Do 
you  not  think  fo  ?     Hark  !  here  he  comes  with  all  the 
enfigns  of  war  at  his  heels. — O  no — they  come  firft 
I  proteft — I'll  Hand  here,  and  take  a  view  of  the  whole. 
[A  march  is  play'd.     Standard  bearers  advance  firjl ; 
they  are  followed  by  female  JIaves,  who  dance  down 
the  ftage  to  light  mujlct  and  exit.    The  chorus  jiggers 
follow  }  female  flaves  flrewing  flowers  frem  little  baf- 
kets  fucceed;  the  Bajfa  then  appears  at  the  top  with 
bis  principal  officers.] 

Chorus,    Selim,  Laur.  Fat.  &r.' 
Hark  !  found  the  trumpet,  breathe  the  flute, 
And  touch  the  foft  melodious  lute: 
To  heav'n  let  ev'ry  grateful  found  afcend, 
Thanks  for  our  prince  reftor'd, 
Our  lover,  and  our  friend. 
Victorious  hero !  blooming  (age  ! 
The  fcourge  and  glory  of  our  age  I 
Let  rofeate  pleasures  round  thy  footfteps  twine, 
And  lead  thee  on  to  joy, 
And  blefs  thy  valiant  line ! 
Vain  breathes  the  trumpet,  and  the  flute, 
And  loft  the  foft  melodious  lute, 
^Yhen,  Ibrahim !  thy  praife  they  wou'd  difplay. 
Sunk  in  the  lofty  theme, 
As  twilight  yields  to  day ! 

Ibra' 
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Ibra.  Enough  of  praife,  and  of  triumph  !  A  fweeter 
triumph  than  your  fongs  can  beftow,  awaits  me — Where 
is  the  lovely  Ruffian,  who,  tho'  my  captive  more  than 
two  moons,  I  have  not  yet  beheld  r 

Azim.  We  rejoice  in  our  lord's  return,  that  her 
pride  may  be  humbled. — The  imolence  of  her  carriage, 
and  the  perverfenefs  of  her  temper,  are  intolerable. 

Ibra.  Thou  haft  fcen  her,  Muley,  does  flic  juftiry 
Azim's  description  ? 

Muley.  She  is  referred,  my  lord,  referred  and 
melancholy — but  flie  is  too  gentle  to  be  infoient. 

Azim.  Muley  knows  her  not— Canft  thou  believe 
it,  mighty  Bafla,  the  idea  of  furrend'ring  her  charms  to 
thee,  and  of  being  raifed  to  the  honour  of  thy  notice, 
has  nevet  once  foften'd  her  ill  humour,  nor  abated  her 
melancholy. 

Ibra.  Indeed !  [Angrily]  Bring  her  to  me  in- 
ftantly — yes,  inftantly  bid  her  come  to  my  pretence, 
and  tell  her — No— hold— I  will  receive  her  in  my  hall 
of  audience,  dazzle  her  with  my  greatnefs,  and  aftonith 
her  into  love. 

Laur.     Ha,  ha,  ha !     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Ibra.    Why  that  laugh,  Lauretta  ? 

Laur.  Ha,  ha,  ha  !  at  your  new  invention  of  afto- 
mfhing  people  into  love.— If  you  can  contrive  to  do  that, 
you  will  be  the  moft  aftoniihing  Bajbaw  in  all  Turkey. 

Ibra.     How  then  ? 

Laur.  Grandeur  and  dignity  to  infpire  love !  Ha, 
ha,  ha !  they  may  infpire  your  pretty  captive  with  vene- 
ration and  refpeel— but  veneration  and  refpeft  is  an  at- 
mofphere  fo  cold,  that  love  ftarves  in  it. 

Ibra.  What  then  muftldo  to  touch  her  heart  with  love? 
Laur. 
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Lauk.  AiFefl  humility,  not  greatnefs.  You  mull 
become  a  fuppliant,  before  you  can  hope  to  be  a  victor. 

Isra.  Doft  thou  fpeak  truth,  my  pretty  Italian?— 
Thy  country  is  the  country  of  love,  and  thou  fllotild'fc 
fce  an  adept  in  the  fcience. 

Lauk.  Yes  ;  I  know  the  hiftory  of  the  hearty  and 
do  aflure  you,  that  you  muft  become  the  flave  of  your 
captive,  if  you  ever  mean  to  tafte  the  fublime  exceffes 
of  a  mutual  paflion. 

Azim.  [cmemptuaujlj]  Mutual  paflion  ]  Sir,  (he  is 
your  Have,  command  her !  Such  bafenefs  may  befit  an 
Italian,  but  a  muffulman  is  more  fenfible  to  his  dignity. 

Ibra.  I  will  hear  you  both  further  on  the  fubject— 
The  iron  labour  of  the  war  is  for  a  few  weeks  fufpended 
—and  during  that  ceflation,  Pleafure  \  I  am  thine.  Pre- 
pare your  banquets,  compofe  new  delights,  let  every 
hour  teem  with  frefli  invented  joys,  till  I  forget  the  toils 
of  the  fanguinary  field,  and  bathe  my  wounds  with  rofy- 
iinger'd  love.  [Exit  tuitb  part  of  bis  train. 

Fat.  Well,  he's  in  deb'ghtful  fpirits— But  how 
ftrange  it  is  that  the  Ruffian  flave  fiWd  not  have  pre- 
fented  herfelf  to  welcome  her  matter,  and  to  give  hhn 
an  tmpreffion  of  her  charms. 

Lauk.  Stranger  if  {he  had,  when  nothing  frightens 
her  fo  much  as  the  idea  of  inlpiring  him  with  a  paflion 
— I  am  interefted  for  her,  and  it  is  for  this  realbn  I  fliall 
endeavour  to  make  Ibrahim  purfue  a  conduit  not  ufual 
from  a  mighty  muffulman  to  his  flave.  [Exit. 

Fat.     Hark  ye,  Azim  I  What  makes  your  lovely 

countenance  look  fo  grim,  when  we  are  all  fo  gay  ?  I 

Heclare  your  glum  face  fuits  the  day  as  little  as  a  black 

patch  upon  a  gold  robe— Change  it,  man,  change  it ! 

and 
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and  don't  be  afraid  of  lofing  any  thing  by  it,  for  you 
muff  look  carefully  to  pick  up  a  worfe.  [Exit, 

Muley.  Azim,  fincc  I  faw  thee  laft,  I  have  trod 
the  paths  of  glory — I  have  Cumbered  amidft  the  frofts 
of  the  night,  I  have  toiPd  amidft  the  ftreams  of  burn- 
ing day;  but  I  return  and  find  thee  the  fame. — With 
me  all  things  have  chang'd,  but  thou  art  unalter'd.— 
Thy  temper,  like  the  deep  fliadow  of  the  foreft,  is  fome- 
times  chequer'd  by  the  dart  of  the  angry  lightning,  but 
th  e  ferene  cheerfulnefs  of  the  morning  dwells  not  with  thee. 

Azim.  Well,  and  what  then  ?  If  you  like  me  not, 
thwart  me  not.  There's  room  enough  in  Turkey  for 
thee  and  for  me.— Let  the  crow  and  the  vulture  reft  on 
the  fame  tree ;  but  may  thou  and  I  live  as  far  apart  as 
the  ftreams  of  IlyfTus,  and  the  waters  of  the  Bofphorus. 

Selim.  Surely  thy  evil  difpofition  miift  be  a  /courge 
to  thy  foul — it  muft  be  affli&ion  to  thee. 

SONG,    Selim. 
Ah  !  teach  thy  breaft  foft  pity's  throb, 

And  harmonize  thy  rugged  mind, 
Ah !  teach  thy  lid  foft  pity's  tear, 

That  gem  of  fentiment  refined. 
Could'ft  thou  once  know  the  tender  blift 

The  fympathizing  bofom  knows, 
When  at  meek  forrow's  facred  touch, 

Refponfive  fadnets  round  it  flows — 
No  more  thy  brow  wou'd  wear  that  frown, 
'  Thy  glance  no  more  fo  flernly  dart, 

But  joys  would  glitter  in  thy  eye, 

And  peace  cling  gladly  to  thy  heart.  [Exeunt, 

END    OF    THE    FIRST     ACT. 
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ACT     it 

6  C  E  N  E    An  Apartment  in  the  Bassa**  Palate* 

Ibrahim  difcoverea\feated  under  a  Canopy  Ojjktrs  and 
Slaves  attending* 

Enter  Muley. 
Ibra.   OAY,  valiant  Muley,  where  are  your  pri- 
soners ? 
Muley.    Waiting  at  your  threfhold  for  admittance* 
Ibra.     Are  they  of  rank  f 

Muley.  I  fufpefl  one  of  them  conceals  his  rank 
with  the  hopes  of  lowering  his  ranfom — the  other  is  hit 
fervant. 

Ibra.     Bring  them  before  me.  [Exit  Muley* 

Re-enter  Muley  with  Orlokf  and  A  LA  G&ECjue* 

Ibra.    Who  are  you  ? 

Orloff.     A  foldier. 

Ibra.     The  enemy  of  our  faith. 

Oh  [.off.  The  enemy  of  thole  only  who  oppofe  the 
jnterefts  of  my  fovereign — To.  chaftize  mem  I  this 
morning  bore  a  fword  which  your  flaves  won  from  me, 
hardly  I  Let  them  confider  it  as  the  nobleft  acquifitioo 
of  the  day. 

Ibra.    Christian,  this  air  of  intrepidity,  when  amidft 

the  Jbidiers  of  the  Ruffian  camp,  might  have  fuited  thy 

C  con- 
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condition ;  thou  art  now  a  flave  thyfelf,  acquire  then 

that  humility  which  becomes  thy  ftate. 

Orloff.  Diflionourable !  I  demand  my  liberty.— 
A  truce  has  been  proclaim/id,  and— 

Ibra.  Not  till  after  thou  wert  captured;  thou  art, 
therefore,  by  the  laws  of  aims,  fairly  our  prUbner. — 
Give  him  the  Aave's  habit,  and  fet  him  to  labour.  Who 
art  thou  ? 

A  la  Gr.  Not  a  Ruffian,  dear  Sir,  'pon  my  ho- 
nour, nor  the  enemy  of  your  faith ;  I  believe  it's  a 
very  genteel  faith,  and  I  have  all  the  refpe£t  in  the 
world  for  Turkifh  gentlemeri. — I  never  law  prettier  be- 
hav'd,  prettier  drefs'd  people  in  my  life— they  have  as 
much  politenefs  and  good  breeding  as  tho'  they  were 
my  own  countrymen* 

Ibra.     Of  what  country  are  thou  ? 

A  la  Gr.  Oh,  Paris,  Sir,  Paris.  I  fravell'd  into 
Ruffia  to  polifti  the  brutes  a  little,  and  to  give  them 
fome  ideas  of  the  general  equality  of  man  ;  but  my 
generofity  has  been  loft  ; — they  ftill  continue  to  believe 
that  a  prince  is  more  than  a  porter,  and  that  a  lord  is  a 
better  gentleman  than  his  flave.  O,  had  they  but  been 
with  me  at  Verfailles,  when  I  help'd  to  turn  thofe  things 
topfey  turvey  there ! 

Ibra.  Did  you  find  them  equally  dull  in  other 
refpofls  ? 

A  la  Gr.  Yes.  Finding  they  would  not  learn 
liberty,  1  would  have  taught  them  dancing,  but  they 
feem'd  as  incapable  of  one  bleffing  as  the  other  j  fo, 
now  /  am  led  a  dance  by  this  gentleman  [turning  to  bit 
mafttr\  into  your  chains,  in  which,  if  I  can  but  dance 
myfclf 
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myfelf  into  your  favour,  I  (hall  think  it  the  beft  jiep  I 
ever  took. 

Ibra.  The  freedom  of  thy  fpeech  does  not  difpleafe 
me. 

A  la  Gr.  Dear  Sir,  I  am  your  tnoft  obedient 
humble  Have,  ready  to  bnw  my  head  to  your  fandals, 
and  to  lick  the  dull  from  your  beautiful  feet. 

Ibra.     Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

A  la  Gr.  Ah,  ah  \—fa  ira  t — fa  ira  f  [fprtngingl, 

Ibra.  Go,  take  thy  late  matter  into  thy  protection, 
and  fee  if  thou  canft  infpire  him  with  thy  own  good 
humour ;  his  chains  will  be  the  lighter. 

A  la  Gr.  Oh  Sir,  as  to  chains,  I  value  them  not 
a  rufh  j  if  it  is  your  highnefs's  fweet  pleafure  to  load 
me  with  them,  I  fhall  be  thankful  for  the  honour,  and 
dance  to  their  clink — Blefs  ye,  Sir,  chains  were  as  na- 
tural t'other  day  to  Frenchmen  as  mother's  milk. 

Ibra.    Take  them  away. 

[Exit  Orloff,  A  la  Greque,  &c, 

Ibra.     Well,  Azim,  where  is  this  lovely  Rufitan  i 

Enter  Azim. 

Azim.  Mighty  lord,  thy  fervant  dares  fcarce  pro-* 
nounce  his  errand. — She  refufes  to  come. 

Ibra.     How  ! 

Azim.  I  delivered  your  commands,  I  ordered  her 
on  pain  of  death  to  appear  inftantly  before  you,  yet 
far.  ftill  refufes.  She  talks  of  her  (acred  honour,  and  I 
know  not  what. 

Ibra.  [Paujtng]  Cold,— unimpaffion'd, — not  to  be 
*wed, — and  *  facred  regard  for  her  honour— Then,  at 

,  C  2  length, 
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length,  I   lhall  taftc  the  joy  of  overcoming  resist- 
ance, [with  an  aftion  efpleafure] 

AziH.     What  means  my  lord  ? 

Ibra.  I  am  fatiated,  I  am  tired  with  the  dull  ac« 
quiefcence  of  our  eaftern  ilaves,  and  rejoice  that  I  have 
at  length  found  one,  who  will  teach  me  to  hope  and  t» 
defpair. 

Azim.  Mighty  Bafla,  fhe  will  have  the  infolence  to 
ddpilc  equally  your  threats  and  your  love — PunUhjnent 
Ought  to  be  inflicted, 

Ibra.  Beware  how  thou  endeavoured  to  weaken 
her  hauteur  !  I  will  abate  nothing  of  her  inflexibility, 
1  will  be  enamour'd  of  fcorn,  her  cruelty  flull  be  my 
triumph. 

Enter  Lauretta, 

Azim.     I  fay  then,  my  Lord. 

Ibra.     What !  am  I  to  be  oppofed — retire,  Have  1 

Laur,  Why  do  you  not  go  ?  have  you  not  leave  ta 
depart  f  Come,  try  the  frdh  air,  Goodman  Whi  lien. 
(pulling  bimout  by  the  jleeve)  I  declare,  my  Lord,  mat 
bufy  medling  Have  is  not  able  to  conduit  an  affair  of 
this  fort — but,  Sir,  if  you  will  follow  my  advice,  III 
Mgage— 

Ibra.  I'll  follow  no  advice — My  heart  fpurns  at 
injirufthns,  and  equally  contemns  both  your  leflons  and 

Lauk.  Upon  my  word,  he's  advane'd  a  great  way 
in  a  Ihort  time — follow  no  advice !  [afrit] 

Ibra.  There  is  a  tranfport  which  I  have  never  yet 
experiene'd,  but  which  my  foul  longs  to  poflefs — Yes, 
my  heart  languijnes  to  remove  die  timid  veil  of  coy- 
nefs,  to  foften  by  fweet  degrees,  the  ice  of  chaitity, 
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and  to  fee  for  once,  referve  facrificed  at  the  altar  of 
tenderneis;  tbtfe,  cruel  Love!  are  luxuries  thou  haft 
never  yet  bellowed  oo  me.  [Exit. 

Laur.  So,  fo !  'tis  dangerous  to  give  Tome  people 
a  hint,  I  find — I  thought  to  have  held  the  mailer -ipring, 
and  to  have  managed  him  like  a  puppet ;  but  preflo  !  he's 
out  of  fight  before  I  knew  I  had  loft  him,  and  leaves 
his  inftruftor  groveling  behind — I  muft  feek  fome  other 
field  for  my  talents,  I  fee.  [confidering]  Yes,  I  think,  I 
think  that  may  do — Muley,  and  the  other  four,  with 
our  little  Muftapha — Yes,  yes  j  with  thefe  half  dozen, 
I'll  weave  a  webb.  of  amufement  to  crack  the  fides  of  a 
dozen  gloomy  harems  with  laughter — Mercy  1  what  a 
fleepy  life  wou'd  our  valiant  Bafla  and  his  damfels  lead, 
but  for  my  talents  at  invention.  {Exit. 

SCENE       The  Garden, 
Enttr  Mustapha,  Azim,  and  Fatima. 

Mus.  All  thy  malice  is  not  worth  that,  [/napping 
bit  fingers]. 

Fat.  That's  right,  my  little  Muftapha,  [patting 
him  on  the  Jbaulder]  don't  mind  himj  he's  never  happy, 
but  when  he's  plaguing  fomebody — What  has  the  pretty 
Ruffian  done  to  you,  that  you  ftiould  be  fo  fet  on  making 
her  wretched? 

Mus.  1  tell  thee  Alexina  fhall  not  be  made  refera- 
ble whiHl  I  have  a  hair  in  my  beard. 

Fat.  There,  do  you  hear,  Mr,  Sour-Chops  ?  I  am 
fore  if  all  the  flaves  who  have  the  care  of  us,  had  your 
ill-nature,  I  had  rather  fink  down  into  the  condition  of 
a  water-carrier,  than  live  in  a  great  man's  harem. 

C  3  Azim. 
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Azim.  I  tell  thee,  that  fhould  flie  become  the  fa- 
vourite (lave,  thou  will  repent  thy  blind  prejudice — We 
lhall  then  all  be  in  her  power — tremble  at  her  revenge. 

Mus.  Tremble  thou,  whofc  perfections  will  make 
thee  a  proper  object  of  her  revenge — for  me,  what  wil 
ihc  have  to  return  me  but  offices  of  refpedt  and  kind- 
nefs  ?  Go,  go,  thy  turbulent  fpirit  makes  thee  hateful. 

Voice  [without]  Fatima !  Fatima  ! 

Fat.  I'll  come  inftantly — And  you  fhall  come  with 
me.  [running  up  to  Azim]  Nay,  'tis  in  vain  to  refill, 
there  is  a  dozen  of  us  in  the  next  walk,  and  we'll  mould 
you  into  a  better  temper'd  monfter  before  we  have  done 
with  you,  I  warrant.  Selima !  Bafca !  come  and  help 
me. 

Mus.     Begone,  I  (ay. 

Fat.  O,  what  you  move,  do  you  ?  The  creature  is 
mended  already.  [Exit,  dragging  out  Azim. 

Mus.  So,  my  Lord  Balk,  that  hafty  ftep,  and  that 
eager  look  proclaim  thy  errand — I  know  thou  wilt 
catch  the  bird  at  laft  j  but  I  will  keep  the  little  flutterer 
from  thee  as  long  as  I  can. 

Enter  Ibrahim,  [bafiily\ 

Ibra,  Where  is  the  Ruffian  flave  ?  the  women  tell 
me  flie  ipends  her  hours  in  my  garden,  but  I  cannot  fe* 
her  here,  though  her  fragrant  breath  Teems  to  falute  me 
from  the  rofe  trees,  and  her  melodious  voice  from  amidft 
the  bufhes,  where  the  painted  fongfters  pour  form  their 
ftrains.     Where  is  (he,  Muftapha  ? 

Mus,     I  faw  her  awhileago  at  the  right  there  fome- 

where,  but  may  be  file's  at  the  left  by  mis  time 

There's  no  guefiing. 
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Ibra.  Azim  complains  that  fliers  an  infolent  and 
fcornful  beauty,  not  gentle,  nor  complaifant  in  the  leaft. 
Mus,  I'll  follow  the  lead,  and  deftroy  every  wilh  he 
may  have  to  behold  her.  [afide]  Yes,  yes;  as  to  info- 
lence,  match  me  her  fellow  if  you  can — Blefs  us,  to 
fee  the  difference !  Why,  my  Lord,  our  Eaftern  beauties 
are  fo  gentle,  fo  complying,  they  fcarcely  give  you  time 
to  wilh 

Ibra.  Thou  fcy'fl:  right  [/mling], 
Mus.  Pretty  creatures  !  if  a  man  does  but  look  at 
diem,  they  drop  like  a  ripe  cherry  from  the  bough- 
No  coldnefs,  no  difdain ;  but  as  to  this  proud  Ruffian, 
it  would  be  eafier  to  march  an  army  to  St.  Peterfburgh, 
and  whip  the  Emprefs  through  a  keyhole  into  your 
baggage  waggon,  than  to  fubdue  her  petulance. 

Ibra.  Doft  thou  think  fo?  Oh,  ev'ry  word  thou 
uttered  gives  new  ardor  to  my  hopes,  new  impulfes  to 
my  defires — I  adore  her, 

Mus.  Alack!  alack!  [with furprize]. 
Ibra.  Oh,  Muftapha,  my  imagination  paints  her 
her  till  my  heart  grows  fick  with  love !  I  fee  the  beau- 
teous fcorner  dart  .living  lightnings  from  her  eye,  and 
her  cheek  glow  with  chafte  difdain;  I  weep  in  anguifh 
at  her  feet,  I  implore  her  companion — Melted  with  my 
love,  yet  ftill  rigid  and  referv'd,  I  behold  the  bewitching 
conflict  in  her  foul— I  triumph  tn  the  difcove'ry,  ytt 
conceal  my  delight,  flill  implore,  ftill  complain,  then 
feize  fome  happy  inftant,  when  her  whole  foul  is  touch'd, 
and  boaft  a  victory  indeed ! 

Mus.    What  then — What  then,  my  Lord,  you  are 
not  difpleas'd  at  her  haughtinefs  ? 
Ibra.     Difpleas'd!  [fmiiing], 

C  4  Mus* 
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Mus.  So,  fo,  To !  I  have  been  driving  on  when  I 
thought  I  had  been  pulling  back;  (purring  a  mettled 
courier,  and  neglecting  the  check  rein  \afid*\, 

Ibra.  Go  on  to  paint  her — pencil  her  in  all  her 
faicinating  pride,  deck  her  in  the  coldnefs  which  dwells 
on  the  polar  Alp !  My  glowing  foul  (hull  burn  at  the 
defcription,  and  blaze  with  the  ficrcenefs  of  newly  tailed 
love. 

Mus.    Why,  as  to  that — to  be  fure  as  to  that,  (he  is 
as  cold  as  the  Alps,  and  all  their  fnow-balls— fhe  per- 
fectly make's  one's  teeth  chatter  at  her. — But  then — 
Ibra.     What  \  [impatiently]  then  what  ? 
Mus,     Why,  if  truth  muft  be  (poke,  there  is,  after 
all,  fomething  oddifli  about  her. 
Ibra,    Oddifli ! 

Mus,     Why  now,  my  Lord,  look  at  me — pray  loot 
at  me — Ay,  my  Lord  Balls,  examine  me  well. 
Ibra.     To  what  purpofe  ? 

Mus.    -Why,   the  ladies  of  your  harem  fey  that  this 
feme  beautiful  Ruffian  is  exceedingly  like  me. 
Ibra.     Ridiculous .' 

Mus.  Particularly  about  the  nofe.  [Ibra.  Jbnvs  im~ 
falience}  Nay,  there  are  handfome  likeneffes,  my 
Lord — I  don't  fey  but  that  flie  may  be  rather  hand- 
fbmer. 

Ibra.     Thou  art  mad. 

Mus.  Not  that  ever  I  few  the  likenefs  myfelf— ex- 
cept fomething  in  the  fliape  indeed — But  there  I  have 
the  advantage,  for  her  right  (houlocr,  and  her  right  ear, 
have  too  right  an  underftanduig,  they  are  always  together. 
Then  her  hair,  to  be  fure  it  may  fuit  fome  people,  but 
according  to  my  fancy,  the  colour  is  execrable. 

Ibra. 
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Ibka.  Wretch,  wert  thou  a  chriftian,  I  fhou'd  be- 
lieve thee  intoxicated  with  wine — But  I'll  this  inftant 
feet  the  charmer,  and  judge  how  far — [going  off) 

Enter  Selim  on  the  epfofite  fide, 
Selim.     My  Lord,  a  Meflenger  from  the  Divan. 

Ibra,  [turnt  and  Jamps]  What  fay'ft  thou ? 

Selim.  A  menage  from  the  Divan  with  weighty 
difpatches, 

Ibka.  I  wifli  they  had  been  weightier,  that  his  fpeed 
might  have  been  lefs — Let  him  wait  and  be  refrefhcd. 
[Jill  going} 

Selim.  He  is  order'd  to  hurry  your  reply,  and  to 
return  without  delay  to  the  Sublime  Porte. 

Ibra.  Impoflible!  I  fay — I — would  the  Sublime 
Porte  were  funk  beneath  their  own  lumber,  [Exit. 

Selim.  What  is  all  this?  What  does  the  wind 
carry  now  ? 

Mus.  [angrily]  Whims  and  oddities  of  all  forts  and 
colours — The  humours  of  Baflas  I  find  it  is  as  impofli- 
ble to  guefs  at,  as  at  the  weight  of  moonfhine. 

Selim.     See !  Alexina  is  weeping  in  mat  arbour. 

Mus.     Blefs  her!    And    her   cheeks   through  the 
Jhining  tear,  look  like  carnations  when  they  are  firft 
wafhed  in  the  dew  of  the  morning. — Retire  for  a  mo- 
ment. [Exit  Selim. 
Enter  Al.KX.  from  an  Akavt. 

Alex.  O  Muftapha !  I  have  witnefs'd  thy  kindned 
trembling  and  grateful — But,  alas !  what  will  it  avail  1 
The  darknefe  of  night  hangs  upon  my  foul— Hope  hat 
foriaken  me ! 

Mus, 
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Mus.  Ay,  that's  becaufe  you  did  not  grafp  her  faft 
— Treat  Hope  as  you  would  a  favourite  lover,  Lady ! 
never  lofe  fight  of  it. 

Alex.     Thou  art  light ! 

Mus.  Even  fo  is  hope — as  light  as  one  of  your  own 
country  rein-deer — and  to  carry  on  the  companion,  it 
will  whifk  you  Hie  a  rein-deer  over  all  the  bitter  frofts 
of  life:  Buckle  hope  to  your  fledge,  and  you  will  travel 
over  the  tirefome  wafle,  difdaining  the  blaft,  and  finiling 
at  the  tempefr. 

Alex.  O  that  I  could  fiizi  her  !  But  how  is  it 
poflible  within  thefe  walls  ?  Thefe  walls,  the  temple 
of  loofe  defires,  the  abode  of  a  tyrant  and  his  Haves  1 
Muftapha  !  could 'ft  thou  effect  my  efcape  I 

Mus.  There  indeed,  hope  will  give  you  the  flip— 
for  I  could  as  eafily  efcape  into  the  air,  and  pluck  a 
feather  from  the  flying  eagle,  as  help  you  in  that,  and 
to  tell  you  the  truth,  my  matter  will  not  much  longer 
be  dallied  with. 

Alex.  Dreadful  words  !  Thou  canft  not  guefs  at 
their  weight — a  tumbling  rock  to  crufh  this  worthlels 
frame,  would  not, — could  not  give  me  half  the  horror. 

Mus.     She  frightens  me — her  eye  is  wild ! 

Alex.  I  do  fwear  to  thee, — thee  !  to  whom  my 
fruitlefs  vows  were  paid,  never  to  forget  that  I  am  thine 
—never  to  fuffer  the  flighteft  violation  of  our  facred 
love. — This  [drawing  a  dagger']  is  thy  furety.  To 
be  ufed  in  that  moment,  when  heav'n  itfelf  will  approve 
the  fuicide,  when  applauding  angels  will  nerve  my  arm 
to  ftrike  the  blow!  and  this  vow,  I  call  thee,  heav'n, 
frem  thy  higheft  throne,  to  witnefs  and  record  ! 

[Exit. 
4  Mus, 
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Mus.  By  my  turban,  I  hardly  know  where  I  ftand. 
Women  of  different  countries  have  different  fouls,  I 
believe ;  and  I  am  fure  this  is  the  firft  time  this  fort 
of  foul  was  ever  in  a  harem  [walks  a  little^  and  ton- 
ftderi\.    Come  hither,  Selim. 

Enter  Selim. 
Mus.     Go  to  the  Janiflary  Heli,  he  has  fent  me  no- 
tice, that  he  has  captured  fome  Haves  and  other  mer- 
chandize—Tell him  I  {hall  be  diredlly  there,  to  look  at 
his  women  and  his  velvets. 

Selim.  So  !  then  we  fliall  have  fame  other  females, 
fete  willing  to  plague  us.  I  fwear  of  all  the  merchandize 
our  traders  deal  in,  that  of  women  is  the  moft  trouble- 
fome  and  unprofitable— -And  our  wife  and  puitlant  Bafla 
is  as  much  out  in  his  chart  of  courdhip,  as  he  would 
be  in  that  of  the  moon. — Why,  he's  as  melancholy  as 
A  moping  Spaniard  on  the  outlide  of  his  miftrefs's  grate. 

DUETTE.     Selim  and Mustapha. 

Deuce  take  whining, 

Pouting,  pining, 
What  jokes  in  all  this  pother, 

If  one  wont  do, 

Nor  let  me  woo, 
I'd  fit  me  with  another. 

If  blue  eyes  frown, 

I'd  turn  to  brown, 
Nor  lofe  an  hour  in  fighing, 

Shou'd  all  the  fex     - 

Combine  to  vex, 
They'd  ne'er  fee  me  dying. 

SCENE 
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SCENE    A  wide   Court  with  feveral  mfajbed 
Buildings. 

[Slavei  difiover'd  at  work  at  a  diftance.     Two  Jlaves 

drive  barrows  acroft  tbt  fiage.,  and  go  tjfc  followed 

Jj/Au  Greqjie.] 

A  la  Gr.  Aye,  wheel  away,  comrades — wheel 
sway  \  Hang  me  if  /  do  though.  I'll  wheel  no  more 
of  their  rubbith.  Let  the  Bafta  dig  his  own  dirt  [over- 
fitting  the  barraw].  Why,  the  fun  here  in  Turkey 
ftems  to  mind  nothing  but  how  to  keep  himfelf  warm 
{/eating  hitnfelf  on  the  ground].  The  poets  talk  of  his 
being  a  coachman  by  trade ;  but  hang  me  if  I  don't 
believe  he  was  a  baker,  and  his  oven  is  always  hot.— 
I  wira  he'd  make  acquaintance  with  a  north  wind  now, 
for  half  an  hour,  or  a  good  ftrong  fouth  welter. — Lud, 
lud !  how  I  do  long  for  a  wind !  If  I  was  in  Lapland, 
I'd  buy  all  that  the  witches  of  that  country  have  bottled 
up  for  ten  years  to  come  [fings]. 
Blow,  ye  pretty  little  breezes, 
Buttle,  buftle  midft  the  treefes. 
Enter  Azim. 

Azim.  How  now,  you  lazy  boar !  What  are  you 
feared  for,  and  tuning  your  pipes  in  the  middle  of  die 
day  i — To  work — to  work,  firrah  ! 

A  LA  Gr.  Tuning  my  pipes !  Why,  I  like  to 
tune  my  pipes— and  I  don't  like  to  work,  good  Mr. 
Muflulman — I  don't  indeed  1 

Azim.  Then  you  mail  (mart,  good  Mr.  Chriftian 
[Jbating  bis  whip.] 

A  LA  Gs.     What,  would  you  take  the  trouble,  to 

beat  me  fuch  a  day  as  mis  i    My  dear  Sir,  the  fatigue 

wou'd 
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VrouM  kill  you — I  can't  be  To  unchriftian  as  to  differ  It 
[Azim  gives  him  djjrcif].  Nay,  if  you  irrike,  [getting 
up}  J  Hand, — Pray,  Sir,  what  may  be  your  office  in 
this  place  ? 

Azim,  To  keep  you  and  your  fellow-Haves  to  their 
duty. 

A  la  Gb.     And  who  keeps yev  to  pur  duty? 

Azim.     Who  ?  why,  myfelf  to  be  fure. 

A  la  Gr.  Then  I  think  yourfelf  Is  a  very  ill-fa* 
Touv'd  fcouudrel,  to  oblige  you  to  perform  a  duty  fo 
diftreffing  to  your  politeneis. 

AziM.    You  arc  an  odd  fiih  t 

A  la  Gr.  No,  I  am  one  of  a  pair — I  have  a  twin- 
brother  juft  like  me. 

AziM.    The  man  who  Was  taken  with  you  ? 

A  la  Gr.  No — he  has  not  fuch  good  fortune ;  he's 
a  Ruffian  count,  poor  fellow  !  and  was  my  mafter.— • 
Gad)  I  could  make  you  laugh  about  him. 

Azim.     Well ! 

A  la  Ga.  About  two  months  ago,  Mr.  Slave- 
driver,  he  was  married. 

Azim.    Well  ( 

A  la  Gr.  A  pretty  girl  faith,  and  daughter  to  one 
»f  our  great  Ruffian  boyards — a  boyard  ranks  as  a  mar' 
quit  did  in  France,  and  as  a  laird  Hill  does  in  Scotland 
—I  love  to  elucidate) 

Azim.    Well ! 

A  la  Gr.  So,  Sir,  a  few  hours  after  the  ceremony, 
before  the  fun  was  gone  down,  and  before  the  moon 
had  thought  about  dreffing  herfelf  for  the  evening— 
Whip  !  his  pretty  bride  was  gone. 

Azjm.    Where  I 

A  LA 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


30  A    DAT    IN     TURKEY,     OR 

A  ia  Gr.  That's  the  very  thing  he  would  get  aft 
—Ma'am  and  he  were  walking  like  two  doves  in  the 
boyard's  garden,  which  garden  was  border'd  by  trees, 
which  trees  were  border'd  by  the  fea— Out  fprings  from 
the  wood  forty  Turks  with  forty  fabres,  and  forty  pair 
of  great  monftrous  whifkers,  which  fo  frighten'd  the 
bride,  that,  inftead  of  running  away,  file  fainted  away, 
and  ftaid  there. 

Azim.   Hah,  hah  !  then  my  countrymen  had  a  prize. 

A  la  Gr.  That  they  had,  worth  two  Jew's  eyes. 
Six  of  them  hurried  off  with  her  to  a  Felucca,  which 
lay  at  the  edge  of  the  wood ;  and  all  the  reft  employ'd 
my  mafter.  I  fuppofe  they  would  have  had  him  too, 
hut  the  boyard,  with  a  large  party  of  friends,  appearing 
at  the  top  of  a  walk,  they  thought  fit  to  make  off  with 
what  they  had. — Well,  my  matter's  bridal  bed  was, 
Ibat  night,  the  beach,  where  he  ftaid  raving  and  beat- 
ing himfelf,  as  tho' he  took  himfelf  for  one  of  the  Turk- 
ish ravi  fliers. 

Azim.  Ha,  ha,  ha  \  thy  flory  is  well — fo,  all  that 
night,  he  walk'd  in  the  garden — Oh,  and  the  night- 
ingales, I  warrant,  fung  rrfponfes  to  his  complaints, 
and  the  melancholy  wood  dove  cooed  in  fympathetic 
forrow.— It  muft  have  been  very  plealant 

A  la  Gr.  O,  a  plea&nt  night  as  could  bej  but 
it  coft  him  a  fortnight's  lying  in  bed  ;  for  a  hilling  hot 
fever  laid  hold  of  him ;  and  the  doiSors,  with  all  their 
rank  and  file  of  phials  and  bolufles,  could  hardly  drive 
him  out  of  hts  veins. 

Azim.  Well,  now  go  to  your  labour  [twirling  him 
r»und\. 

A  la 
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A  la  Gr.  O,  my  dear  domine,  I  have  not  nniflied 
yet.— I  want  to  tell  you  how  he  join'd  the  army,  to 
have  an  opportunity  of  revenge,  and  how,  in  all  the 
Jkirmilh.es  we  have  had,  he  has  drawn  more  TurkUh 

Wood  than 

Azjm.  Go !  you  are  an  idle  rafcal,  and  would  ra- 
ther talk  an  hour  than  work  a  minute — Go,  or  I  will 
draw  Ibme  of  thy  French  blood  to  balance  accounts 
with  your  matter. 

A  la  Gr.  Sir,  you  are  extremely  polite ;  the  molt 
"gentleman-like,  civil,  courtly,  well-behav'd  flave-dri- 
ver  I  have  ever  had  the  felicity  to  encounter  [takes  tip 
the  barrow]  My  fervice  to  your  Lady,  Sir !  [Azim 
lajbts  him  of.] 

Azim.  The  time  he  mentions,  about  two  months, 
is  about  the  period  when  our  Felucca  landed  Alexins, 
and  his  account  tallies  cxaflly  with  the  account  of  the 
bailors — Aye,  it  muft  be  fo — Now,  would  it  add  to  her 
mifery  to  know  that  her  husband  is  fo  near  her  f  I  muft 
confider,  and  lne  (ball  either  know  it,  or  not,  according 
to  the  effect  which  I  think  it  will  produce. — I  know  fue 
hates  me,  and  let  her  look  to  it. 

Enter  Orloff. 

My  good  Lord  Count,  pray  be  fo  good  as  to  taka 
this  fpade  in  your  hand — Dig  you  muft,  and  fliall — I 
have  had  the  honor  to  bring  down  as  noble  fpirits  as 
yours  to  the  grindftone  before  now. 

Orloff.  Inflict  your  punUbments  1  to  thofe  I  can 
fubmit,  but  not  to  labour. 

Azim.    Why  not?  Has  Nature  made  any  diftino 

*ion  between  you  and  (he  reft  of  the  flaves  ?  Look  at 

.    yourfelf, 
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yourff  If,  Sir !— rYour  form,  jour  Haifa,  your  habit !  art 
they  in  aught  different  from  the  reft  r 

Orloff.  [haughtily]  Birth  has  made  a  difrine- 
tion! 

Azim.  That  I  deny — The  plea  of  birth  fs  of  all 
Others  the  moft  (hadowy.  There,  at  leaft,  Nature  has 
been  ftri&ly  impartial :  die  fori  of  an  Emprefs  receive* 
life  on  the  fame  terms  with  the  Ion  of  a  pcafant. 

Orloff.  Pride  then,  and  Fortune,  make  diftmc- 
tiom. 

Azim.  True;  but  Fortune  has  deferted  you,  and 
pray  recommcad  it  to  your  pride  to  foUow  her,  that  you 
may,  without  trouble,  attend  to  your  bufinefs. — Here  I 
take  the  fpade. 

Orloff.  [fnatchts  tht  fpade,  end  flings  it  dnvn] 
There,  if  you  dare  again  to  intuit  me,  I'll  hurl  thu 
there,  and  tread  on  thee. 

Azim.  Now,  if  the  Bafla  had  not  commanded  me 
to  be  gentle  to  him,  I  would  hare  beaten  him  with 
thongs  till  his  broken  fpirit  brought  him  to  my  feet  for 
mercy :  but  if  I  can't  bend  it,  I'll  torture  it.  [efidt] 
So,  you  think  to  mailer  me,  dp  ye  f 

Orloff.     I  think  not  of  thee. 

Azim.  No,  I  fuppofc — Ha,  ha  I — I  fuppofc  your 
pretty  wife  is- 

Orloff.  My  wife — my  wife — Oh,  art  thou  ap- 
priz'd  that  I  had  a  wife?  [Azim  grins]  Ohl  fpeak  to 
me,  tell  me  if  thou  know"!!!:  her — Nay,  turn  not  from 
me  ! — All  the  lineaments  of  thy  race  become  important — 
if  thou  wilt  not  fpeak  to  me,  let  me  gaze  on  tbtnt,  an4 
there  gather  my  fate.  -     - 

Aznc 
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Azim.   Well,  gaze  and  gaze !  Can'ft  thou  there  read 

her  ftory  ?    Doft  thou  know  whether  me  breathes,  and 

where  f  Doll  thou  behold  thy  lovely  wife  triumphant 

in  a  feraglio,  or  fubmiffive  in  a  bathing  home  ? 

Orlopf.  Oh,  villain !  monfter !  neither.  By  every 
glittering  ftar  in  heaven,  if  fhe  lives,  file's  chafte  I 
[paujisy  and  Jlrikes  his  forehead]  Had  I  gold  and 
jewels,  I  would  pour  the  treafure  at  thy  feet,  but  now 
have  mercy  on  me — Oh,  I  befeech  thee,  tell  me  if 
Alexins  lives. 

Azim.  Ha,  ha,  ha  I  if  Alexina  lives !  [laughs  again., 
then  walks  Jhwfy  offl] 

Orloff.  Nay,  thou  fhalt  not  avoid  me— I  will 
purfue  thee,  kneel  at  thy  feet,  perform  the  moft  menial 
offices,  fo  thou  wilt  tell  me  of  my  Alexina ! 

Azim.  [turning]  Now,  where  are  the  diftin&ions  of 
thy  birth  ?  Do  they  prevent  thy  feeling  like  the  vul- 
garcft  fon  of  Nature  ? 

Orloff.  Thou  fhalt  chide  long,  if  thou  wilt  at 
length  foften  the  anguilh  of  my  foul — Oh,  hear  me, 
heat  me .'  [FoUtws  him  tuti 
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ACT       III. 


S  C  £  N  £     I.       The  Garden. 

Enter  Mustapba.  . 
vOMF.  along,  I  fey— Why,  what  do  you  ftanJ 
there  for  ?— O  the  difference  of  women  1  This  is  a 
ftubborn  one,  I  warrant  her— Though  the  (aw  me  pay 
down  the  money  for  her,  ftie  has  not  the  leaft  notion 
that  Die's  a  Have — Well,  if  you  won't  come,  Madam, 
I'll  fetch  ye. — [Gats  out  and  re-enters  with  Paulina, 
new-drefi'd.] 

Pav.  Law  I  how  you  hawl  one — 1  tell  ye,  I  don't 
like  to  walk  here — Let  me  alone.  [Trying  tt  dtfengagt 
her  band.] 

Mus.  Come,  come,  Madam,  none  of  your  airs— 
You  muft  here  be  obedient  and  civil — Come  along. 
The  Janiflary  of  whom  I  bought  you,  told  me  you 
was  a  good  natured,  complaifant  creature. 

Pau.  Yes,  but  he  was  not  fo  rough  as  you  are ; 
he  made  me  throw  away  my  peafant  weeds,  and  gave 
me  all  thefe  fine  cloaths.  See  this  tiffany,  all  fpotted 
With  filver ;  look  at  this  beautiful  turban— He  gave  it 
me  all ! 

Mus.     Why,  mat  was  only  to  fet  off  your  beauty, 

that  you  might  fetch  a  better  price  j  but  I  bought  you 

for  your  good  humour  only.    Here  is  a  fweet  woman 

wh» 
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who  pines  and  fighs  till  flic  puts  one  in  mind  of  a 
myrtle  bloflbm,  all  palenefs  and  fragrance. 

Pau.  [with  ftticknefs]  What's  that  to  If  I  fuppofc 
I  (hall  be  pale  and  flagrant  too,  if  I  am  to  be  kept 
down  by  you. 

Mus.  Who  wants  to  keep  you  down  ?  Behave 
yourfelf  prettily,  and  you  may  lire  as  merrily  here  as 
fparrows  upon  a  may-buih.  The  gentle  creature  for 
whom  I  bought  ye,  is  your  countrywoman,  and  I 
guefs'd  you  might  divert  her  with  your  JenfiUt  prattle. 

Pau,  Ah,  did  you  fo  ?  Why,  you  guefs'd  as  though 
it  was  your  trade  then— for  I  am  the  moft  divettingeft 
creature  in  our  whole  village,  and  if  I  could  but  fee 
my  father,  and  brother  Peter— 

Mus.  Well,  if  you  behave  difcreetly*— I'll  buy 
your  father,  and  brother  Peter. 

Pau.  Buy !  buy !  Why,  you  talk  of  buying  us,  as  ■ 
though  we  were  bafkets  of  eggs,  or  bales  of  cotton. 

Mus.  Yes,  it  is  the  mode  here— Every  country 
has  its  fancies,  and  we  are  fo  fond  of  liberty,  that  we 
always  buy  it  up  as  a  rarity. 

Pau.  What,  did  you  buy  all  thofc  ugly  men  that 
J  fee  at  work  yonder  t 

Mus.  Men !  Make  no  miftakes,  child— It  would 
be  death  for  a  man  to  be  feen  here.  None  ever  ven- 
ture afoot  within  thefe  fhades. 

Pau.     No  !  why  then  do  y«u  venture  here  ? 

Mus.  O,  as  for  me,  I — I— hold  your  tongue, 
[angrily]  and  make  no  impertinent  enquiries. 

Pau.  But  I  will  make  enquiries.  What  do  all 
them  there  ugly  men  do  here,  I  lay  f 

D  2  Mus. 


,i,  zed  by  GOOgle 


36  A    BAT    IS    TURKEY,    01 

Mus.  Why  them  there  ugly  men  were  bought  to 
keep  you  pretty  women  in  order. 

Pad.  In  order !  Why  what  c'ontroul  have  they 
over  us  i 

Mus.  Oh,  they  are  guards  and  fpies ;  and  are  now 
and  then  convenient'  at  talcing  off  a  lady's  head,  or 
fuiting  her  neck  with  a  bowftring,  when  the  whim 
happens  to  feize  a  great  man,  of  amufing  his  feraglio 
with  a  tragic  gala. 

Pau.  Why,  what  wicked  wretches  you' all  are, 
then !  Get  .out  of  my  light,  do  !  You  look  fo  ugly  I 
can't  bear  ye,  and  if  I  was  a  great  man,  I'd  firing  you 
all  together  upon  a  rope  that  fliou'd  reach  from  here 
to  Saint  Peterfburgh. 

Mus.  Ah,  you  have  a  fpirit,  I  fee — Hark  ye,  hat 
fey.  \Jtizts  ber  arm.} 

Pau.  O,  dear  heart,  do  not  look  fo  ferocious !  I 
really  believe  you  are  a  female  tyger. 

Mus.  Dread  my  claws  then !  See,  here  is  the 
gentle  creature  for  whom  I  bought  thee — had  {he  had 
thy  impertinence,  flic  might  have  pined  in  folitude  for 

Enter  AtEXINA,  \hejlily.'\ 

Alex.  Nay,  but  it  is — Impoffible !  And  yet  it  it 
fo !  Art  thou  not  Paulina,  the  daughter  of  my  father's 
vaflal,  Petrowirz  '—Alas !  thou  art.  Unhappy  girl ! 
what 

Pau.  Goodnefs,  goodnefs !  If  it  is  not  the  Lady 
Alexins,  may  I  be  whipt ! 

Alex.  Dear  Paulina,  what  dreadful  deftiny  brought 
thee  hither  i 

Pau. 
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Pau.  Deftiny  do  you  call  him  ?  [looking  at  Mufta* 
pba]  Why,  this  place  is  all  full  of  dreadful  deftinies,  I 
think.  Some  with  black  whifkers,  and  Tome  with 
grey  ones.  Was  it  this  little  odd  defliny  who  bought' 
you  too  f 

Ali>x.  Alas !  thy  queftion  brings  back  fuch  a  rufh. 
of  forrows— Oh  I  thou  can'ft  not  be  ignorant  that  I 
was  torn  from  my  imfband  within  the  very  hour  that 
made  me  his,  [tveepi)  and  dragg'd  from  blifc  to  fiavery. 

Pau.  I  did  not  know  that  you  was  here — but  I  am 
monftrous  glad  to  meet  you  here— It  is  the  luckicft 
thing — I  have  always  been  in  luck ! 

Mus.  Yes,  that  compliment  is  a  proof  of  it.  You 
are  vaftly  lucky  there  !  Well,  go  on,  and  amufe  her, 
child— I  (hall  enlarge  your  party  prefcntly.  [Gees  oaf,] 

Pau.  The  little  body  is  as  pert  as  though  it  was  - 
five  feet  high— But,  -for  all  bjm,  I  will  lay,  my  dear 
lady,  that  I  would  not  but  have  feen  you  here  for  the 
beft  gown  I  have— Not  even  for  this,  though  it  is  lb 
fine. 

Alex.  Hah,  Paulina  !  I  fear  that  this  drefi  is  the 
mark  of  thy  dilhonor— I  fear  thou  art  undone ! 

Pau.  Undone  indeed !  I  think  we  are  both  un- 
done ;  to  be  brought  into  fuch  an  odd,  out-of-the-way 
country  as  this — ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  I  have  been  here  but 
an  hour,  and  it  feerns  an  hundred — In  one  place  a 
parcel  of  copper-colour  creatures,  without  tongues, 
pop  out,  glaring  with  their  fawcer  eyes,  and  if  you 
want  to  talk  and  be  a  little  fociable,  ba,  ba,  ba,  is  all 
you  can  get — I  believe  they  learnt  their  alphabet  of 
the  flieep— rThen  in-another  corner— 

D  3  Alix. 
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Alex,  [impatiently]  Pray  referve  your  obfervntions 
—I  have  tjueftions  to  alt,  which  tear  my  heart-ftrings 
to  pronounce — Speak  to  me  of  Orloff— Oh,  my  Or- 
lo/F!  Speak  to  me  of  my  parents.— Did  they  fupport 
the  moment  which  dragg'd  me  from  them  i 

Pau.  Truly  as  bad  as  you  cou'd  wifh. — At  laft 
't  was  faid  that  my  Lord,  the  Count,  went  into  the 
army,  and  there  he  has  play'd  about  him  valiantly !  I 
warrant  he'll  pay  the  Turks  for  robbing  him  of  you, 
though,  may  be,  they  won't  like  his  coin. 

Alex.  Oh,  preferve  him  thou,  in  whofe  hand 
remains  the  fate  of  battles ! 

SnUr  MtMTAHIA,  with  LAURETTA. 

Mus.  Here,  I  have  brought  ye  Lauretta  ;  (he  is  a 
girl  of  enterprize,  and  I  have  a  fancy  which  her  in- 
triguing (pint  will  bring  to  perfection. 

Alex.  Alas!  how  can  me  ferve  me?  Can  ftie 
rtftore  me  to  my  country — to  my  huLband —  ? 

Mus.  Fear  her  not — Qie  has  as  many  plots  as 
dimples ;  fo  I  leave  ye  together.— Stand  on  one  fide. 
[Ti  Pau.  tubs  it  in  bis  way.] 

Pau.  -  Ayo,  on  any  fide  but  your's,  Mr.  Deftiny 
[crofts] — I  hope"  you  and  I  (hall  be  always  at  contrary 
fides. 

Mus.  So  hope  I,  Mifs  Nimble  Tongue !  For  if 
you  were  always  befide  me,  I  ilhould  foon  be  befide  my- 
felf.  [Exit, 

Laur.  Dear  madam,  look  a  little  cheerfully— { 
have  a  thought  in  my  head — Hark  ye,  my -dear  [ti 
Paulina]— you  are  a  Ruffian,  I  find— What  fort  of 
lovers  do  your  countrymen  make  f 

Pau, 
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-Pad.  How  fliould  I  know  ?  I  never  had  but  three 
—One  was  old  enough  to  be  my  father,  lb,  I  «fed  to: 
kneel  down  and  afk  his  blefluig — So,  one  day,  he  gave 
me  a  curie,  and  walked  off.— The  next  was  a  Jc'hooU 
matter,  and  he  had  fuch  a  trick  of  correction,  that, 
had  I  married  him,  I  fliould  have  been  in  conftant  fear 
of  the  birch. — The  third  was  a  foldier — but  as  I  nei- 
ther liked  to  follow  the  cajnp,  nor  to  live  a  widow 
bewitch'd,  I  made  him  beat  his  march. 

JjAUR,.  Brava  !  you  difpos'd  of  them  all  like  a 
girl  of  fpirit,  and  yet,  I  think,  had  the  cafe  been  mine,  I 
(hould  have  taken  a  march  with  the  foldier — I  do  love 
ibldiers.— A  regiment  on  its  march  always  makes  my 
heart  Oliver  to  pieces  amongft  a  thousand  Cseiars  and 
Alexanders,  [To  JUxtna.}  Has  the  Bafl'a  feen  you 
yet  I 

Alex.  He  fent  by  Muley  to  command  me  to  his 
pcefence,  but  I  will  firll  rufh  into  the  arms  of  death* 

Law*.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  fuch  a  refolution  in  this  coun- 
try !  Rather  rufh  into  the  arms  of  death,  than  into 
the  arms  of  a  handfome  lover  !  the  notion  is  exotic- 
it  is  an  ice-plant  of  the  North — and  our  hot  fun  will 
wither  its  bpnours,  depend  oo't. 

Alex,  [Scornfully.]  Are  you  the  friend  who 
was  to  foothe  my  forrows  ?  Alas !  where  (hall  honor 
be  bonor'd^  if  the  mouth  of  woman  cafts  on  it  con- 
tempt ! 

LAUKt  Ah,  pardon  my  levity,  for  I  mean  to  ferve 
you, 

Alex.    In  y*»,  the  contented  inhabitant  of  a  fe- 

raglio,  fuch  profanation  may  be  pardon'd  j   but  alas! 

in  the  world,  the  grace  of  chaftity  is  fcarcely  longer 

D  ^  acknow. 
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acknowledged  I  I  have  heard  the  wife  and  the  daughter 
affix  ridicule  to  the  name.  O  virtue !  where  canft 
thou  expect  worfbip,  when  the  fpcech  of  the  matron 
and  the  virgin  unhaUews  thy  facred  idea  f 

Laur.  I  am  net  fo  loft,  but  I  can  feel  and  thank 
you  for  your  reproof  j  and  as  the  firft  fruits  of  it,  I 
will  labour  for  your  efcape  from  a  fituation,  which,  to 
you,  muft  be  mifery  indeed !  But,  madam,  we  muft 
confer  alone — I  intreat  you  to  retire  with  me. 

Ai,t.x.  Alas  !  fo  miferable  is  my  fituation,  thatl 
am  obliged  to  accept  fervkes  from  thofe  whom  die 
feelings  of  my  heart  wou'd  impel  me  to  ftiun. 

■  {Exit* 

Laur.  [To  Paulina*  tufa  is  fallowing.]  Ah  !  not 
fo  quick,  mifs  !  Do  you  ftay  here  'till  I  return — Stir 
not,  I  charge  you.  [Exit. 

Pau.  Stay  here,  indeed!  There  is  pretty  good 
care  taken  that  one  fhou'dn't  run  away.  The  walls 
are  as  high  as  a  cathedral,  and  fuch  frightful  looking 
oddities  prowling  about,  that  a  moufe  could  not  run 
from  one  (hrub  to  another  without  obfervatidn — How 
they  all  ftare  at  me  !  So  !  there's  another  of  them — 
He  looks  rather  better  than  the  reft — but  I  wall  hare 
nothing  to  fay  to  him.     [Regards  far  drefs,  He.] 

Enter  Ibrahim*  friUw'd  fy  fives.   He  turns  and /peak 
U  thtm  with  impatience. 
Ibra.     No  more,  no  more  of  hufinefe.     Let  not  a 
thought  of  public  duty  here  obtrude  itfelf— I  have  al- 
ready facrificed  thofe  hours  to  it,  due  to  a  dearer  cauic. 
[The  fives  retire.]    And  now  for  my  reward  !  Now 
Will  I  feek  the  charming  obdurate,  nor  ever  leave— 
Hah! 
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Hah  1  ftie  is  there !  The  lovely  fugitive — I  have 
found  her — I  have  found  her- 1 

Pau.  Heigho!  what  lhall  I  do  with  myfelf!  I'll 
gather  flowers  for  lady  Alexins. 

Ibra.  Yes,  flic  has  a  thoufand  charms,  and  my 
heart  is  already  in  her  chains. — How  dared  Muftapha 
deceive  me  ?  He  talked  of  deformity— her  form  ii 
fyHunetry  itfelf,  and  her  hair  which  he  decried,  is  fit 
for  the  bpWrftrings  of  the  god  of  love. 

Pau.  Hang  this  fharp  thorn,  it  has  made  my  finger 
bleed. 

Ibra.  [Advancing.]  But  you,  charming  Ruffian  1 
ftill  more  barbarous,  are  horn  to  make  hearts  bleed, 
[Pau.  looks  at  htm  attentively,  then  ttffet  her  htadfcom* 
fully  away,]  What  a  true  picture  they  have  given  me 
of  her  fcorn !     Will  you  not  fpeak  to  me  ? 

Pau,  [Looks  at  him  again.]  I  wonder  at  forac 
people. 

Ibra.  What  daft  thou  fay?  Oh,  that  mouth  is 
too  lovely  to  be  clofed  fo  foon. 

Pau.  {Talking  to  her  Jhwtrs.]  You  are  very 
pretty,  and  you  are  very  fweet,  but  you  are  not  com- 
pleat  yet — Good  Mr.  What-d'ye-call — reach  me  that 
flower  that  grows  fo  high, 

Ibra.  With  tranfport !  {prtfints  the fiovsir.]  Shall 
I  arrange  them'  for  you  ? 

Pau.     Get  along,  do  I 

Ibra.  Teach  me  to  do  fomething  that  may  not 
difpleafe  you. 

Pau.     Get  out  pf  my  way,  I  fey. 

lea  a.     Do  you  know  me  ? 

Pau,  Not  I,  nor  never  defire  to  know  ye— I  with 
I  was 
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I  was  out  of  this  wretched  place:  altogether,  I  knew 

that. 

IbrA.  It  fhall  be  toe  bufinefc  ei  »y  life  to  make 
you  happy  in  it. 

Pav.     You  !  ha,  ha,  ha. 

Ibra.  You  are  tiirely  unacquainted  with  my  rank, 
and  my  foliation. 

Pau.  No,  no— I  know  that.— Do  hold  your  noo- 
fenfe. 

Iua.  [With  4ifpUafcrt.\  Your  haughtinefs  I  was 
prepared  to  bow  to,  but  I  know  not  how  to  meet  your 
contempt, 

Pau.  Don't  begin  to  redden  at  me— I  mind  ye  no 
more  than  I  do  this  fallow  leaf— There-—- fee—  I  blow 
it,  and  away  it  flics — go  after  it— there  lies  your  way. 

Ibra.  But  not  the  attraction— You  bid  me  g^ 
whilft  your  eyes  chain  me  here, 

Pau.  Then  I'll  ihut  them— There — now  how  do 
you  like  me  ? 

Ibra.  In  vain  you  fitut  your  eyes,  unlets  you  couM 
likewife  hide  that  rofy  mouth,  thofc  teeth,  thofe  tea, 
tures,  that  form  J  I  could  love  you  though  you  were 
blind. 

Pau.  Love  !  What,  can  you  love  I  Such  a  hard- 
hearted— Turiijb— creature  as  you  love  i 

Ibra.  Can  I  ?  yes,  to  diftra&ion !  It  is  not  po£. 
fible  for  me  to  tell  you  how  I  could  adore  you— • 
Whole  days  wou'd  be  loll  in  gazing  on  your  charms  ! 
I  could  hang  on  your  breath  like  the  humming-bird 
pn  the  vapour  of  the  rofe,  and  I  mould  drink  your 
gjances,  'till  my  foul,  Tick  with  excefi  of  pleafure, 
6  w©ul4 
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would  leave  me  fcarce  power  to  murmur  forth  my 
Wife. 

"  Pau.  Now,  what  can  he  mean  by  all  that  7  1  be- 
lieve a  bifhop  could  not  talk  finer  !  [■$&]  I  tell  ye 
what,  mifter,  you  may  make  grand  fpeeChes  about 
this  and  that; -but  I  hate  both  you  and  your-  love  ; 
and  if  ever  you  teize  me  with  it  any  more,  I'll  make 
you  repent,  that  I  wiM  Ifings]. 

SONG.     PAULINA. 

You  think  to  talk  of  this  and  that, 
And  keep  me  here  in  filly  chat, 

fiat  I  know,  I  know  better. 
There  dearly  lies,  kind  Sir,  your  way, 
Purfue  it  then  I  humbly  pray, 

And  me  you'll  make  your  debtor. 

Why,  blefs  my  ftars,  it's  very  odd, 
That  here  Spon  this  harjhlefs  fcd, 

I  cannot  ftay  in  quiet. 
But  now  you  know  fo  clear  my  mind. 
Mayhap  you'll  leave  me  here  behind, 

The  path  fcems  wide,  pray  try  it, 

Ibka,  Charming  fongltrefs ! — I  dare  not  purfue 
her.— How  well  fhe  knows  the  power  of  love,  to  treat 
with  difdain  the  man  in  whofe  hands  is  her  fate  I 
Hah  !  would  I  fuffer  her  thus  to  leave  me,  but  that 
at  laft  fhe  mttfl  be  mine  1  Go  then,  lovely  tyrant, 
Indulge  thy  fcorn,  and  treat  me  like  a  humble  flave-* 
A  moment  comes  when  thou  fhalt  repay  me !     [JSx/f, 

PAU.     [Coming  dmn\     So!  he's  gone.! 

"  Enter 
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Enttr  Alexina,  Mustapha,  aui  Lauretta. 

Laitr.  Hah  !  fee  what  fweet  flowers  I  have  ga- 
ther'd  for  you  !     Why  did  you  ftay  fo  long  i 

Alex,     Oh,  let  me  embrace  thee  1 

Pau.     What,  all  this  for  the  flowers  I 

Alex.  No,  for  hope— for  foft  returning  hope ! 
Paulina,  the  powerful  Bafla  is  thy  flave — He  loves 
thee— I  have  witnefTcd  your  interview,  and  blefs  that 
fortune  which  has  done  for  me  in  an  inftant,  what,  by 
a  train  of  artifices,  we  meant  to  have  procured. 

Mos.  Ah,  but,  you  little  rogues,  'tis  I  that  have 
done  it,  'tis  I  that  have  brought  about  all  this,  though 
like  fome  other  great  actions,  more  is  owing  to  chance 
thanikUl. 

Pav.  Why,  what  have  jqh  done  to  be  fo  full  of 
your  brags  i 

Laur.  What,  are  you  not  fenfible  of  your  happi- 
nefs  i  To  have  fubdued  the  heart  of.  one  of  the  hand- 
fomeft,  and  moil  powerful  men  in  the  empire  f 

Pau.  Men  ! — What  are  you  talking  about  f  Oh 
then,  that  handfome  man  is  not  one  of  thofe  odious 
creatures  who  bowftring  us  ?  Laws !  how  could  I  treat 
the  gentleman  fo  ?  I'll  run  after  him,  and  make  it  up. 
[running  eff.] 

Alex.  \JoUovjing  and  holding  htr\  Stay !  or  you 
undo  me. 

Pau.  Well  then,  the  next  time  I  fee  him,  1*11  tel*, 
him  that  I'm  a(ham'd  of  myfelf ;  and  I'll  try  by  all  due 
civilities  to  appeafe  his  anger. 

Alex.  Oh,  not  for  worlds— Still  you  will  undo 
me,  my  fate  is  in  your  hands. 

Mus. 
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Mus.  Haik  ye,  my  pretty  maid,  our  Baffa,  like  all 
great  men,  has  his  fancies,  he  does  not  like  too  much 
honey  on  his  bread. 

Pau.     Laws !  Ha,  ha,  ha  I 

Laur.  If  you  wiih  to  retain  his  heart,  you  muft 
plague  it — if  you  are  tender  you'll  lofe  htm. 

Pau.  Why,  that's  the  way  in  my  country  too }  as 
foon  as  our  ladies  grow  fond,  their  lovers  grow  cold  ; 
for  all  the  world  like  the  little  Dutch  painted  man  and 
woman  in  the  weather  box,  when  one  pops  out,  the 
other  pops  in — never  in  a  mind. 

Mus.  Keep  the  leflon  in  year  mind,  and  you  may 
be  a  great  lady — only  take  care  not  to  begin  your  pops 
too  foon.     You  fee  the  is  apt. 

Laur.  O,  as  a  parrot  1  Come,  my  good  girl,  you 
fiiall  go  to  my  chamber,  and  I  will  give  you  the  pret- 
tieft  leffon  you  ever  yet  learnt — I'll  teach  you  in  half 
an  hour  all  the  arts  of  a  fine  lady,  and  you  fhall  be  able 
to  play  on  your  lover  as  you  wou'd  an  an  harplichord. 
The  whole  gamut  of  his  mind  fhall  be  in  your  poflef- 
fioii,  and  every  note  of  it  obedient  to  your  with. 

Alex.  Be  attentive  to  her  lefTons,  my  dear  Pau- 
lina; perhaps  my  honor,  and  my  felicity,  depend  on 
your  fuutefs — O  preferve  your  own  innocence,  and  be 
the  guardian  of  mine  I 

Pau.  Preferve  my  own  innocence  !  Ay,  to  be  fure 
I  will — for  my  father  has  read  to  me  in  many  a  good 
book,  which  lays,  that  a  woman,  when  (he  lofes  her 
innocence,  lofes  her  charms,  and  that,  like  a  faded 
role  dropt  from  the  tree,  the  foot  of  every  paiTcnger 
will  tread  on  her  in  her  decay.  O,  who  would  lofe 
1  their 
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their  innocence !  My  dear  lady,  why,  your  eyes  look  aA 
bright  again  as  they  did  when  I  firft  faw  you. 

Alex.  It  is  becaufe  Hope  hath  flied  its  luftrc  on 
them.  [Laur.  leads  off  Paulina.]  My  heart  is 
full ;  my  veins  confcfs  a  warmer  flow,  and  the  blight- 
ed villous  glide  before  me.  O,  nature  1  thou  who 
haft  made  us  capable  of  fo  much  blifs,  why  is  it  thy 
decree  that  we  (hall  fink  in  forrow  i  Why  muft  our 
joys  be  fo  often  fhriveTd  by  the  cold  touch  of  indu- 
rating despair  1  [Exit, 

Enter  Selim  and  Fatima. 

Fat.  Selim,  was  not  that  the  Ruffian  Have  who- 
■  departed  as  we  enter'd  f  Surely  it  was,  and  with  a  look 
of  plcafure  I— 

Selim.  Plcafure!  I  am  glad  to  hear  it.  lam  fart- 
her melancholy  has  thrown  a  gloom  over  the  whole 
harem. 

Fat.  What  an  odd  whim  it  is  in  our  matter  to 
grow  fond  of  the  mind  of  a  woman !  Did  ever  any 
body  hear  of  a  woman's  mind  before  as  an  object  of 
paffion  ? 

Selim.     I  don't  underftand  it. 

DUETTE.     Selim  and  Fatima. 

Give  me  (you)  a  female  foft  and  kind, 
Whofe  joy  'twould  be  to  pleafe  me  (ye)  1 

The  beauties  of  her  precious  mind, 
Would  neither  charm  nor  teize  me  (ye). 
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The  dimpled  cheek,  and  fparkling  eye, 
To  me  (you)  arc  wit  and  found  fenfe; 

And  better  worth  a  lover's  ugh, 
Than  ftores  of  mental  nonfenfe. 

The  touch  of  honied  velvet  lips 
Is  reafon  and  bright  fcience, 

And  he  who  at  that  fountain  dips, 
May  fcorn  the  JVhk's  alliance. 


1ND   OF    TH1    TBIRB  ACT. 
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SCENE    t.—A J  $htadt>angle—0>t  Me  Side  of  the 
Square  is  a  very  high  Garden  WaU ;  behind  whieb 

ate  beard  frequent  Burfts  ef  Laughter A   ia 

Grequh  is  feen  moving  from  Place  t*  Placey  trying 
to  peep  tbrtugb.  ■ 

A  ia  Greque. 
IjEVIL  take  the  workmen  who  built  the  wall  1 
Not  a  chink  or  cranny  can  I  find  to  fend  in  the  thou- 
(andth  part  of  an  eye-beam  [laugh  within].  Then 
they  go  again  1  Oh,  you  Tweet  tits  you  1  I  wifh  I 
was  one  amongft  ye.  [Enter  a  Turi,  and  trej/es.] 
Hark  ye,  Mr.  Gravity  !  Is  there  no  getting  a  peep  aC 
thefe  jolly  girls  f 

Turk.    No. 

A  la  Gr.  What,  are  they  never  fuffer'd  to  ba 
feen  by  a  handfome  Cbriftian  young  fellow  like  me  i 

Turk.    No. 

A  ia  Gr.  D'ye  think  they'd  take  it  amifs  if  a 
man  was  to  venture  bis  neck  over  the  wall,  to  get  at 
them? 

Turk.    No. 

A  LA 
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A  tA  Gr;  D'ye  believe  the  Bafla  would  forgive 
i'uch  an  innocent  piece  Of  curiofity  I 

Turk.    No. 

A  la  Gh.  Egad,  you  manage  your  words  diC 
erectly — Arc  you  afraid  your  flock  won't  laft  the  win- 
ter, fliou'd  you  fpend  too  matiy  thefe  fummer  months  ? 

Turk.    No. 

A  la  Gr.  Well  donej  rriy  boy !  Since  you  are  im 
fond  of  the  word,  I'll  give  ye  a  fong  on  the  fubjeft. 

SONG,    A   la   Gafi^oB. 

A  pretty  geinmari  once  1  faw, 
The  neighbours  faid  he  ftudied  law, 
When  full  of  grief, 
In  'a  hand  a  brief, 

A  poor  man  came, 
Good  Sir,  he  cried, 
Plead  on  my  fide, 

The  lawyer  canltfs  anfwer'd— *No ! 

A  rich  gGwn'd  parfon  wou'd  you  afk 
To  do  a  charitable  ta(k 
For  Tom  and  Sue, 
A  couple  true, 

Who'd  fain  be  tied) 
With  eye  elate, 
And  ftrut  of  ftate, 

The  parfon  furly  anfwerg— No  i 
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Should  lab'ring-  honeft  low-fed  Dick, 
In  fpite  of  flawing,  very  fiqk. 
To  doctor  fend, 
By  fame  kind  fjiend. 
TOjbtjt  advice  j 
Hefttait  will  fee 
No  hope  of  fee, 
And  tea  to.  one  he  anfw»rs— No,  I, 

A  fenator  you  afk'd  to  vote, 
The  dear  red  book  he  knows  by  rote, 
His  country's  good 
He  underftood 

You  had  in  view, 
But  flionM  he  find 
No  place  dcfign'd, 
His  bow  ptlitt  you  know,  means — No ! 

To  a  young  beauty  wou'd  you  kneel, 
And  talk  of  all  the  pangs  you  feel  I 
With  eye  alkance 
She'll  fteal  a  glance, 

And  bluflung  figh, 
But  fhou'd  you  prefs 
Her  power  to  blefs, 
She'll  whifper  forth  a  trembling — Na ! 

Turk.    I  like  your  fong. 

A  la  Gr.     I  like  your  praife. 

Turk.  And  to  reward  ye,  I'D  dew  ye  a  place* 
where,  by  the  help  of  loofe  bricks,  and  good  climbing, 
I  fometimes  get  a  fquint  at  the  girls  j— though  if  it 
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was  known,  I  fhould  never  fqnint  on  this  fide  paradiff 
again. 

A  la  Gr.  You  are  an  honeft  fellow,  and  'tis  pit? 
you  are  a  Turk — but  it  can't  be  help'd,  and  'tis  to  be 
hoped  a  man  may  travel  to  heaven  at  laft,  though  hf 
never  leaves  the  country  in  which  he  was  fwaddjed.w 
Come  along  1  [hurries  him  off] 

SCENE    II,      The  Gardw. 
/inter  female  Slaves,  finging  and  beriming  tt>  thtir  cemr 
panioMf  wht  enter  from  apfefite  wings  all  the  y/oy  nj>, 
During  the  fang  ethers  entert  dancing  u  the  mufic, 

CHORUS— Of  Female  Slavu. 
Come  away  !  come  away! 

Companions  fo  gay! 
Come  away !  Come  away ! 
Companions  fo  gay !  £fc. 

SONCJ,  AH9  Chorul 
This  is  Freedom's  precious  hour, 

Welcome,  airy,  fportive  Mirth  J 
We'lJ  enjoy  thee  whilft  we've  pow7> 

Gjve  .to  all  thy  wbjmfies  birth, 

jLet  the  crofs  ones  burft  with  fpite, 

We'll  ne'er  heed  their  fhrugs  or  frown*, 

Vary  ev'ry  fweet  delight, 

Wbije  blytbe  Joy  our  labour  crown*. 

£ameaway!  Sec. 

%%  A.t* 
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A  la  Git.  [frem  tht  top  »f  the  walt\  Hah !  hah  1 
you  little  merry  rogues,  you're  there,  are  ye  ? 

[The  women  jhritky  and  all  g9  off%  excepthAVR. 
and  Fatima. 
Laur.     What  audacity!  Pre/uming  flave,  do  you 
know  the  confequence  of  your  temerity  ? 

A  la  Gr.  Yes,  I  can  guefs  at  it,  that  you  are  all 
fet  a  longing,  and  are  ready  to  aft  rac  to  come  down 
amongft  you. 

Laur.     You  are  impertinent.  [Sxti, 

Fat.  Do  you  hear,  young  man  f— "  you  arc  im- 
pertinent"— Yes,  you  are  an  infolent,  prefuming,  au- 
dacious— fweet  fellow,  hang  me  if  he  is  not.  [Exit. 
A  la  Gr.  Ah,  you  fweet  little  faucy  jade,  come 
under  the  wall,  and  blow  me  a  Icifs— You  won't !  Why 
get  along  then,  you  ill-humour'd  baggages— Hah ! 
what,  you  look  back,  do  you  ?  You'd  better  think  on't, 
and  turn — What,  the  grapes  are  four,  are  they  \  Ah, 
ah !  I  under  (land  you — this  is  a  fine  place  for  the 
gypfies,  hang  me  if  it  is  not— Thefe  Turks  have  a 
life  on't— Such  fine  girls,  and  ftich  fine  gardens— 
Whu !  who  comes  here  f  This  is  another — Yes,  yes, 
I'll  turn  Turk — There's  nothing  like  it,  I  fee. 

Entir  Paulina. 
A  la  Gr.     Hark  ye,  pretty  maid— come  this  way. 
Pau.      Gracious !     where   can   that   voice  come 
from?  I  fee  nobody,  [running  about] 

A  la  Gr.  I  fay,  you  little  rogue,  if — Why,  how 
can  this  be  ?  If  my  eyes  are  my  own  eyes,  and  if  her 
eyes  are  hers,  it  is  Paulina,  the  daughter  of  old  Pe- 
trowitz. 

Pau. 
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Pau.  [Clapping  her  hands.]  As  Cure  as  that  im- 
pudent head  was  once  on  the  fhoulders  of  A  la  Greque; 
who  ever  thought  of  feeing  it  oh  the  top  of  a  Turkifli 
wall  ?  How  came  you  amongft  them  ?  Did  they  buy 
you  too? 

A  la  Gr.  Buy  me  !  No,  I  was  taken  fighting  in 
a  little  fkirmifh,  where  I  had  only  time  to  difarm  half 
a  dozen  Turks,  and  kill  a  few  Bafias ;  and  now  the 
cowardly  rogues  have  fliut  me  up  here,  for  fear  I 
fhould  do  them  further  mifchief — I  believe  they  think 
I  have  a  defign  upon  the  crown. 

Pau.     Law  I  only  think  of  it. 

A  la  Gr.  Didn't  you  hear  that  the  Grand  Turk 
had  ofFer'd  a  reward  for  my  head  ? 

Pau.  Your  head  \ — Why,  what  could  he  do  with 
it? 

A  la  Gr.  Faith,  I  had  no  inclination  to  enquire, 
fo  I  took  to  my  heels  and  carried  it  off. 

Pau.     Then  how  came  it  there  ?  [pointing.] 

A  LA  Gr.  Didn't  I  tell  ye  that  a  whole  army  fet 
upon  me  and  my  matter,  and  brought  us 

Pau.  Mercy !  is  your  mafter  here,  count  Orloff  ? 
"  A  la  Gr.  Is  he  ?  aye,  lock'd  up  within  the  brazen 
gates  of  this 

Pau.  Why,  if  ever  I  heard  the  like— Within  the 
fame  gates  is  locked  up  lady  Alexins,  who  was  Hole 
from  him  by  thefe  odious  Turks. 

A  la  Gr.  She  here  too  I  Why,  this  place  is  like 
the  fick  lion's  den,  where  all  the  beafts  of  the  fbreft 
affembled  together.! 

Voices  [without]  Help!  help!  here's  a  man  talk- 
ing to  one  of  the  female  Jlaves. 

E  3  Ala 
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A  IA  Git.  I'll  prove  ye  a  liar  In  your  teeth  {pit 
Aw*]. 

Slaves  t»//r. 

Jsm.     Where  is  the  man  to  whom  you  talked  r 

FAu.  Man  ! — Do  Men  grow  ori  the  bufh.es  in  your 
Country  \  There  is  no  other  way  of  a  man's  finding 
himfelf  in  this  garden,  I  fancy. 

Ism.  I  heard  his  voice— 'Let  us  drag  her  befora 
the  Bafla.— Go  you  and  fearch  the  gardens. 

20*.  Slave.  [Apart]  Take  care  what  ye  do-* 
This  is  the  new  Have  whom  we  were  "commanded  W 
treat  with  fo  much  refpefl— We  (hall  bring  mifchief  on 
ourfelves — Her  word  will  go  further  than  ours  as  long 
as  file's  in  favour. 

Ism.  I  underftand  you— [turning]-— I  thought  I 
heard  the  voice  of  a  man, — but  founds  deceive  one 
—it  might  be  a  bullfinch  perhaps — beg  pardon  for 
the  miitake,  lady.  [Exeunt  Slaves, 

Pau.  A  man  a  bullfinch,  ha,  ha,  ha  !  Tbefe  fhipid 
Creatures -might  be  perfuaded,  I  dare  fay,  that  a  cat 
was  a  green  flipper.  Well,  how  oddly  things  turn 
out !— Little  does  lady  Alexins  think  her  huiband  is 
fo  near  her. — Hift  !  A  la  Greque  I  A  la  Grcque ! — 
[Lading  towards  tht  tap  eftbt  wall] — Pfha  1  he's  gone 
now — Well,  I'll  run  and  blefs  her  with  the  news, 
and  then  take  one  more  leflbri  for  my  behaviour  to  the 
Bafla.— I  fhall  be  able,  after  that,  to  behave  as  proudly 
as  though  my  father  were  a  noble  of  the  land — Let  me 
fee — How  is  it  jo  be  a  fine  lady  ?  Firft,  I  muft  dif- 
guife  all  the  feelings  of  my  heart— But  how  can  I  do 
fo  without  telling  fibs  ?  Well,  fine  ladies  don't  mind 
that.— Second,  when  he  '  kneels,  I  muft  turn  from 
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him,  or  hum  a  tune — thus — [hums] — Did  you  (peak 
to  me,  Sir  ?— And  when  the  charming  man— 0  Lord  1 
I  (hall  never  do  it,  as  though  I  were  us'd  to  it— 
When  he  attempts  to  kifs  me,  I  muft  complain  of 
his  infolencc,  and  walk  away  in  this  manner.  [Walks 
*/Ffitrnfu!!y.] 

SCENE,       The  BuUdmgs. 
Enter  Azim,  with  ttbtr  Slaves, 
.  .  Azim.    Shall  we  Hand  by  each  other,  brothers  I 
Will  you  be  faithful  f  . 

Ism.  Aye,  that  we  will ;  we  muft  do  as  you  bid 
us— You  are  over  us.  By  allowing  that,  we  generally 
come  Mwr  him.     [7i  anetber,} 

Azim.  Well  then,  you  fee  how  the  cafe  (lands ; 
Die  is  come  wonderfully  into  favour,  and  will,  with- 
out doubt,  be  reyeng'd  on  us,  for  the  feverities  the 
receiv'd  in  our  lord's  abfence.  The  Bafla  has  juil 
now  threaten'd  vengeance  to  all  who  difpleafe  her. 

Slave.  Will  it  not  difpleafe  her  then  to  be  put 
into  a  prifon  ? 

Azim.  *Tis  likely  it  may — but  what  is  that  to  us  I 
We  can,  whenever  we  determine  to  do  fo,  connive  at 
her  efcape ;  and  if  we  allow  her  to  leave  the  palace, 
(he'll  readily  pardon  the  prifon ;  fo,  {he'll  be  gratified, 
and  we  (hall  be  fkreen'd. 

Ism,  Welt,  well ;  let  her  be  locked  up  as  you 
laid,  and  then  perfuade  him  (he  has  efcaped. 

2d,  Slave.  We  can  dig  down  part  of  an  old  wall, 
and  drop  a  ladder  at  the  bottom,  and  then  it  won't  bt 
doubted. 

£  4  Azim. 
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Azim.  Yes ;  and  that  old  tower  will  be  a  proper 
place  to  confine  her  in ;  then,  if  need  be,  fhe  can 
hereafter  be  produced,  for  I  don't  entirely  approve  of 
poifoning  her. 

Ism.  No,  not  at  prefent — it  may  be  more  con- 
venient hereafter — [drily] — Where  {ball  we  feize  her  ? 

Azim.  She  is  generally  in  the  garden,  and  alone — 
— it  will  not  be  difficult  if  we  watch  for  a  moment 
When  Muftapha  is  abfent. 

Slave.     Here's  fome  one  coming. 

Azim.  Then  let  us  difperie  feveral  ways.  People 
who  have  a  plot  in  hand  fhould  never  be  feen  together 
t-Aflight  of  crows  always  proclaims  a  carcafe. 

[Exeunt  fever  ally,   ■ 

Eater  Orloff,  fiSewed  ty  A  LA  Greque, 

Oeloff.  Purfue  me  not,  thou  contemptible  wretch ! 
My  forrows  are  too  profound  to  be  interrupted  by  re- 
fentment  at  thy  folly — Oh,  mo(t  inhuman  fate !  To 
know  that  my  Alcxina  lives,  to  know  that  fhe  exilts 
in  this  province,  and  not  to  know  where — My  chains 
are  become  heavy  indeed  !— They  are  infupportable  I 

A  LA  CjR.  Let  me  lift  them  for  you,  Sir— I  can 
make  them  jingle  lighter. 

Orloff.     Begone,  I  fay. 

A  la  Gr.  Well,  I'll  go — People  often  drive  their 
good  fortune  from  them,  like  you.  I  fhall  only  fay, 
as  I  was  laying  before,  that  this  houfe  has  a  garden, 
and  that  this  garden  has  a  wall. 

Orlqff.  Oh,  my  charming  bride  *•■  could  I  but 
cheer  thee  by  my  voice,  could  I  but  leflen  thy  anguifb, 
by  {peaking  to  thee  my  awn. 
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A  la  Gr.     Well,  a  iwiff— What  is  a  wall  t«  me  ? 

Orloff.  Could  I,  each  morning,  when  I  greet  its 
Tays,  behold  but  thee,  I  could  bear  to  live  even  in  this 
wretched  Irate,  and  every  heavy  night  1  could  creep 
to  my  ftraw  pallet  with  lefs  defpondency,  having  firft 
receiv'd  from  thy  fweet  eyes,  farewell  ! 

A  laGr.  To  be  Cure  the  wall  is  a  high  wall,  and 
a  ftrong  wall ;  but  it  is  but  a  wall. 

Orloff.     If  thou  dareft  mention  the  wall  again. 

A  la  Gr.  Well,  I  won't  then ;  but  was  I  to  tell 
you,  my  Lord,  what  that  wall  contains,  I  really  believe 
you'd  forgive  all  my  faucinefs  for  ten  years  to  come. 

Orloff.  Surely  thou  haft  a  meaning!  What 
would'ft  thou  fay  f 

A  la  Gr,     A  meaning !  Aye,  fiich  a  meaning! 

Orloff.     Oh,  trifle  not ! 

A  la  Gr.  Why  then,  in  two  words,  I  have  climbed 
the  garden  wall,  and  who  do  you  think  I  few  in  the 
garden—Who  do  you  think  ? 

Orloff,  Oh  fpeak !  [grafping  his  band)  Speak ! 
rny  foul  hangs  upon  thy  words — Could'ft  tbou  but 
know  what  J  fee}! 

A  la  Gr,  Then,  my  Lord,  there,  as  fure  as  you 
loft  your  bride  on  the  day  of  marriage,  there  I  (aw  the 
fair  Paulina,  daughter  of  old  Petrowitz. 

Orloff.    Oh!  [drift] 

A  la  Gr.  Mon  Dieu !  if  the  joy  of  that  has  been, 
too  much  for  him,  how  would  he  have  borne  it,  if  I 
bad  feen  his  wife  ?  [goes  to  bim\  My  Lord — my  Lord  1 
Why  he's  as  pale  as  death — I  dare  hot  tell  him  now 
fjbat  Alexina  is  within  a  hundred  yards  of  him. 

Orloff. 
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Orlopf.  Bitter,  bitter  difappointmcnt  1  it  has  been 
a  flab  to  my  heart — Barbarous  wretch !  [fifing  and 
JXxing  bins'}  to  raife  and  feed  my  hopes  with  fuch  artful 
cruelty,  and  then— but  why  do  I  talk  to  thee  ?  [Exit. 
AlaGr.  So!  what  he  is  difeppointtd  then  !  Why 
if  he  would  but  have  had  patience,  I  was  juft  going  to 
tell  him  that  his  wife — but  hang  patience !  'tis  a  (curvy 
virtue,  and  not  fit  for  a  gentleman.  /  have  no  pa- 
tience to  know  there  are  fo  many  line  girls  caged  up 
here  for  that  gretdy  Doc  the  Bafla.  I'll  try  to  pick  a 
bone  with  him,  though  j— and  if  I  can  once  Jay  hold 
•f  one  of  his  pullets,  he  fhall  find  it  as  difficult  to  get 
her  oat  of  my  fangs,  as  it  would  be  to  make  a  judge' 
dance,  or  a  bifhop  cut  capers,  [Exit. 

SCENE,       Tbt  Prifin. 
[Vaiett  art  heard  witbsuty  Alexina  Jbritls.] 

AziM.  [entering']  Stop  her  mouth,  and  drag  her  in. 
[Al-EXINA  is  dragged  in — btr  bair  dijhevttt  d.~\ 

Alex.  Monfters !  if  ye  are  of  the  human  race,defift 
— -O  drag  me  not  from  day,  and  from  my  hufband  ! 

Azim.  This  is  your  habitation,  Madam,  make  the 
beft  of  it. 

Alex.  At  whofe  command  is  it  my  habitation  ? 
What  is  my  crime  ?  You  a£t  without  the  knowledge 
of  your  Lord— and  if  you  do^  doubt  not  his  vengeance? 
O,  it  is  not  poffible  that  he  can  authorize  this  cruelty ! 

Azim.  Come,  come,  Madam,  a  few  weeks  (pent 
here  will  quiet  yow  a  little — Your  forrows  won't  be 
half  fo  violent  a  fortnight  hence  as  they  are  now — Let 
that  comfort  you, 

Alex* 
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Alex.  A  fortnight !  Oh,  it  is  an  eternity  !  Death 
Is  nothing  to  this.  Dragg'd  at  fucb  a  moment  from 
light,  and  health,  and  hope !  [naming  wildly  about}  Of 
Azim,  my  husband  is  here — my  husband  is  at  hand) 

Azim.    Then  let  him  get  ye  out,  if  he  can. 

Alex*  O,  belt  of  men,  hear  me  I  [kneeling]  Tell 
him  only  that  his  Alexina  is  here,  that  he  may  walk 
round  my  prifon,  that  I  may  hear  his  fteps  through  the 
chinks  of  thefe  diunal  walls,  and  my  foul  {hall  blefs 
thee. 

Azim.  Oh,  you  ate  mighty  humble  now  j  yet  you 
know  what  infolence  I  have  borne  from  you. 

Alex.  I  meant  it  not — Oh,  forgive  me,  forgive 
me  !  Here,  take  this  ring,  let  it  purchafe  my  forgive- 
nefs.  [fifing]  It  is  rich,  but  not  half  fo  rich  as  (hall 
be  thy  reward,  if  thou  wilt  be  my  friend*— if  thou  wilt 
pity  me  I 

Azim  .  Well,  I  am  fo  far  feften'd  that  I  permit  thee 
to  ufe  the  apartment  next  to  this- — It  has  more  air  am) 
light— I'll  unlock  it— its  laft  inhabitant  had  it  fourteen 
years,  [whilft  he  goes  to  unlock  it-,  Alexina  clafps  her 
hands,  and  fixes  her  eyes  wildly]  There  !  you  (hall  each 
day  have  your  allowance  of  food  regularly  brought] 
but  whether  you  are  ever  releafed  or  not,  depends  on 
yourfelf—  Be  patient !  That  only  can  fcrve  you. 

Alex,  Patient  I  Oh  yes,  I'll  try  to  be  patient} 
though  much  I  fear  my  brain  will  be  difturbed. 

Azim.  Well,  you'll  be  difturbed  by  nothing  elfe 
— Your  apartment  will  be  quiet  enough,  whatever 
your  brain  may  be — Come,  Madam.  [Puts  her  At, 
mndjhutt  the  dtar,\    There,  (he's  lafe,  and  that  makes 
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vs  fafe. — Now,  let  us  go  and  fix  the  rope-ladder,  and 
then  fwear  flie  has  Heaped.  Comrades  ■!  They  talk 
ef  countries,  where,  what  we  have  done,  might  be 
punifhed  by  the  law — but  we  fear  no  punifhment  while 
we  can  deceive  our  matter.  [Exeunt,  laughing. 


SSD  OT  THI   FOURTH  ACT. 
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A    C    T      V. 

SCENE, 
A  fpachus  Apartment  in  thi  Harem, 

Enter  Paulina,  running  /rem  the  Ttf. 

Pau.  [Leaking  bad.']  THE  fwect  man  follows  me 
Ml.  Hah  !  Lauretta  little  thinks  the  difficulty  I  have 
had  to  behave  to  him  as  tho'  I  hated  him — How  hard 
it  is  when  one  fees  a  great  gentleman,  and  fa  hand. 
Come  withal,  ready  to  die  at  one's  feet,  to  be  forced 
to  be  fnappifh  and  Hl-natur'd — Laws !  he's  coming 
here— Which  way  wall  I  run  next  F     [Looking  about. ~\ 

Ibra.  [Entering}  Oh,  fly  me  not — yet  fly !  Even 
the  diftance  you  throw  me  at  gives  you  a  thoufand, 
charms,  and  whilft  it  tortures,  it  bewitches  me. 

Pau.'    [JJidi]     I  do  like  to  hear  him  talk. 

Ibra.  You  fmile !  Ah,  did  you  know  the  value 
of  thofe  rofy  funics,  you  would  not  beflow  on  me 
more  than  one  in  a  thoufand  hours — ■Each  is  worth  a 
diadem. 

Pau.  I  fuppofe  you  hope  by  all  this  to  make  me 
forget  I  am  a  captive,  and  a  flave  [prttending  to  cry, 
then  turning  awayy  laughing}. 

Ibra.  You  can  be  neither — It  is  I  who  am  your 
flave — You  bold  the  chains  of  my  deftiny— Ha !  let 
me  catch  your  tears  ! 

Pau, 
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Pau.  I  tell  you  once  again,  that  I  can  never  bt 
happy  here — I  hate  die  life  people  lead  in  harems — A 1J 
iadifmal,  not  even  a  window  to  the  flrcet !  Nothing  to 
look  at  but  trees,  and  fountains,  and  great  whiikers, 
and  black  flaves, 

Ibea.  Could  I  but  have  the  tranfport  to  toucfc 
your  heart,  all  thofe  objects  would  give  you  new  im- 
preffions~-Thit  hated  harem  would  fcem  trarlsform'd, 
and  would  become  an  enchanted  palace  of  pleafiire. 

Pah.  But  I  tell  you,  I  will  never  fuffer  my  heart 
to  be  touch'd. — It  is  very  hard  that  J  muft  belie  my 
conscience  fo,  my  heart  leaps  every  time  X  look  at 
him.     [Afule.] 

Ibra.    Who  knows   what  perfevering,  conftant 
love  may  do?     You  may  at  length  be  foften'd,  at 
length— rOh  rapture  !  confefs  the  delicious  pain  f 
Pau,     [JJidt]    I  long  to  confejs  it  now,  if  J  might 
■    fpeak  out. 

Ibra.  Moff  charming  creature,  deign  but  to  look 
on  me,  (ay  only  that  I  am  not  hateful  to  you. 

Pau.  Aye,  that  would  be  the  trueft  word  I  ever 
fpoke  [afidi\.  But  I  will  fay  that  you  are  hateful  to 
me,  and  I  do  declare,  if  you  ever  fpeak  to  me  about 
love  agaitwl— I  don't  know  what  may  be  the  con- 
(equence— I  muff  get  away,  or  all  my  fine  leffbns  will 
be  forgo*  [afidt],  In  that  room  yonder  I  fee  ladies 
finging  and  playing  ;  but  don't  you  come  to  us  now, 
I  charge  you— I  will  not  have  you  come,  or  if  you 
do  come  in  half  an  hour,  not  a  word  [looking  baci]—r 
No,  not  one  word  about  love.  [Exit, 

t   Ibra.     Oh,  if  there  is  language  in  eyes,  her  words 
arc  folfc— Her  lips  forbid  my  love,  but  her  eye  inr 

vites 
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?ites  it— Charming  fex !  who  know  how  to  make  re- 
fufal  blifs  j  and  who  can  give  delight  even  in  denying  t 
Half  an  hour  did  (he  banifli  me — Ob,  I'll  follow  her 
inftantly — Every  moment  fpent  where  flie  is  not,  is  a 
moment  not  to  be  counted  in  my  exiftence.  [Going 
—Noije  behind.]  Ha !  what  none  is  that  r  .  [Putt  bit 
hand  to  bis  Jejmutar.]  The  founds  of  violence  in  the 
bofom  of  my  retirement  I 

O&loff.  [tVttbotti,]  Bafp  flares,  in  vain  you  op- 
pofe  me  )  Were  your  mailer  furrounded  by  iaftru- 
ments  of  torture,  and  nrintfters  of  vengeance,  I  would 
force  my  way. 

IFirdng  iitf  Slaves,  endeavouring  fa  witkksld  him — after 
•  tbewtt  Muxby  titters, 

Ibra.  [Fumtj,}  Your  way!  What, here?  Thole 
apartments,  chriitian,  ace  (acred  j  and  did  not  I  pay 
fonic  regard  to  your  fame  as  a  foldier,  and  your  rank- 
in  the  Imperial  army,  by  Mahomet,  your  life's  quick 
ftream  fhould  pay  me  for.  the  infulb 

Oblofe.  Talk  not  of  life,  dishonourable -man! 
Reftore  to  me  my  bride— Reftore-— but  canil  thou  re* 
flor-e  her  f  Oh,  canft  thou  reftore  to  me  the  spot- 
less, angel,  whom  hoavea'e  moll  facred  ordinance 
made  mine? 

Ibra.  Wretches  !  allow  a  madman  to  invade  my 
retirement. 

Oklqff.  Thy  retirement I  Thy  life,  bale  Turk  I 
wall  be-  invaded.  No  madman,  but  an  injur'd  huf- 
band  Hands  before  thee  1  Reftore  her  j — Give  her  back 
'  to  me  cbafte  as  that  mom,  when  trembling,  Muffling 
from  the  altar,  I  led  her  to  parental  fields.— That  mora 
uoileft. 

%  Ibra, 
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Ibra.  Slaves  !  fpeak,  declare  whom  'tis  be  meails* 
•r  dread  my  vengeance— A  fear  hath  feiz'd  my  foul* 
that  curdles  all  my  blood— Should  it  be  fo-sfpealc ! 
[Fumu/fy,] 

Muley.  Mighty  Baffa !  We  fear  he  means  the 
lovely  Ruffian,  who  adorns  your  harem. 

Ibra.  Ah!  [wOM/]  Is  flie  his  wife?  Chriftiatt, 
art  tliou  the  bufiand  of  the  beauteous  flave  I  love  ? 

Orloff.  Love  1  Dar'ft  thou  give  birth  to  fuch  a 
phrafe  i  Love !  Oh  that  the  words  had  fcorpion's  teeth 
to  tear  the  throat  which  utters  them  1 

Ibra.  And  art  thou — O  curft  difcovery !  It  is  too 
true — My  heart  tells  me  it  is  true,,  and  hates  thee  for' 
the  conviction.  Tear  him  from  my  prefenee — I  dread 
the  energies  of  my  own  temper— tear  him  away,  left 
I  fliou'd  ftain  my  honor  with  the  blood  of  her  huiband 
whom  I  adore, 

Orloff.  I  will  not  flir — Give  way  to  all  your 
vengeance — Vengeance  would  now  be  mercy. 

Ibra.  Amidft  the  agonies  I  fee  thee  in,  thou  art 
my  envy !  She  is  thy  wife,  fbe  furely  loves  thee,  and 
pants  to  be  reftor'd  to  thy  arms — By  what  tortures 
would  I  not  purchafe  with  fuch  a  blifs — Bear  him  off, 
I  command — Yet  hurt  him  not,  but  drag  him  from 
die  harem. 
Orloff.    At  your  peril,  Haves. 

{The,  drag  him  of. ] 
Ibra.  And  now,  oh  wretched  Ibrahim  !  what  re- 
mains for  thee  ?  A  moment  fince,  the  fruit  of  felicity 
bent  down  within  thy  reach ;  the  branches  were  leaden 
with  happinefs,  and  thy  joys  bloom'd  forth  in  tender 
Modems ;  but  a  hurricane  is  come,  the  tree  is  torn  up 
9  b3 
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by  the  roots,  and  its  fruits  arc  devoured  by  diiappoint- 

Turk.  Mighty  Lord !  is  not  the  beauteous  flavt 
Within  thy  power  ? 

Ibra.  Within  my  power!  No,  fhe  is  removed 
from  it  for  ever.  As  my  flave,  I  have  undoubted 
right  over  her;  but  as  the  wife  of  another,  fhe  is 
(acred. 

Mulevi  Then  remove  her  from  yout  prefence* 
and  give  her  back  to  her  adoring  huiband. 

Ibra.  Never !  O  virtue,  in  exacting  that,  thy 
commands  are  too  rigorous;  Never,  never  can  I  fend 
her  from  mc-4  will  go  this  moment,  and  at  her  feet 
•s-Oh,  I  dare  not— *If  I  fee  her  I  am  loft — All  barriers, 
human  and  divine,  wou'd  fink  before  me— Beholding 
her  within  my  grafp,  and  the  dread  of  lofing  her, 
would  be  a  conflict  in  which  /  ttiou'd  be  loft,  and  fie 
'would  be  undone  !  I  fly  from  her— -I  tear  myfelf  from 
the  fweet  enchantment — Oh  wretched  hufband,  I  aflume 
voluntarily  the  miferies  I  have  beftow'd  on  thee  ! 

[  Sees  off  wildly ;  on  the  fid*  oppofitt  that,  at  vibkh 
Paulina  went.'] 
Turk.  What!  run  away  from  the  woman  he  loves, 
when  'flie  is  in  his  power !  She  is  htst  and  I  would  force 
her  to  make  me  happy. 

Muley.  His  generous  foirit  Would  abhor  the 
;deed  !  What,  though  his  paffions  are  headftrong  as  the 
mighty  north,  which  fhakes  the  pyramid  to  its  bafe,  and 
lifts  the  rooted  foreft  from  the  embracing  earth,  yet 
;will  refiection  like  aceleftial  miniftet  arrive,  and 
courgc  from  hit  foul  each  fpot  and  fordid  tint,  thtt 
^virtue  ought  to  ("corn,  or  manhood  blufh  at.  [Exeunt, 
F  Enter 
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Enter  Fatima,  end  another  Female  Slave, 

Fat.     Ah !  this  room  is  luckily  empty.   So,  bring 

in  the  Bafla's  feat— We'll  fct  it  up  here  before  it  goes 

to  the  pavilion  j   that  we  may  judge  of  it— Come, 

make  hafte.  [ffeaking  to  thofe  without] 

[Two  or  three  bring  in  between  them  a  light  Jfeal,  on 
wkltb  it  a  white  fattin  revering}  ornamented  with 
feftoom  ;  another  bringt  a /mail  white  fattin  mat- 
trafs,  trimm'dwttb  gold  fringe.] 
Fat.     There,,  fet  the  ftool  juft  there — Now  put 
on  die  covering — Give  me  the  mattrafs — There,  do 
you  fee  how  nicely  it  (its  ?  Now  bring  the  canopy. 
[Slaves  bring  in  a  canopy  ornamented  with  fef- 
toens,  gold  fringe^  and  taffels.] 
Fix  it  juft  here— There— that  will   do— Is   it  not 
pretty  ?  [walit  round  it] 

2d.  Slave.  It  is  delightful  f  How  charmed  the 
Baffa  will  be  when  he  fees  it  in  his  pavilion  at  fupper  ; 
and  he  will  praife  both  our  induftry  and  our  tafte. 

Fat.  Mercy  f  what's  that  noife  .'—Why— here 
comes  that  impudent  Have  who  was  hanging  over  the 
garden  wall. 

Enter  feveral  female  Slave!  ha/My,  followed  by  A  LA 

GftsqUB. 

AlaGr.     Mydear  pretty  little  creatures,  why  do 

you  fly  from  me  at  this  rate  ?     Grant  me  one  kifs  t» 

lave  my  life, — for  I  am  famiOi'd. 

Fat.  That  kits  would  fj?  thee  thy  life,  fhould  it 
be  known. 

Ala 
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,  A  la  Gr.  Known!  [getting  to  a  finall  dtflance-, 
tind  fptaking  in  rant]  Madam !  what  do  you  tike  me 
For  ?  Do  yo«  tttnlt  that  I,  Madam*  am  a  man  to  betray 
a  lady's  favours  I  I,  who  have  been  well  receiv'd  by 
ttuchcfles  add  marcbioaeflcs  ? 

FATi  [interrupting  bim)  DticheAes  apd  Marchio- 
Otffes !  What  are  they  ? 

A  La  Gr.  [in  bis  ufual  tone]  They  were  a  fort  of 
female  creatures*  my  dear*  who  once  infefted  Farts. 

FATi    And  where  a«  they  now  i 

A  la  G r.  Now,  my  fweet  charmer,  there  is  not 
toe  in  the  country,  I  mean  of  native  growth }  and  if 
the  neighbouring,  nations  do  not  now  and  then  fend 
them  one  for  a  fample,  a  duchefs  will  be  as  rare  an 
animal  in  France,  as  a  crocodile.-^- You  fweet  fellow ! 
[throwing  bit  arm  round  Fatima.] 
:.  FAt»  You&tffellowi  [braking  from  him}  Why 
you  are  quite  at  your  eafc. 

A  la  Gr.  I  always  am  J— and  I'll  fit  down  on 
this  pretty  feat,  and  be  quite  comfortable; 

Fat*  You  niuft  not  (it  there— -It  is  a  feat  made  on 
purpofe  for  the  Bafla.  [Tut  or  thru  endeavour  to  pre- 
vent  hitm\ 

A  la  Gr.     Well*  can't  you  fancy  me  the  Bafla  i 

tsits.} 

Enter  Lauretta. 

LaUK.  Mercy!  mercy!  What,  a  mart  amongfl 
ye  ?  are  ye  all  bewitched  ?      * 

A  LA  Gr.  No  s  they  have  only  bewitched  me — > 
Ah  I  you  lively  little  rogue,  [flying  to  /jfrj-^-Come 
here,  and  fit  down  by  rue,  and  yen  {hall  be  my  Bafla-efs. 
I  like  you  baft  of  ail. 

F  »  tAifK. 
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Laur.  If  you  like  your  own  life — Fly  fwiftcr  thaa 
the  light. 

AlaGr.  [rijkg]  With  you  anywhere. 

Laur.     Stranger,  this  is  no  place  for  gallantry,  or 
for  jefting ;  ate  you  not  afraid  of  death  ? 
■    A  la  Gr,     Afraid  of  him  f  No — Death  is  an  arif- 
tocrate !  and  I  am  bound,  as  a  Frenchman,  to  hate 
him. 

Azim.  [without]  Search  every  where,  I  Jay — He 
mull  be  hereabout — I  law  him  afcend, — Come  this 

wy. 

Laur.  There !  Now  your  eareleflhefs  or  your 
courage  will  be  equally  ineffectual.  Unhappy  ftranger, 
you  arc  on  the  threfhold  of  death. 

[The  fiavtt  clap  their  hand;,  and  firm  agMtz'd. 
rft.  Slave.  We  too  are  loft ! 
AlaGr.  Not  unlefs  /  am  found.  What  a  dozen 
women  without  a  trick  to  lave  one  man !  Ah !  I  am 
fenfible  of  my  imprudence  too  late.  [Throws  hhnfilf 
on  his  knees,  turning  firft  to  one,  then  to  another,']  Oh, 
lave  me  !  lave  me  ! 

Laur.  What  fignifies  your"  kneeling  f — yet,-  it 
Jha/t  lignify— Lower  !  [pujhing  him]  Lower  ftill  1  reft 
on  your  hands— Reach  that  covering— quick— quick ! 
[They  cover  him  with  the  drapery,  mattrafs,  fJa 
and  place  the  canopy  behind  him. 
■  Azim.  [Without]  Come  this  way  then— here  he 
muft  have  entered.  [Entire,  with  others.]  Fly  all 
of  ye — hide  yourfelves — A  man  is  (bmewhere  in  the 
harem. 

Laur.  And  what  are  we  to  fly  for  ?  Is  a  man  a 
t/ger,  that  we  fliou'd  be  Co  feared  ?     Who  is  he  i . 

Azim. 
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AziM.  The  new  French  Have— Frenchmen,  there 
is  no  being  guarded  againft. — They  make  free  every 
where. 

Laur.  At  leaft  they  have  made  them/elves  free 
AT  home  !  and  who  knows,  but,  at  laft,  the  (pirit 
they  have  raifed  may  reach  even  to  a  Turkifh  harem, 
and  the  rights  of  women  be  declared,  as  well  as  thofe 
of  men. 

Azim.  Don't  talk  to  me  of  the  rights  of  women 
—you  would  do  right  to  go  and  conceal  yourfelves  as 
I  order'd  ye — You,  Ifoiael,  and  Hafez  go  and  fearch 
the  inner  apartments,  I'll  wait  here,  with  the  reft,  to 
intercept  him,  fliould  he  efcape  ye. 

[Tula  Jlaves  gt  off. 

Laur.  O,  Well  intercept  him,  never  fear — you'd 
better  follow  the  reft.     {Pujhing  him.] 

Azim.  I  choofc  to  wait  here,  and  I'll  lit  down, 
for  I'm  horridly  tired. 

Laur.  Pardon  me,  Mr.  Azim— I  am  going  to  /it 
there  myfclf.     £S/rr,  on  A  la  Grequt.] 

Azim.     I  lay  7*11  fit  there,  Madam,  fo  get  up. 

Laur.  I  wonder  at  your  impertinence.  Surely 
we  may  keep  our  feats,  though  we  have  loft  our  li- 
berties- 

Azim.    I  have  been  walking  ever  fince  fun-rife. 

Laur.  Th.cn.  walk  till  it  fees— Motion  is  health- 
ful. 

Azim.    I  f»y  I  will  fit  down.— Give  me  the  feat. 

Laur.  A  fit-down  I  would  give  you  with  all  my 
heart,  and  fuch  a  one  as  you  fliould  never  forget ;  nut 
(his  feat  you -(hall  not  have. 

F  3  Aum« 
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AziM.  Say  you  fo— I'll  convince  you  in  a  moment, 
[Goes  ta  Lauretta,  aid  frizes  her  hand,  to  pull 
her  up. 

Ism.  [fPithtul]  We  have  found  him— We  hive 
found  him — There  is  a  door  raften'd  on  the  inftde— . 
He  tnuft  be  there, 

Azim.  Hah!  follow — follow— Now,  we'll  fl»ew» 
frenchman  what  liberty  is  in  Turkey. 

[Exit  with  the  male  Anus.     Lauretta  ri/es, 

A  LA  Gr.  [Getting  up  with  the  levering  about  him} 
That  feljow  is  certainly  defended  from  Cerberus,  or 
an  Englifh  maftiff.  My  precious  burden,  how  mail  I 
thank  you  !  Jupiter,  when  loaded  with  Europa  on  his 
back,  was  not  half  fo  much  charmed  with  her,  as  I 
am  with  you-  [Slaves  ffeak  without, 

Lal'b.  Wafte  not  an  jnftant — They  are  return-, 
(ng— Begone  I 

A  la  Gr.  Well,  good  bye  then,  and  heav'n  blcft 
ye  all,  and  fend  to  each  liberty  and  a  husbasd  ' 

[They  pub  him  off 

2d.  Slave.  What  a  kind  man  he  is !  How  happy 
muft  Frenchwomen  be  to  have  fuch  lovers  for  huf- 
bands. 

Lacr.  Yes,  my  dear,  they  wou'd  be  (b ;  bunin- 
luckily  hufbands  forget  to  be  lovers— Let  us  run  and 
appeafe  Azim,  you  hear  he  is  Ipud,  and  his  vengeance 
may  fall  upon  us— Hafte — hafte  ! 

[Exeunt  hafiilyy  afl  but  Fatima, 

Fat.     I'll  make  no  hafte  about  it.    [Lotting  roynd 

irrtfohttely,]    Hang  me  if  I  don't  try  to  change  a  wwj 

Dr   two  with   that   agreeable   Frenchman — I  than'Q 

like  to  know  a  little  of  tiieir  cuftoms— Such  an  op- 

portu,njtj 
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portunity  can't  happen  above  once  in  one's  life— -So, 
Moniieur  Azim,  ha,  ha,  ha  I  What  a  fool  he  is 
now.  [Exit. 

SCENE,     The  Gardtn. 

Enter  Ibr  amim  /rem  towards  thi  Tip,  thoughtfully,  fel~ 
lew'd  at  a  fmall  Dtflanct  by  Muley. — He fighs  deeply, 

Muley,  Alas!  my  Lord,  dare  tout  Have  offer 
you  confolation  ? 

Ibka.    I  can  receive  none. 

Muley.  I  know  that  in  afflictions  like  your's, 
there  can  be  but  one  fupport,  that  is  in  virtue — there, 
my  Lord • 

I-bra.  [Interrupting]  Yes,  I  have  refolv'd ! — She 
fhajl  be  facred— her  chaftity  for  ever  inviolate  !  and 
perhaps,  [ftghing]  perhaps  X  may  hereafter  reftore  her 
to  her  hulband, 

Muley.  That  will  be  a  moment  of  triumph  to 
yotrfelf.— When  magnanimity  thus  conquers  affliction, 
afflrtlion  may  be  envied.— Such  a  moment  is  the  im- 
primature  of  heaven  on  the  purified  heart — it  is  the 
exaltation  of  virtue. 

Ibra.  O  virtue  !  when  I  can  do  that,  thou  may'ft 
boaft  a  victory  indeed  I  When  I  can  refolve  no  more 
to  look  on  the  foft  radiance  of  her  eyes— When  I  can 
refolve  to  behold  no  more  the  natural  and  unartful 
graces  that  adorn  her— When  I  ihall  feck  thofe  groves 
in  vain  for  that  dear  form ;  when  I  fhall  liflen,  and 
bear  her  voice  no  more— then,  then,  O  virtue  !  thou 
jnay'ft  baafi  thy  triumph.  [-After  a  faufe.]  Leave 
F  4  me, 
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me,  for  night  and  folttudc  beft  foit  the  colour  of  my 
mind.  [Ex^nt. 

[ORtOFF  appears  at  the  top  of  the  wall,  where  A  LA 

Greque  had  before  bmfiPh  P*rf«#  *»  him.'] 
Orioff.     Quick,  pri'thee!   mount,  and  give  me 

the  r0pe 0 1  thou  art  as  flow  as  if  this  moment  were 

not  the  moft  precious  of  my  life !   As  though  this  gar- 
den did  not  contain  my  Alexina. 

AlaGr.  [Appearing]  Conflder,  I  have  but  juft 
had  one  cfcape,  my  Lord,  and  another  efcape  may 
efcape  mt — There  \  here's  the  rope,  if  you  will  be  fo 
venturcfome — but  don't  blame  me  if  they  mould  make 
'  you  dangle  at  the  end  of  it. 

Orloff.  [takes  tbt  end  of  tl?e  rope,  and  Is  lit  down] 
There !  Environ'd  with  dangers  as  I  am,'  this  moment 
is  dear  to  me,  and  the  firft,  that  for  fucceedi'ng  months 
has  given  my  benighted  foul  one  gleam  of  comfort. 

A  LA'  Gr.  Well,  my  Lord,  I  leave  ye  to  your 
comfort— I  am  off— rThe  very  moon  over  my  head 
feems  to  fay,  *'  Sweet  Monfieur  A  la  Greque,  your 
rnafler  is  very  little  better  than  a  lunatic ;  fo,  take  care 
of  yourfelf" — I  am  off  [goes  down] 

Orloff,  Ye  confcjous  yralks,  which  the  feet  of 
my  Alexina  have  fo  often  prefs'd,  ye  bending  tre<p, 
whoie  boughs  have  given  to  her  beauties  your  fort 
fliade  j  ye  fountains,  whofe  murmurs  have  fomedmes 
JulPd  her  forrows  to  repofe,  my  full  foul  greets  ye ! 
flah !  fure)y  her  voice  floated  on,  that  paffing  l?rent 
—No — all  is  ftijl.  That  pafling  breeze  may  bear 
upon  it's  wings  a  thpufand  notes,  but  none  like  hers. 
O,  thou  pale  moon,  thou  art  net  deck'd  to-night  in 
half  thy  glories  j  (bine  brighter,  put  on  thy  moft  fe-* 
ducivo 
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ducive  rays,  to  tempt  my  angel  from  her  fad  retire- 
ment !  [ Soft  mafic  at  a  diflance.\  Mufic  in  the  gar* 
dens  !  Near  that  fpot  then  I  {hall  not  fail  to  find  her 
— It  is  an  adjuration  her  foul  rauft  yield  to,  for  her 
foul  is  harmony.      [Exit.    Mufic  continues  a  few  bars. 

Enter  Paulina. 

Pau,  Where,  where  can  the  Bafla  conceal  him- 
felf  ?  I  am  tired  with  feeking  him — Can  he  be  offend- 
ed with  me,  that  be  flies  me  thus?  Alas!  I  feel  I 
could  not  bear  to  offend  him — Oh  no,  I  could  not ! 
[Enter  Mustapha.]  Ah,  Muftapha,  haft  thou  fee* 
the  Bafla  ? 

Mus.  Not  I— I  have  been  taken  up  in  watching 
'the  motions  of  A-zim,  who,  I  am  fine,  has  fome  plot 
in  hand,  though  I  cannot  divine  what— Where  is  the 
gentle  Alexina. 

Pau.  [Pettijhly]  I  don't  know — I  hav'n't  feen 
her  a  great  while. 

Mus.  Nor  I — I'll  go  in  queft  of  her — Should  the 
Bafla  have  feen  her,  I  would  not  give  a  cockle-fbell 
for  our  icheme.  {Going.]  But  what's  the  matter  ? 
Why,  you  look  as  dilmally  as  a  widow  at  the  funeral 
of  her  thirteenth  hufband. 

Pau.  I  can't  find  the  Bafla— I  have  bean  looking 
for  him  'till  my  eyes  ach— He  flies  me  now,  he  does 
indeed  [figbing], 

Mus.  Ay,  ay,  I  underfhnd  it — You  would  put 
too  much  honey  on  his  bread,  though  I  gave  ye  the 
caution — You  have  been  too  kind  to  him. 

P  AU.     {With  autcineft]    I  am  fure  I  have  not. 

Mm; 
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Mus.  Pho  1  pbo )  I  know  better — Have  you  not 
learnt,  child,  that  fondnefs  it  the  moft  cloying  food 
jn  the  world  r  Pafh  your  fweet  iauce  with  acid,  if 
you  would  not  have  jt  pall  upon  the  palate. 

Pau.  [Angrily]  §o  I  did  then — I  was  as  crofs  as 
I  could  peflibly  be — 1  never  treated  a  gentleman  (o 
hard  hearted  before.  To  he  Aire  I  muft  fay,  that  at 
leaving  him,  I  told  him-rl  told  htm  he  plight  folinti 
ine.     [Ctnfufed,] 

Mus.  Ay,  there's  the  cafe-*- You  invited  him  to 
follow,  and  he  jn  courfe  runs  away.     [Angrily.'] 

Pau.  Oh  dear  !    [Takes  out  a  fan  to  bide  her  ttars.] 

Mus.  If  I  were  a  woman,  wou'd  /  tell  a  man  to 
fellow  me  f  [Snatches  her  fan.]  This  is  the  away  yon 
fhou'd  treat  'em-»"  Keep  your  diftance,  {Sir — how 
**  can  you  be  To  rude  f  Fie  [  my  Lord,  it  is  quite 
**  mocking  !  [Fety  ajfecltd  and  extravagant  with  the 
**  mot'iont  of  the  fan.]  Oh,  monftrous  !  if  you  come 
K  nearer  I  (hall  faint !  I  hate  you  now,  I  do  indeed 
<*  — I  can't  poflibly  Dear  yt  ]»  This,  you  fee,  would 
be  graceful  and  captivating  [throwing  away  the  fan.] 

Paw,     Graceful  and  captivating  [   [Wttb  furprize.] 

Mus.  I  tell  yc,  the  women  are  all  fools !  and  if 
the  fweet  rogues  knew  what  they  loft  by  fubftituting 
rouge  for  bluftu'ng,  and  an  undaunted  look  for  modeft 
timidity,  we  fhould  Toon  fee  all  their  affectations 
fwallow'd  by  one,  and  that  would  be  the  affectation  of 
modefty.  [Exit. 

Pau.  I  hate  affectation-*-For  all  he  thinks  ha 
knows  fo  much,  the  next  .time  I'll  follow  my  own. 
way — I  am  fure  J  know  as  much  of  the  matter  as  h* 

H'-tnur 
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Re-enter  Mustafha. 

Jkf  US*  [Peeping  in  tbraugb  the  wing,"]  Remember 
the  hint  I  gave  you-— If  our  matter  fhou'd  fee  your 
Countrywoman,  all  your  hopes  are  gone  in  a  hurricane, 
You  may  as  well  attampt  to  catch  a  hufband  with 
bird-lime  as  to  catch  him  after  that ;  fo  prevent  it. 

[Exit, 

Pau.  How  can  I  prevent  it  f  Be/ides,  Mr.  Def- 
tiny,  J  have  good  reafon  to  think,  (hat,  as  far  as  tht? 
(natter  of  beauty,  goes,  I  am  not  behind  hand  with  fhe 
—Alack-a-day  I  no,  no,  he  has  hit  upon  it !— As 
fure  as  haryeft  is  yellow,  Lady  Alexina  has  certainly 
fccn  the  Bafia,  and  he'll  now  be  her  adorer  as  he 
calls  it— May  be  they  are  now  together,  and  he  is  s.% 
her  feet  iighing,  as  he  did  to-day  at  mine— Oh,  \ 
cannot  bear  it — The  fight  wou'd  crack  my  heart- 
strings !  Now  I  do  feel  that  I  dearly,  dearly  love 
him— -Oh  mercy  I  he  is  bere-she  is  here  I 

Enter  Ibrahim  mufmg ;  feeing  Paulina,  jiartf. 

Ibra.  Oh  Paulina,  hide  thee,  hide  thee  !  At  fight 
of  thee  every  refoludon  fades,  and  the  altar  of  virtus 
feeras  to  blaze  no  more  [gavng  en  far  long].  Cruel 
(harmer  ! 

Pau,  Cruel !  Oh  no,  my  heart  melts  to  fee  your 
diftrefs,  and  I  am  fure  you  have  no  occafion  for  it. 

Ibra.  Why  didft  thou  not  at  firft  tell  me  thou; 
yrert  another's  !  Why  fuffer  my  heart  ta  burn  with 
tumultuous  love,  to  ivalte  itfelf  in  glowing  flames, 
whilft  thine  beats  only  for  another, 

Paw,    What  other  I 
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Pau.  fingt 

u  Never  'tiU  now  I  felt  love's  dart— — 
u  Guefs  who  it  was  that  Hole  my  heart, 
**  'Twas  only  you,  if  you'll  believe  me  I"  • 

Ibra.  O  thou  enchantrefs !  [Starting  bad.']  Thou 
wife  of  Orioff!  thou  hall  my  foul  in  chains — drag  it 
not  to  perdition ! 

Pau.   Why  fliould  you  call  me  wife  ef Orlof?  Oh, 
forgive  me  if  I  fpeak  too  plain — My  heart,  my  whole   ' 
heart  is  your's.     You  have  awaken'd  its  firft  tender 
thought,  and  you  (hall  fill  it  to  the  laft  !     There  tan 
be  no  other. 

Ibra.  Nay  then,  farewel  to  every  dread!  *Tho* 
hell  fhou'd  gape  beneath  my  feet,  I  Jhrink  not.— Rufc 
on  my  foul,  almighty  love  !  abforb  each  faculty  and 
thought,  for  I  am  thine  ! — [turning  to  Pau.]— -for  I 
am  thine  !  [Tbrtws  h'mfelf  front  ;  then  rifes  and  clajps 
ker."]  Tranfcendent  moment !  O,  blifs  too  exquifite  ! 

Orldff.  [Rujbcs  in}  Bafe  woman  !  adulterous 
villain !     [Prifents  a  dagger  tt  Ibrahim's  breafi.] 

[  Paulina  Jhritks  and  runs  tff. 

Ibra.  Hah!  \wrtfit  the  dagger]  my  life  attack'd 
—Ho  !  flaves  !  [Slaves  rufit  in  frem  variant  wings.} 
Twice  to-day !  Once  in  the  bofom  of  my  harem, 
and  now  in  the  facred  walks  of  my  garden— Seize  him 
[to  thefluvesi  who  obey].  Thy  death  ftall  expiate  thy 
Rouble  crime. 

*  Thefe  lines  were  Introduced  by  Mrs.  Ejlm.— She  finfi  th«n» 
without  inftrumtntSi  and  duj  are  always  followed  by  npturcnu  ip- 
F-Jauft. 

ORLorr, 
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Orloff.  Doll  think  to  give  mc  terror? — I  wel- 
come death— I  welcome  it  'inidft  tortures  ! 

Ibra.  Chriftian,  thou  know'ft  mc  not !  Whilft 
]eft  to  rayfelf,  I  couJd  command  myfelf!  My  ardent 
paifions  I  -could  hold  in  chains,  and  fupprefs  that  lova 
which  honor  could  not  fanction — But  thou  flialt  know 
when  thus  oppos'd,  I  own  no  law  but  if  ill — drag  him 
away.  [Exit, 

Orloff.  Tyrant,  I  know  that  I  fliall  die;  but 
the  bitterneTs  of  death  is  paft — To  live  after  having 
feen  my  wife  embrace  thee,  and  embrac'd— - Oh  mad- 
oefs  1  fpeed  your  death,  I  rufh  to  meet  it. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE     ThePri/M. 
Eater  Alexina  through  the  Flat. 

Alex.  Surely  this  is  the  darkeft  hour  of  the  night ! 
The  dim  light  my  fofitary  window  afforded  has  long . 
been  pair,  and  gloom  and  {Hence  every  where  prevail. 
No  found,  no  footftep,  no  voice  of  foft  confoling  love, 
or  weeping  friendship.  Can  I  be  her  whom  the  beamy 
iinger'd  morn,  till  lately,  ever  rous'd  to  joy  ?  I,  her 
who  not  a  fhort  hour  fince  glow'd  with  delight — whofc 
troubled  Iky  felicity  and  freedom  began  to  gild  i  Oh, 
the  revcrfe  is  too  deep,  too  direful ! 

Voices  [witbeut]  This  way — make  fure  the  outer 
gate. 

Alex.  Hah  1  Haves  and  lights !  perhaps  they  come 
to  end  my  wretched  being—- Ah  I  nature  {brinks  at  the 
idea,  and  whilft  I  alinoft  dread  to  live,!  fly  fr»m 
death,  by  impulfe  irrefiftible  ! 

[Exit  baftiiy.  through  the  flat. 
1    '  [Orloff, 
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[Orloff  t;  brought  in  by  paves.] 

Slave.  There,  Sir !  Here  you  muft  ftay  tHI  oof 
matter  hath  determined  on  the  fort  of  death  you  are  td 
die,  for  we  have  great  variety  in  this  country.  The! 
bowftfimj  is  the  eafieft  you  can  hope  for*  We'll  leave; 
you  a  lamp  though,  to  fhew  the  apartments,  and  make? 
your  laft  hours  a  Tittle  pleafant— Wiflt  your  honor  i 
good  night.  [Exeunt  flavts. 

OrLofti  May  this  hour  of  bitternefs  be  ihmtt 
Here,  on  the  flinty  earth  I'll  pais  it,  and  give  to  thee— - 
Affair  /  die  fleeting  moments  that  remain. 

f  Threws  hiihfelf  an  the  greund, 

Alexis*  entetti  feetfuli  from  the  fiotti 

Af.Ex.  What  wretch  can  he  be,  who,  in  this 
dreary  place,  is  the  victim  of  tyranny  and  defpotifm  ? 
[Advancing,  and  looking  tvet  him.]  By  every  /"acred 
power  it  it  my  hufband  f  Orloff — [feizing  hit  hand] 
myOrloff!  [He  J!arti  ufc  throws  her  off,  and  fiiet 
U  the  ofpofite  ftie.\  Dofl  thou  diftruft  thy  femes  i 
It  Is  thy  Alexina— -thy  wretched — bappy  Alexina  ! 

Orloff.  Abandoned  woman !  doft  thou  follow  m* 
to  my  prifon  to  infult  my  laft  moments :  Or  doft  thos 
come  to  adminifter  the  bowl  of  death  ? 

ALEx.  Heavens!  what  mean  you?  (ritjhing  towards 
him  with  open  armt.) 

Orloff.  Nay,  touch  me  not— -By  heav'n,  rathe/ 
Chart  be  enfolded  in  thy  adulterous  embrace,  I'll-*" 
[draws  a  dagger]  O*  my  thoughts  are  defperate  I 
Avoid  rac  if  thou  would'ft  live, 

Albx.     Alas !  affliction  has  made  him  mad. 

Orloff,     Oh  \  [flings  away  the  dagger,] 

Alex* 
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Alex.  Or  if  thou  art  not  mad,  to  threaten  death 
ts  needlefs.  Be  witnefs  for  me,  ye  celeftial  fpirits, 
that  I'll  not  live  an  inftant  to  endure  A  hu  (band's  hate 
—All  other  miferies  I've  borne,  but  this  laft  fubdues- 
me.  [/notches  up  the  dagger']  Thou  acctifeft  me  of 
crimes  I  fhudder  at — OrlofT,  an  adultrefs  would  not 
dare  this  blow. 

Orloff.  {firings  forward,  and  fthut  her  arm] 
Die !  Yes,  thou  ought'ft  to  die ;  but  let  my  fate  come 
firft— It  lingers  not— His  minilters  are  at  hand !  [gazing 
»n  her]  O,  had  I  not  feen  thee  in  his  arms,  had  I 
not  heard  thy  vows  of  never-ending  love  to  the  tyrant. 

Alex.  [Interrupting  eagerly.]  My  vows  !  ah,  my 
Orloff,  a  beam  of  radiance  once  more  breaks  in  on 
my  afflicted  foul.  I  have  never  feen  the  Bafla—Nay, 
look  not  thus  incredulous — this  dungeon  proves  it— < 
I  am  a  prisoner  here  as  well  as  you,  and  was  this  day* 
brought  hither. 

Orloff.  [Gazing  wildly.]  Oh  fate,  fpare  me  a 
moment !  Scarcely  dare  I  give  way  to  the  overpower- 
ing thought !  yet  it  mull  be  fo !  It  was  not  then, 
my  heaven!  whom  I  beheld  in  Ibrahim's  arms— No, 
it  was  another,  and  Alexina's  pure  ! 

Alex.  As  pure  as  at  that  (acred  hour,  when  at  the 
altar  you  recetv'd  my  virgin  vows ;  and  heaven  is  wit- 
nefs, that  this  form  has  ne'er  been  pre&'d  in  any  arms 
but  thine. 

Orloff.     [Clafping  her,]    Then  art  thou  dearer 

jn  thefe  prifon  walls,  dearer  in  this  thy  faded  beauty, 

than  when  a  blaze  of  charms  o'erpower'd  my  fenfes, 

beneath  the  haughty  dome  where  firft  I  woo'd  thee. 

Alex. 
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Alex.  How  matchlefs  is  the  power  of  virtuoUi 
love  !  Having  thus  feen  thee,  having  thus  once  again 
been  prcfs'd  to  thy  toad  bofom,  I  am  prepai'd  for 
death. 

Orloff.  Behold !  they  iiieari  that  we  fhou'd  die 
together— The  minlfters  of  death  are  entering. 

[Going  towards  the  wing, 
Mus.  ■[Without.']  Make  faft  the  outer  gate — 
bring  him  along.  [Entering.  Slates  bring  in  AziM, 
in  chains  j  they  art  followed  by  Laurstta,  Fatima, 
end  females;  male  Jlaves  bearing  torches.'}  I  thought 
We  fliould  nick  you  at  lift.  The  lime  twigs  which 
you  have  been  fo  bufity  fpreading  for  another,  have  at 
length  entangled  thyfelf. 

Laur.  Yesj  my  friend  Azim ;  I  promis'd  you  a 
fet  dcmiti)  and  now  I  think  you  will  have  it.  Joy- 
joy  to  Alexins  f 

Mus.     To  Alexina  and  her  lord, 

OrlofF.     Ah!  what  mean  ye?     A  tide  of  blifs 

breaks  in  upon  my  foul,  which  yet  I  dare  not  yield  to. 

Laur.     Fear  not  to  truft  It!     Our  matter  hath 

heard  frdm  Paulina  your  touching  flory,  and  hath  fent 

us  to  conduct  you  to  his  prefence. 

Mus.  Go,  Madam !  and  make  room  for  your 
perfecutor  Azim  j — be  Ihall  take  your  place  here. 

Alex.    Farewel — forewel,  ye  dreary  walls  !    Wo 
fly  to  light,  to  liberty— 
Orloff.    To  love ! 
[E*it,  leading  Alexina,  followed  by  part  oftbejlava. 
Mus.    [To  Azim.]    Why  you  look  a  little  ftrange  ; 
—pray  make  free,  Sir  ;  you  are  as  welcome  as  though 
you  were  at  home.     [Bowing  ludicraufly.\ 

Laur« 
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Laur.  Come,  hold  Up  your  head,  man  !  and  look 
round  your  new  apartments.  Examine  the  furniture 
: — is  it  not  elegant !  Look  through  its  fpacious  win- 
dows— are  you  not  charm'd  with  the  profpeiSV.  i  Thou 
monfter  !  to  this  dreary  abode  thou  wouldft  have  con- 
iign'd  innocence  and  virtue. 

Azim.  O,  that  thofe  curfed  chains  were  off!— / 
to  be  imprifon  d  in  a  dungeon  ! 

Mus.  Come,  come—"  a  few  weeks  fpent  here- 
"  will  quiet  you  a  Jittle."  I  have  heard  every  thing 
from  your  accomplice  there.  "  Your  forrows  won't 
"  be  half  fo  violent  a  fortnight  hence,  as  they  are 
"  now — let  that  comfort  ye." 

Azim.     [Furioujly.]    Dogs  \ 

Mus.     Be  civil,  and  "  I'll  permit  thee  to  ufe  the 

"  apartment  next  to  this — its  laft  inhabitant  had  it 

"  fourteen  years,"  you  know.     [Tauntingly.]    Nay, 

it  is  in  vain  to  ftruggle,  drag  him  in  !  [Exit. 

[Sieves  drag  Azim  in  ;  the  door  is  put.] 

Laur.  Ah  !  he's  caught  at  laft.  [Runs  up  to  the 
door.]  Good  night,  my  pretty  Azim.  [He  rattles 
bis  chains.]  Good  night — I'll  give  ye  a  friendly  call 
once  a  month  or  fo,  for  the  next  ten  years.  [He 
rattles.]  Farewel — pleafant  fancies  hang  about  your 
dreams  1  [Exit,  followed  by  the  Jlavts  with  torches  ; 
Azim  rattling  his  chains  within.] 

SCENE,    The  Bafa's  Apartment. 
Enttr  Ibrahim  at  top,  leading  Paulina. 
Ibra.     O,  adored  Paulina!  what  wonderful  events 
ate  thefe  \     Thou  may'Jl  be  mine  !  it  is  no  crime  to 
G  .ove 
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love  thee.    I  have  ftruggkd  againft  a  paffion  which 
heaven  had  deterinin'd  to  reward. 

Pau.  It  blefles  ray  heart  to  fee  you  (a  happy  I  And 
(hall  my  father  and  brother  be  releas'd  from  ilavcry— 
(halt  they  witnefs  my  happinefs  f 

Ibra.  They  (halt  partake  it.  Riches  and  honour 
await  thofe  fo  dear  to  thee,     Lo  !  they  are  here. 

[The  father  and  f on  art  introduced. 

Pau.  O,  my  dear  father  !  Peter !  what  a  day  this 
has  been !  Here  am  I  going  to  be  a  great  lady,  and 
not  the  handmaid  of  a  Jew,  as  you  told  me  this  morn- 
ing.    [To  ber  father.] 

Father.  My  dear  child,  I  cannot  (peak  for  joy. 
Say  fomething  for  us  to  the  Bafla — we  fhrink  before 
him. 

Alex.  [Without.]  Haften !— O,  my  Orloff,  let 
us  haften  to  his  prefence.  [Entering.]  Mighty  Ibra- 
him, I  no  longer  tremble  to  appear  before  thee  j — in 
the  prefence  of  my  hufband,  I  dare  to  look  upon  thee, 
and  to  afk  thy  mercy. 

Ibra.  Mercy  !  how  poor  the  word  !  I  give  ye 
inftant  liberty,  and  in  giving  ye  that,  I  give  all,  for 
ye  love !     What  then  remains  to  perfect  your  blifs  I 

Orloff.  Heareft  thou,  Alexin  a  ?  Ah  !  what 
founds— they  ruth  upon  my  foul  in  tranjport. 

Ibra.  Valiant  Ruffian,  I  embrace  thee !  The 
.poniard  you  directed  to  my  breaft,  had  it  enter'd 
there,  would  have  piere'd  a  heart,  which,  amid  ft  the 
turbulencies  of  war,  and  the  infatuations  of  a  court, 
has  yet  preferv'd  its  own  respect  ; — accept  its 
friendship  ! 

6.  OR1.0FF. 
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Orloff.  With  earneftnefs  unfpeakable ;  and  I 
return  it  with  fiich  gratitude  and  fervor,  as  becomes 
a  foldier  and  a  hufband. 

Ibra.  Such  charms,  I  could  not  have  beheld  in- 
fenfibly,  [ta  AUxtna]  had  I  known  them  before  Pau- 
lina engroffed  my  heart — but  now,  that  heart  can 
beat  for  her  alone.  To-morrow  you  fliall  be  efcorted 
to  your  camp,  and  I,  to  give  that  dignity  to  love, 
without  which  it  finks  into  loweft  appetite,  will  make 
this  charmer  mine,  by  (acred  rites. 

Orloff.  Illuilrious  Turk  !  Love  has  taught  thee 
to  revere  marriage,  and  marriage  fliall  teach  thee  to 
honour  love. 

A  la  Gr.  Why  what  ups  and  downs  there  are  in 
this  world !  My  lord,  [to  Orlcff]  I  am  once  again, 
your  moft  duteous  fervant— for  fellow  Jlaves^  I  per- 
ceive, we  {hall  be  no  longer — So  there  goes  my  dig- 
nity !  I'll  make  a  bold  pufh  for  a  new  one  though. 
Azim,  I  find^— pardon  me,  my  lord,  [to  Ibrahim] 
Azim,  I  find,  is  out  of  place,  will  your  mightinefs 
bellow  it  on  me,  and  make  me  your  principal  flave- 
driver  ? 
Ibra.  [Laughing.]  What  wouldft  thou  do  ? 
A  la  Gr;  Any  thing,  and  every  thing.  I'd  imi- 
tate the  finack  of  Azim's  whip,  and  roll  my  «yes  as 
he  does,  to  frighten  your  male  naves,  and  transform 
myfelf  into  a  lattin  feat,  with  a  canopy  over  my  head, 
to  amufe  your  female  Haves. 

Ibra:     Transform  thyfelf  into  a  6ttin  feat,  with  a 
canopy  over  thy  head— thou  art  bewildered.      [T» 
AUsipa.]     Pronounce,  Madam,  the  fate  of  the  pro- 
fligate 
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fligatc  (lave,  whofe  villainy  had  nearly  brought  about 
fuch  difaftrous  events — Shall  he  periOi  ? 

Alex.  Ah,  in  this  hour  of  felicity,  let  nothing 
perifb  but  misfortune  !  Be  the  benevolent  Muftapha 
rewarded,  and  let  Azim  have  frank  forgivenefs. 

Ibra.  Charming  magnanimity  !  if  it  flows  from 
your  christian  DOCTRINES,  fuch  doctrines  muft  be 
right,  and  I  will  clofely  ftudy  them. 

Alex,  [Stepping  forward.]  And  may  our  errors 
have  frank  forgivenefs  too !  Beftow  on  us  your  fa- 
vour, and  make  the  day  in  TURKEY  one  of  the  hap- 
pieft  of  this  happy  feafon  ! 


THE    END. 
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iL  S  C  A  P  *  D  from  Turkey,  and  from  prifon  free,' 
Yet  Itill  a  slave  you  fhall  behold  in  me ; 
An  Englijh  flave — flave  to  your  ev'ry  pleaiure, 
Seeking  your  plaudits  as  her  richefl  treafurc. 

Whilft  thus  you  fcaft  with  cheering  praife  my  ear, 
For  our  {oft  poet  I  confefs  fome  fear. 
Perhaps  you'll  fay, — u  Two  marriages  for  love ! 
"  Thus  foolifh  female  pens  for  ever  rove  ; 
"  But  give  us,  Madam,  give  us,  real  life, 
«  Who  goes  to  Turkey  pray,  to  fetch  a  wife  I" 

Critic  f  a  few  months  part  I  wou'd  allow 
Your  comment  juft,  but  not,  Sir  Surly,  now  ! 
For  now  we  know  a  fkince  can  crofs  the  feas 
T'  obtain  a  wife,  a  nation's  hearts  to  pleafe. 
"  The  age  of  chivalry"  again  returns, 
And  love,  with  all  its  ancient  fplcndor  burns ; 

Yes 

Tell  the  rapt  Orator  whofe  magic  pen 

So  late  chaftifed  the  new  found  rights  of  men 

Who  fear'd  that  honor,  courage,  love  were  loft, 
And  Europe's  glories  in  the  whirlwind  toft  ; 
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Tell  him  a  heroic  enterprifi"  (hall  ftill  furvive, 

And  "  loyalty  to  fix"  remain  alive  ; 

w  The  tinbought  grace  rflife"  again  we  find, 

And  " proud  fubmijjion"  fills  the  public  mind; 

T'wards  £«-,  now  borne  to  Britain's  happy  coaft— . 

A  hufband's  honor,  and  a  nation's  boaft. 

**  Juft  lighted  sn  this  erb  the  vijion  Jhines 

**  Scarce  feemi  to  touch"  and  as  it  moves,  refines  ! 

O,  may  fhe  long  adorn  this  chofen  ifle, 

Where  the  bell  gifts  of  fate  unceafmg  fmile  ! 

When,  M  like  the  morning  Jlar"  at  wond'rous  height, 

She  lbars  at  length  beyond  this  world  and  night, 

Still  may  your  bleflings  to  her  name  be  given, 

While  fort  fhe  fades  into  her  native  heaven  ! 


Those  who  rted  will  know,  that  in  the  above  Epilogo* 
■11  ^e  pauages  diitinguifhed  by  italics  are  taken  from  an 
effufion  infpired  by  another  royal  lady ;  —  agitating  the 
ligbtning  pen  of  a  man  who  in  his  head  is  all  season,  in 
his  heart  all  (ensaTion.  A  man  whom  falitki  feized,  and 
Jeems  to  have  dragged  reluftantly  from  iote.  Let  tnft: 
women  of  future  times  weave  to  his  memory  the  faired  gar- 
lands, and  twine  araidft  Swell  and  lofej  the  name  of  By*«» 
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INSTRUCTIONS  for  the  SOPHA. 

1  HE  canopy  is  compofed  of  two  umbrellas  of 
white  fattin,  or  fluff;  the  upper  one  very  fmall, 
each  trimmed  with  gold  fringe,  fefloons  of 
flowers,  and  taffels.  The  covering  for  the 
(tool,  of  the  fame  materials,  is  made  in  the 
form  of  a  hammer  cloth ;  a  white  fattin  mattrefs 
is  laid  on  it,  trimmed  with  gold  fringe. 
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